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SoENE. — Apartment in Clabioe's house ; night, A glass door 
opens on to a garden. The room is lighted as if for a 
reception. 

As the curtain rises, Joseph enters, ushering PAULiNEy in 
travelling-dress. She is much agitated, 

Paul, (removing her hat, veil, and cloah). Where is my 
sister ? I must see her at once. 

Jos, Madame is dressing. 

Paul. Dressing? Is she going out to-night? 

Jos, No, Mademoiselle ; Madame has a supper-party at home. 

PauL Her husband— Monsieur d' Aulnay — where is he ? 

Jos, Monsieur d' Aulnay ? Oh, has not Mademoiselle heard ? 

Paul, (much agitated). It is true then — they are separated P 

Jos, Alas, Mademoiselle, too true I 

Paul, It is terrible— terrible I They loved each other so 
dearly, and they have not been married a year. 

Jos, Indeed, Monsieur seemed devoted to Madame. 

Paul, Seemed ! Did he not give up his commission in the 
Royal Body Guard and take service as a humble actor that he 
might be near her ? Did he not forego rank, wealth, friends^ 
everything — that he might marry her? And now, after one 
short year, their love is dead and they are strangers ! When 
did this dreadful separation take place ? 

Jos. A week ago, yesterday. 

Paul, (rises). And my sister gives a supper-party to-nigbt! 
Why, the scandal will be known all over Paris to-morrow 1 

Jos, Alas 1 Mademoiselle, it is already a matter of common 
gossip 1 

Paul, And whom does she expect to-night? 

Jos, Well, Mademoiselle must know, sooner or later. They 
are not such guests as Madame has been in the habit of 
receiving, oi as Monsieur would approve if he were bet^^ 
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Madame expects, among others, Monsieur de la Fere, the Abb6 
Dubois, Monsieur de la Fert^, and, I regret to add, the Begent, 
Monseigneur le Due d'Orleans. 

Fauh The Duo d'OrlcansI Do I understand you that my 
sister has invited the Begent to sup with her ? Oh, you must 
have been misinformed ! 

JitM. Mademoiselle, it is, imhappily, too true ! I had it from 
Madame's own lips. I will send word to her that Mademoiselle 
awaits her. \Exit Joseph. 

^a\jil. The Due d'OrleansI The villain whoso insolent 
admiration of her is a bye- word throughout Paris! 'J'ho 
libertine who dared to couple her fair name with lies unspeak- 
able, whose disgraceful attentions have embittered her life and 
her husband's lor twelve months past ! This man coming to 
sup with her to-nio;ht! Oh, it cannot be, it cannot be! 
(Pauline ziarU up, hearing Clabice.) 

Clar, (as she enters and descends staircase). Mind, plenty 
of wine, plenty of music, and plenty of light, and, above all 
things, remember that, after my guests have arrived, no one is 
to interrupt us. (Clabice hurriedly makes for the door leading 
to garden. As her hand is on the lock she sees Pauline. STie 
is much agitated, but with an effort recovers herself,) Pauline ! 
yoti here ? Why, my darling child, this is indeed a surprise ! 
What do you do in this city of iniquity, you little innocent 
country primrose ? Who has picked you and brought you into 
this perilous atmosphere ? And why ? Come I Tell me all 
about it ! 

Paul. Clarice, I came in great haste because I heard that 
you were unhappy. It seems that in that, at least, I was mis* 
informed. 

Clar, (bitterly). Unhappy ! Yes. I am unhappy— or should 
be, if I stopped to think. But (with forced gaiety) I don't 
stop to think. I don't give myself time to think. I take 
things as I find them, and I make the best of them. Ha ! ha! 
ha! That's true philosophy, Pauline. Of course you have 
heard what has taken place. Well, it's a pity, but it could not 
be helped. 

Paul, But what in the world has caused this calamity ? 

Clar, Oh, I hardly know! No great thing — ^many small 
things ; things ridiculous in detail, but serious in the aggregate. 
Besides, you forget— 1 have been married a year, and a year is 
a long time— in Paris. 

Paul, A long time ! And you loved him so dearly ! 

Clar, Ye — es— oh yes— I certainly loved D'Aulnay — in my 
way — once. 
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Paid. Once! 

Clar, Yes. A pretty fellow whom one sees once a week for 
an hour one loves — but a pretty fellow whom one sees every 
day for a year! My dear Fauline, youVe not tried it Besides 
— haven't you beard ? Husbands are going out — they are not 
to be worn at all this season. 

Paid, (xeproachfvlly), Clarice ! 

Clar, Why one must be in the fashion, child ! Next season, 
perhaps— or the next but one — they may come in again. Well, 
m that case I have D'Aulnay's address. 

Paul, Will be come, do you think, when he learns the 
Hegent is an invited guest at your house ? 

Clar, Oh, you have heard that. Well, I confess I see a dif- 
ficulty there — D'Aulnay is so straightlaced. Monsieur d'Orleans 
is a man of fashion, and is, perhaps, rather too much accustomed 
to look on women as playthings. {This is said mth involuntary 
and half-concealed bitterness^ It is his only weakness. Let 
us be charitable, and look over it. 

Paul, I cannot express the distress with which I listen to 
such sentiments. I can scarcely believe that they are uttered 
by the Clarice whose purity of life has shamed the attacks even 
of her unmanly persecutor. Think what you are losing! 
Hitherto even those who condemn the stage as infamous have 
excepted you from their sweeping denunciations. (Goes to 
her,) For Heaven's sake pause before you risk the proud and 
honoured position you have attained I 

Clar, (bitterly). Proud ! Honoured I Bah ! You play with 
words. I am an actress — by law proscribed, by the Church 
excommunicated I While I live women gather their skirts 
about them as I pass ; when I die I am to be buried, as dogs 
are buried, in unholy ground. (Pauline turns aiuay in grief,) 
In the mean time, I am the recognized prey of the spoiler — the 
traditional property of him who will best pay for me: an 
actress, with a body, God help her ! but without a soul : un- 
recognized by the State, abjured by the Church, and utterly 
despised of all ! In the face of these compliments, believe me, 
it is not easy to preserve one's self-respect, Pauline. 

Paul, But the Regent — who has insulted you imspeakably— 
whose liveried servants have actually attempted to carry you 
away from your husband's arms, and who has treated his 
repeated challenges with cowardly and contemptuous silence — 
is this man to be an honoured guest at your table ? 

Clar, Ah, my dear, a pretty woman must not bear too hardly 
upon those whose heads her beauty has turned. Monsieur le Duo 
has been imprudent — ^reckless— culpable if you will; but then. 
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remember, the poor fellow is in love. If you put a kettle of 
water on the fire, it is not the fault of the water if it boil»— it 
is the fault of the fire, my dear ! As to my husband's challengesy 
why, notwithstanding his noble birth and his services in the 
Boyal Body Guard, he is now but a stage-player — a mummer^- 
a vagabond. Would you have the Regent of Prance condescend 
to meet a vagabond ! No I He must draw the line somewhere ; 
and he draws it at vagabonds' wives I 

FavH. I see that my mission is fruitless. I will go. (Besuming 
her mantle.) 

Clar, Yes, better go, my child. The scene that is to come 
IS one that perhaps you had better not see. 

Pavl. I can believe it. Adieu, Clarice. I came in hope 

that I might yet save my sister. I go, broken-hearted that my 

sister should be beyond saving I [Exit Pauline. 

[Clarice watches Pauline off^ then locks the door by 

which she has gone out, and hurriedly opens the door 

leading to the garden, 

Clar, D'Aulnayl My husband! Quick! 

D'Aulnay enters from garden, 

D'^Aut, My darling wife ! (embraces her). Is it certain that 
we shall not be interrupted ? 

Clar, Quite certain ! I have locked the only door by which 
any one could surprise us. 

D*Aul, And is all ready ? 

Clar, All is ready. 

D'Aul, The story of our separation is accepted ? 

Clar. Implicitly. I have made no secret of it, believe me. 
There is not a soul about the Court who does not believe that 
my love for you is dead, and that we are parted for ever. 

[Clarice and D'Aulnay seated, 

D^Aid, And the Regent — the Due d'Orleans? 

Clar, Oh, ho has fallen readily enough into the snare. I 
did as you bade me. I gave out, far and near, that I was 
weary of the humdrum respectability of sober married life — 
that, being free again, I intended to take my own course and 
enjoy myself. To disarm suspicion, I invited a dozen of his 
friends — the Abb^ Dubois, Do Courcelles, De la Fert6 and 
others — and eventually the Regent himself: humbly, and with 
a sense of what was due from such as I to such as he, I invited 
the Regent himself! D'Aulnay, ho will be here in half an 
hour. 

D'Atd, At last! At last! Oh, my child, how long and 
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how bitterly have we waited for this! Tortured as I have 
been by the agony of impotent fury — goaded into frenzy by the 
sense of my utter helplessness under an accumulation of 
intolerable insult ; and then to find him at last helpless and at 
my mercy ! It is a revenge that is almost satisfying ! In half 
an hour I shall be avenged, or beyond the reach of vengeance. 
If I fall, my poor Clarice 

Clar, (rises). No, no. For God's sake keep that thought 
from me, or my resolution will give way! ]f I am to go 
through with this, I must nerve myself to it by every means 
at my command! I must keep before me his repeated, 
his incessant insults — ^at the theatre — in the streets — ^nay, at 
my very door. I must remember his threats, his letters, his 
dastardly attempt to take me from you by force, and his mean 
and cowardly evasion when brought by you to book. It is 
enough to remember these things, for, when I do so, my blood 
is a-fire, and I am as brave as you are. 

D^Aul. My darling I (Embrace. Noise of carnage-wheels 
heard without) 

Clar. Hush! They are coming! You must go now. 
When they have all arrived, I will contrive to detain him 
here alone ! Oh, it will not bo difficult ! Wait in the garden, 
and watch your opportunity. Never fear but that it will 
come! 

L'Aul God bless my darling, and give her courage ! 

Cflar, 1 have it, D'Aulnay I Fear not for me— I am bravo 
as a man ! Farewell ! 

[fiie embraces her, and exit into garden. Voices hear 
laughing and talking without. 

Clar. They are coming ! If he should be with them ! If 
he should come fraught with death to my love ! But there, 
this won't do. Courage, Clarice, courage ! Remember the part 
you have to play ! 

Enter Joseph, announcing. 

Job. Monsieur do la Fert^, Monsieur do Courcelles, and his 
Excellency the Vicomte de Mauzun. 

Enter the three Gentlemen nam>ed (severally). 

Clar. (with great gaiety). Ah ! Monsieur de la Fert^, over-joyed, 
indeed, to see you — how kind of you to come ! I'm a lone widow 
now, and must be consoled. De Courcelles ? No, no, I'm not 
going to call you Monsieur de Courcelles. (Courcelles bows 
and sits,) If we're not old friends now, wo siiall be some day, 
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and we^ll discount the intimacy that is to be. Manzunl Of 
all men Mauzun I Now this is indeed delightful ! (Mauzun 
howz ctremoniously,) Ah, bah I how you great people bow and 
scrape, and how we little people laugh at you for it 1 Come, lei's 
all be little people to-night? 

Mauzun, We are indeed little people in the presence of 
Madame D'Aulnay. 

Olar. Clarice I Clarice, if you love me. D'Aulnay's gono, 
and lot his name go with him. (Mauzun hows and converses 
with CouRCELLES.) May it do him more good than it did 
me. Ha! Lai I believe, though, that ladies and gentle* 
men of the dignified aristocracy don't get to Christian names 
all at once. 

La Ferie. Well, not all at once, perhaps ; but we generally 
get to them in time. 

Clar, Ah I then we of the coulisses begin with them. We 
only come to surnames when we quarrel, which we don't mean 
to do, do we ? 

Be-enter Joseph, announcing, followed ly the Abb£ Dubois and 
Monsieur de G rangy. 

Jos. Monsieur TAbb^ Dubois, Monsieur do Grancy, 

Clar, Monsieur le Ministre, your very good servant to com- 
mand. De Grancy, I'm overjoyed to see you. His Royal 
Highness ? Will he come ? 

Dub, His Koyal Highness will be here shortly, but unhappily 
his stay will be but brief. 

Clar, It is well — he will come. It is most kind of him 
to condescend to visit my humdrum home I But I don't intend 
to be humdrum any more. Will you teach me how not to ba 
humdrum ? 

Dub, Alas, Madame! I have no pretensions to teach 
experts. 

Clar. No pretensions. The Abb6 Dubois — the great con- 
versationalist, the brilliant epigrammatist! What was that 
you said about poor Clopin, the dramatic critic, who wrote a 
bad play — that Clopin forgot that his mission was not to write 
plays, but to teach people how to write plays. I'd have given 
a week's salary to have said that ! 

Dub, Madame, it is difficult not to be epigrammatic when 
one speaks of a dramatic author. {Sits.) 

Be-enter Joseph. 
Job, Monsieur de Broglio and Monsieur le Docteur Choquart. 
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Enter the Gentlemen named. 

Clar, Welcome, De Broglio. Why, Doctor — my dear, dear 
Doctor, I had no idea that you were in Paris! Why, how 
grave you are ! This is not a professional visit. You look as 
glum as if you had come to attend a patient in extremis! 

Doct. Shall I confess to you, Madame, that I am attending 
one who, I fear, is in a very dangerous state. 

Clar. (aside). What do you mean? As I am in perfect 
health, I must suppose that you are employing a figure of 
speech. 

[2%e guests are conversing in groups during this, till the 
Duo d'Obleaks is announced. 

Doct. It is no figinre of speech so to describe a good and 
virtuous lady who, for the first time in her life, is playing 
hostess to the roues of the Palais Boyal. 

Clar. Doctor, you presume on your footing in my house. 

Doct. Madame, I am D'Aulnay's friend. 

Clar. Then what do ;you here ? These are not D'Aulnay's 
friends. 

Doct, I am here to protect you. 

Clar. I need no protector. Trust me, I can protect myself! 

Re-enter Joseph, announcing, 
Jos. Uis Iloyal Highness the Begent of France. 

Enter the Duo d'Orleans attended by four Gentlemen. All 
rise ; the guests how ceremoniously. 

Duhe, Madame, I have the honour to salute you. 
Clar. (curtseying formally). Your Royal Highness is too 
good. I am indeed honoured by Monseigneur's visit. That my 

r)or house should be so complimented is a distiDction of which 
may be permitted to be vain. 

Duke. If it be indeed a distinction, it is one that I would 
gladly have conferred many months since, had I been permitted 
to do so. 

Clar. Ah, Monseigneur, be generous. You know how I was 
situated ; my husband 

Duke. Ah, the selfishness of these husbands I They are the 
curse of enterprise ! 

Clar. Nay, be just to them ; if there were no husbands there 
would be no enterprise. 

Duke. No doubt. How true it is that nothing, however 
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insignificant, was created without an object. Even husbands 
have their value in the economy of nature. (^Converses with the 
other guests.) 

Clar. Come, gentlemen, let us adjourn to the drawing-room. 
We shall find cards, dice, and wine ready for us. Monsieur le 
Ministre, we'U follow you ; but surely, I forget : your Royal 
Highness should have led the way. Oh, forgive my inex- 
peritTicel (7%e gttests^ some of whom have already ascended 
the staircase^ begin to enter the room above, in conversation with 
each other as they go off*) Monseigneur will perhaps permit 
me to take his arm ? 

Duke. With every pleasure, Madame. 

IBy this time the party have aU disappeared, and Gl abiob 
is alone on the stage with the Duke. 

Clar. Stop— one moment — my smelling-bottle. 

Duke, Clarice — why, you are Anting. {She leans on tahU by 
stairs.) 

Clar. No, no ; it is nothing ; I am subject to this. I shall 
be strong again directly. May I trouble you to open the 
window ? 

Buhe. By all means. {Be opens the doors leading to the 
garden,) 

Clar. Thank you. How the air refreshes me I I am better 
now. Let us follow the others. 

Duhe, No — not yet, Clarice. Sit down here, with mo, for 
a few minutes. The fresh air will revive you. 

Clar, Then pray join your friends. I will follow presently. 
I am better, indeed. 

Dulce. Nay; I must remain to watch the effect of my 
prescription. 

Clar. But what will they say? Yoiu: friends will remark 
our absence ! 

Duke. Have no fear. My friends are not in the habit of 
canvassing my proceedings. {Sits beside her.) They are happy 
enough without us. Let us be happy without them. 

Clar. I am — ^very happy. 

Duke. And so there is an end of D'Aulnay at last ? 

Clar. Yes; I suppose sol Poor D'Aulnay. They say he 
is at Marseilles. 

Duke. Why do you sigh ? Are you sorry for him ? 

Clar. A little, perhaps. But I'm sure I gave him every 
chance. I bore with him for a year. 

Duke. What forbearance I 

Clar. At first he was well enough. I mean, that when we 
quarrelled, he owned I was right, and gave in. That did very 
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well. Then he vowed I was wrong — ^but gave in. Well, that 
was endurable. But at length it came to this, that he vowed 
I was wronor, and he wouldn't give in. So, of course, we 
parted. Still, ho was not a bad fellow — ^his faults were mere 
faults of temper. 

Buhe, Madame, he has my profound consideration. I am 
told that he is in the habit of expressing augry sentiments 
towards me — indeed, he has, on more than one occasion, done 
me the honour of suggesting that I should cross swords with 
him. It distressed mo that I was unable to gratify him, but 
under the artificial conditions of modern society, it was un- 
happily impossible. I can conceive a highly rarefied state of 
civilization in which it might be permitted to high and low 
to run each other through the body without distinction of 
rank; but to that Utopian condition we have unhappily not 
yet arrived. (Bises.) When we do, I shall be pleased to 
oblige him ; but in the mean time the only balm I am per- 
mitted to pour into his wounded soul is the assurance of my 
profound consideration. 

Clar. Still, duke, D'Aulnay is a man of noble birth. 

Duke, Clarice, he is an actor. 

Clar, He became an actor for love of me. 

Duke. He did well and wisely. But when he resigned his 
commission in the Body Guard, and took to the stage for his 
living, he did me the injury of placing it out of my power to 
recognize him as a gentleman. 

(Har, Well, enough of D'Aulnay. Let us leave him alone. 

Duke, With all my heart. {Returns^ sits as he/ore,) I trust 
that he will return the compliment* (Taking her hand.) 

Clar. Nay, duke, you go too far. 

Duke. You are not in earnest when you say that. You 
cannot be angry with me for loving you. (Putting his arm round 
her vHiist.) 

Clar. No, no, duke, I cannot allow this. Pray be careful ; 
we shall be overheard. 

Duke. Nay, Clarice, you shall hear me now. For months 
you have received my homage with indignation, or with what 
is still harder to bear, with silence. Maddened by my passion 
I forgot what was due to you — ay, and to myself. You dis- 
missed me with contempt, and you were right, and I loved 
you for it. Your eyes flashed scorn upon me. I deserved it, 
and I loved you for it. Your lips withered with their con- 
tempt. I had earned it, and I loved you for it. 

Clar, Nay, duke— have pity — ^have pity ! 

Duke. After a bitter time of sickening disappointment, I am 



It COMEDY AND TRAGEDY. 

raised to a pinnacle of happiness by this invitation. I take 
it as an overture of peace — am I wrong ? I take it as a token 
of reconciliation — am I wrong? (D'Aulnay a^gf^ean through 
open door,) I take it as an admission that yon can pity— 
forgive — love. Tell me, am I wrong ? 

JfAvl, Yes, M. le Due d'Orleans, you are wrong I 

Duke (starting to his feet— after a pause). This is a trap. 

Clar, (rises). Yes, sir, it is a trap. 

Duke, You have deceived me — cheated me I 

Clar, Yes — 1 have deceived you — cheated you. 

Duke, "Why have you done this, actress? 

D^Aid, I, actor, will tell you. For more than a year, you, 
the Due d'Orleans, Eegent of France, strong in the security 
of a rank which I tell you, sir, you sully and degrade, have 
blighted our home-happiness as with the breath of an obscene 
pestilence. In this, sir, you, Hegont of France, have acted 
like a knave. You have dared to assume that, because my 
wife is an actress, you would find her the easy prey of vour 
carrion instincts. In this, sir, you, Regent of France, have 
acted like a madman. When, goaded to frenzy by your in- 
cessant insults, I tried to bring you to book, you entrenched 
yourself behind your dignity, and declined to recognize me. 
In this, sir, you. Regent of France, acted like a coward. 
Thrice have I challenged you, and thrice have you ignored 
my challenge. I have stooped to this trap that I might lure 
you into a confidence that would })lace you at my command. 
And, sir, I command you to fight me I 

Duke, If I refuse? 

D'Aul, If you refuse, I will whip you like a dog. {Tarns to 
Clarice.) 

Duke, A strong measure. 

D*Aul, I hope so. 

Duke (after a pause). Hark ye, sirrah, I am not in the 
habit of explaining my course of action, and if I do so now, 
it is that you may understand how little your threats affect 
me. I refused to fight you because you are an actor, pro- 
scribed by the State, excommunicated by the Church — a 
statutory vagabond and a social outcast. If a scullion were 
to challenge me, I should so far recognize him as to have him 
fiogged. An actor is entitled to no recognition at all. Now, 
sir, you have your answer. Stand aside and let me pass ! 

DAul, Stay. As you say, I am an actor, and the law 
proscribes me. As an actor I have just attained the summit 
of an actor's ambition — ^an engagement at the Theatre Fran^ais, 
and that engagement is here. (Taking out a paper ^ Well, sir, 
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1 destroy that engagement (tearing it up ; throws it at his/eet), 
and, on the honour of an officer and a gentleman, I will never 
set foot upon the stage again. Now, sir, I am no longer an 
actor. I have resumed my rank, and you cannot refuse to 
fight me. 

Duke. It shall be as you wish. I only stipulate that it shall 
never be known to any but our three selves that I have con- 
descended to meet a person of your calling. 

D^AtU. Sir, the degradation I am about to inflict upon you 
shall never be published by either of us. 

Duke. Good! But one word. (To Cl abide.) Madame, I 
am free to admit that I have wronged you and your husband, 
and I should be loth to do further injury to yourself or to him. 
But, Madame, it is right that you should, as you are your 
husband's accomplice in this scheme of revenge, know that 
I am an imerring swordsman, and if I fight your husband I 
kill hun. 

Clar. (after a pause). Monsieur le Due, you must fight. 

Duke. So be it. When and where ? 

D^Aul, Now, in this garden. 

Duke. You are mad. The house is full of my friends. 

Clar. Have no fear of them. I will take upon myself to 
say Uiat they shall not interfere. I charge myself with the 
task of keeping their attention engaged until the issue is 
known. 

Duke. As you please. Have the goodness, sir, to show the 
way. Madame, I regret that you compel me to atone for the 
reparable wrong I have done you, by inflicting upon you an 
injury that nothing can repair. Accept the assurance of my 
sympathy. 

[Exeunt Duke into garden; D'Aulnay emhuces 
Clarice, and follows. 

Clar. What have I done? Am I mad? He will be killed 
— ^D*Aulnay will be killed! Oh no, no, no — not that — not 
that! It cannot be! D'Aulnay — my dearly loved! my 
heart! my life! Grace of Heaven, what have I done? I 
cannot bear it I I must stop them ! (Doctob enters from 
upper room in converse with La Fert6; rest of the guests 
follow, laughing^ and in conversation. Doot. The silver 
mark is at 120 livres, gold 800 — a depreciation of 70 per cent.) 
D'Aulnay — D'Aulnay— come back! (Buns to window-door^ 
and opens it. As she does so half a dozen guests come down 
the stairs laughing and talking. She suddenly closes the door 
and puts her hack to it.) 

Dub. Eight thousand francs I you shall have them on 
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Thursday. Against such deTil's luck who can fight ? lYsdth, 
not I! Clarice, alone? Why, where's the Regent? [Two 
more come down the stairs, one counting out money inU) the 
other's hand.) 

Clar, Alas I Gone ! Despatches to dictate, I believe. You 
will forgive my absence, but the Duke's time was precious, and 
he feared to join you lest he might be tempted to overstay his 
leisure. But are you tired of play already ? {Three more come 
down,) 

Bub, Nay, we came to seek you. To tell the truth, with- 
out you the fun began to flag. 

Clar, Well, let*s whip it up again. What shall we do? 
Tableaux? Charades? Proverbs? Come, for Heaven's sake 
suggest something, somebody I 

La Ferte, Shall we say tableaux ? 

Dub, Gentlemen, we have all heard of Clarice's talent for 
improvisation. May we pray that we may be favoured with 
an example thereof? 

All, Yes, yes — an improvisation, 

Doct. Yes, by all means 1 

Clar, An improvisation — ^good. Be it so I On what subject 
shall I improvise? Quick, quick — a subject; you must give 
me a subject— any subject—tragedy, comedy — ^anything you 
like — only, for Heaven's sake, be quick I 

La Ferte, We are here to amuse ourselves, and Clarice excels 
in comedy. 

Several Quests, Comedy I Comedy I 

Mauzun, Yes, she's great in comedy. 

Doct. Comedy, by all means. 

Clar, Comedy, then. 

Dub, Gentlemen, to say that Clarice excels in comedy is 
to admit that you have forgotten her " Death of Cleopatra." 

La Ferte, Nothing to her " Quack Dentist with the Tooth- 
ache." 

Dtib, The " Lament of Artemisia of Halicamassus." 

La Ferte. Not a patch on her " Pig-driver in a Fog 1 " 

Clar, Shall it be comedy, then? 

La Ferte. Tragedy 1 

Duh, Comedy! 

Doct, Gentlemen, let us benefit by this difference of opinion. 
Let us say comedy first, and tragedy afterwards. 

All, Good, by all means, etc. 

Clar. Good — that's understood : comedy first, tragedy after- 
wards. Come, give me a subject; quick, a comedy subject? 
Heavens, how slow you are 1 
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Mauzun^ Stay — one moment. {Ml (xttentive.) 

Glar. What is it? 

Mauzun, I heard a noise in the garden. 

Clar, Oh, the servants amusing themselves, that's all. Wo 
have our fun here, they have their fun there. Come, quick, a 
suhject. 

Mauzun, Nay, I heard the clashing of swords — I am sure of 
it. {Going towards garden door.) 

Clar. No, no I Grentlemen, you must do me a favour; you 
must not venture into that garden ! The truth is I am pre- 
paring a little surprise for you ; if you go into the garden now 
you will spoil all. I am sure I need not say more. (Locking 
door and giving the hey to the Doctob.) Here, Doctor, 1 entrust 
you with the key. I charge you — allow no one to open that 
door on any consideration. Now then, quick, a suhject — a 
subject — a subject ! 

Dub, Let me see. You are a strolling player; you enter 
a tavern — ^you are challenged as to who you are, and you describe 
yourself. There ! 

All, Bravo! Very good! etc. 

Clar, Good ! I am an actor — a strolling actor — and I describe 
myself. That's very good; that will do. {AU listening imr 
tentli/y some grouped on the staircase^ others seated,) One 
moment — ah — now. {Recites with animated gestures,) " Who 
am I, gentlemen ? I am Artaxerxes I I am Antony the Great ! 
I'm a doge^ a king, a councillor, a burgess, a lackey. I am the 
constable who seizes the beggar ; nay, I am the beggar seized 
by the constable. I am everybody ; lam nobody. I command 
and I obey. I feast starving ; I starve feasting. Beware of me, 
for I am^a very rogue — a swaggering roysterer, with ragged 
elbows, Jgit a-cock, and bilbo ready." {All laugh admiringly,) 

Doct'i Don't interrupt ! 

Clar, "A rogue, said I ? Nay, a highway man — a housebreaker 
— a murderer to command, at a purse of pistoles the job, and 
short shrift to my quarry ! {Laughter,) But take heart ; I am 
the best of men. 1 love good. I give purses. I bless all. Yet 
do I curse freely, and, purses notwithstanding, I am but a greedy, 
griping, grasping, miserly curmudgeon, who'd die i' the dark to 
save a farthing rushlight — a very Barabbas too, or a High 
Pontiff, or a Grand Seigneur, with a dancing seraglio, as it shall 
please you. I die thrice a-night, but they bury me not ; nay, 
I am a ghost, with none to lay me ; but a ghost, look you, of 
flesh, and to spare, yet not spare of flesh, as this rotundity 
shall advise you. {All exdaim, " Admirable! " "Excellent ! '' 
etc^ And yet no ghost, but a very observable and most mortal 
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man, with a pretty taste in flagons and an eye for a plnmp 
brown wench, go to I I am a bundle of contradiction— a mass 
of incongruities ; here to-day, gone to-morrow — a thing of no 
moment : a breath, a puiT ball, a gossamer I (xood sirs, I am 
an actor I " (-4/^ applaud — Doer. Marvellous I A really fine 
piece of acting. Dub, Excellent, indeed, without a donbt! 
During this she is mtich overcome, looks anxiously towards 
window, totters, supports herself against chair,) 

Clar. (resuming with a great effort). " If you ask me — if you 
ask mo " {A cry heard wiihout^she breaks down,) Gentle- 
men, I cannot go on ; my heart leaves me. My husband I he is 
without, with the Duo d'Orleans. They are fighting ! I heard 
his cry! He is wounded, perhaps killed! Oh, gentlemen, 
gentlemen, for the love of Heaven separate them ! I have 
caused this. He is my husband — ^my dear, dear husband ! He 
is my life, and I have caused this ; and oh, God, he is dying ! 
(Sobs hysterically on her knees.) 

All. Admirable ! excellent ! (Half aside to each other ) 

Clar, You look at me, but you do not move. Gentlemen, 
I am not acting ; I am in fearful earnest. Oh ! my love 1 my 
love! And I have done this! As I speak my husband is 
being killed ! Will none of you separate them ? (Goes to 
door, and beats frantically against it,) D'Aulnay, D Aulnay, 
I am coming to you ! (/SXe tirrenches at the door in vain, for it 
is locked ; at last she leans exhausted against it,) 

AU, Bravo! Admirable! 

2>u&. You see now why I asked for tragedy. 

All, Excellent, indeed. 

Clar. Oh men, men ! have you no eyes ? Don't you know 
when a wretched woman is breaking her heart ? (Suddenly,) 
Doctor! I gave you the key. (Rtuhing to the Doctor and 
kneeling to him,) You are D'Aulnay's friend. The key I for 
God's sake give me the key ! (AU exclaim as before.) 

Doct. (looking attentively at her). Gentlemen, this woman 
is not acting ! Her colour comes and goes — ^she is in terrible 
earnest. 

Clar, Yes, yes, in terrible earnest ! They are killing him ! 
Oh, God, I cannot bear this. 

Dub. Doctor, you have paid her the highest compliment an 
actress ever received. If she can impose upon so old a hand as 
you, she is an actress indeed ! 

La FertS. Doctor, you're too emotional. 

Doct, Gentlemen, at the risk of encountering your ridicule, 
I shall take upon myself to believe she is in earnest — ^and, 80 
believing, I shall unlock that door. 
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I All. Ha! ha! 
Mauzun, Doctor, they're laughing at you. 
Clar. God bless you! he l^lieves me! he believes me! 
Quick ! the door — the door ! 

\Th& DooTOB gotz to the door, and unlocks it, as the others 
laugh at him. Olabice rushes to the door and meets 
her husband— pale, without his coat and waistcoaty 
and with a sword in his hand, which he wipes with 
a Jiandkerchief, 
Doct, D'Aulnay ! (All start. Momentary picture,) 
Clar, (hurriedly in a whispej*). Are you unhurt ? 
D'Aul. Quite. 
Clar, And the Duke? 
D*Aut, Wounded to the death. 

Clar, (recovering herself with a supreme effort, and leading 
her husband forward). Gentlemen, I told you that I was pre- 
paring a little surprise for you — this is it ! Doctor, your pardon 
for having made you an innocent accomplice in my little 
deception. (Doctob, expressing annoy ance^ pulls out snuff -box ; 
snuffs,) Gentlemen, T have only to thank you for the kind 
applause with which you have been so good as to reward my 
humble effort to entertain you ! 

ICtirtseys, All the guests applaud, some ridiculing the 
Doctob cts the curtain falls. 
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ACT L 

Scene. — Drawing-room in Talbot's home on the morning of 
his daughter's marriage to Fogoerty. A large bow^ 
window leads into a garden, Talbot is discovered. 
The following guests are disposed about the room — ^Unclk 
FoQLB (a snuffy old gentleman), Aunt Bogle (a stout 
lady), Walker and Balkeb (two young men), and 
others. All are in extremely low spirits^ except Talbot, 
v}ho endeavours to infuse a little cheerfulness into the 
company. All wear favours. 

AU (sighing). Ah ! 

Uncle Fogle. Oh, dear me, dear me! 

Tdl. What is the matter with you all? Do try and bo 
cheerfdi. If my only daughter is going to he married to a 
penniless young apothecary, there's no occasion to treat her 
-wedding as though it were a funeral. Pray, pray remember that 
this is, after all, a festive occasion. 

Fogle, My dear John, I wouldn't, for the world, say a word 
to cast a gloom over these — ^well, these rejoicings ; but I can't 
help thii&ing, that, with her attractions, Jenny might have 
looked a little higher. You understand, I don't say it — I con- 
fine myself to thinking it. 

Aunt Bogle. You see, John, you know so little of Mr. 
Foggerty. 

Tal. I knew him when he was a little boy of nine ; he was 
a very clean little boy of nine. 

Bal, Ah ! hut a man's character is not formed at nine. 

Fogle, However, it's no use crying over spilt milk. 

Aunt B. Very true — what's done can't be helped. 

Walker, Except it's mutton — and thexL N^YitvX}?. uud.eT-9i.ot\.^ 
can't be helped. (AU smile sadly at ^ A.i*K.iE.^*a joke^ 
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Tal. (shaking Walker's hand). Thank you, Tommy; it's 
very kind and thoughtful of you to make that joke. ; 

Walker. Ill make another presently. 

Tal, Thank you. Fm sure you wilL I won't forget it. God 
bless you, Tommy. 

Aunt B, After all, Mr. Foggerty may be a very respectable 
young man. 

Unde F, Equally, of course, he may not ; but let us not 
anticipate disaster. 

Tal. What was I to do? Jenny has, somehow, got a ridiculous 
idea into her head that she could never love any man who had 
ever loved before, and she is weak enough to believe that she 
has found this monstrosity in Foggerty. I've told her all sorts 
of anecdotes to his disparagement — not exactly true ones, 
because I can't find out any — but the sort of anecdotes that I 
dare say are true if one only knew. It's a painfd thing, gentle- 
men, for a father to have to admit, but my undutiful girl won't 
believe me. 

Fogle. It's a sad thing when a girl won't believe her own 
father I 

Walker, If she won't believe her own father, whose father 
will she believe ? {All smile sadly at Walkee's joke.) 

Tal. Thank you, my boy — thank you I It was just the same 
with poor, broken-hearted Walkinshaw. She fell in love with 
Walkinshaw because she thought Ae had never loved before, but 
she found out from Foggerty that Walkinshaw had already been 
engaged to somebody, so that settled him. Then she fell in love 
with Foggerty. Wo did all we could to fix him with an affair 
of some kind, but in vain ; it's true we did rake up an old 
boyish flirtation of his, but he was rather young at the time — 
only nine — and it's not likely to have been serious. 

Aunt B. I don't know — a boy who flirts at nine will flirt at 
ninety, that's my experience. 

Bat. Nine is a critical age — ^a man's character is often formed 
at nine. 

Tal. (looking off)* But Jenny's coming down — she's in the 
highest possible spirits, and I don't want her to be depressed. 
Those who feel they really can't bear up had better, perhaps, 
go and shed some tears in the garden (all go off except Aunt 
Bogle, Uncle Foqle, and Talbot), and, those who remain, 
please remember that you've been asked in order to contribute 
to the general hilarity, and, for goodness' sake, don't forget that 
this is really and truly a festive occasion. Gome, let us all smile. 
[All smile grimly as Jenny enters^ in a flood of tears^ 
and dressed in morning dress. She is followed by 
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Lottie and Tottie, dressed as hridesmaids. She 
throws herself down on a chair, weeping bitterly. 
Lottie and Tottie comfort her. 

Jenny (weeping). Oh dear! oh dear! What shall I do? 

Tal. There's Jeony at it now I Bless my heart, she'll have 
a red nose at the church ! 

Lot. There, there— ^ion't cry — don't cry ! 

Tot. It's sure to be all right — don't cry ! 

Tal. Now what is it, and why are you not dressed ? What 
arc yon crying for? 

Jenny. Oh, papa, papa — ^I'm to be married this morning, 
and 

Tal. 8he*s to be married tliis morning, and she's crying 
about it 1 Isn't that like a woman ? And whose fault is it, I 
should like to know ? 

Jenny. Oh, papa, I'm not crying because — ^because I'm 
g-g-going to bo man-ied to Frederick — ^but I've g-got to be at 
the church in half an hour, and my dress hasn't come home yet. 
{Fresh hurst of grief I) Oh dear I oh dear I What shall I do ? 

Tail. Dress not come home ? 

[During all this Uncle Foglb and Aunt Bogle pre- 
serve a ridiculous and immovahle smile. 

Jenny. No, it was tight under the arms, so I sent it back, 
and it was to have come home this morning, and I've nothing 
to wear I 

Aunt B. Don't cry, child. I've my own wedding-dress at 
home. It was made in 1820. I've never worn it but once. 
I'll lend it to you. 

Tal. Why, that'll be the very thing. 

Jenny (sohhing). No— no. You — you're too fat. (Uncle 
F. and Aunt B., who have been smiling fixedly all this time, 
suddenly looJc disgusted.) I mean I'm too thin. (Exeunt Aunt 
B. and Uncle F. in a huff.) Oh dear! what shall I do? 

Tal. Come, come. I'll send for it. It'll be here directly. 
(To Lot. and Tot.) Pick her up, my dears, pick her up, and, 
above all things, don't let her have a red nose at the church. 
Powder it, my dears; powder it. This is a festive occasion 
and it absolutely must be powdered. [Exit Tal. 

Lot. There I It's sure to arrive in time. 

Tot. I'm sure I hope it will, if it's only to spite the ill-natured 
people who are always running Mr. Foggerty down. 

Jenny. I don't care what they say. He has one virtue that 
would sanctify him in my eyes though his errors were legion. 
He, at least, has never loved before. 

Lot Well, it's possible, dear, of couiao^ 
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Jenny, Possible ! I have it od the very best authority. He 
told me so himself. He ought to know, I suppose. 

Tot, He ought to, dear, of course. 

Jenny, Oh, would you have me doubt the man I love? 
Would you have me love the man I doubt? Oh no I no! 
Love doubts not. Doubt loves not. He says he has never 
loved, and it is enough. 

Lot, {to Tot.) I'm sure I hope he hasn't, for if she found out, 
too late, that he had deceived her, what would she do ? 

(Exeunt Lottie and Tottie. 
^^ ^ ^, dido? I don't know. It 

would be something with a knife in it, and there would be 
blood. I don't know whose — ^perhaps his — ^perhaps mine I Oh, 
I dare not think of it I — I dare not think of it I 

Enter FooaERTY, sticking a flower in his buttonhole. 

Fog, There. It's wonderful how a tastily selected vegetable 
sets one off. (Sees Jenny.) Jenny! My own! Why, not 
dressed yet ? What's the matter ? 

Jenny (dreamily), I say I dare not think of it. 

Fog. Why not? 

Jenny (dreamily). There would be blood, wouldu't there ? 

Fog, If you dressed yourself? No, I don't see why there 
should. There, go and put on your things. 

Jenny (dreamily). Yours or mine ? 

Fog. Yours, of course. What do you mean ? 

Jenny. I mean, if I found out that you had ever loved 
another 

Fog. Ob, of course, in that case mine; I would shed it 
myself. 

Jenny, But you never have? 

Fog. I? Never! 

Jenny, This flirtation — when you were nine ? 

Fog, It was nothing. She made eyes at me in church. 

Jenny. And what <Sd you do ? 

Fog, I fled. 

Jenny, In horror? 

Fog. lu horror. It was so bold of her. I was apj»alled. 

Jenny. My delicate-minded Frederick ! Oh, he has never 
loved till now ! 

Fog. Jenny, we are to be married to-day; do you think I 
might 

Jenny, 1 think so, dear ; it is our wedding-day. 

Fog, Under the circumstances, I think. (Kisses her Both sigh.) 
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Jenny, I don't know how it is, it's very strange and un- 
accountable and unwomanly ; but, although my dress don't 
fit, I feel almost happy I 

Fog, I am glad you are happy, Jenny. 

Jenny. I have always said that my love should only be 
given to one who had never loved before. I will not have a 
heart at second-hand. My husband must be one whose torch 
of love was lit by me alone, and you are such an one, are 
you not ? 

Fog. Yes ; many a night and oft have I lain awake gazing 
at the moon, and wondering what manner of thing this love 
might be of which I had heard so much, this strange and 
irrational desire to spend a lifetime with the adored object; 
and, when I renewed my old acquaintance with you, the sun 
broke on my darkness, and all seemed clear as summer noon I 

Jenny. My darling ! 

Fog. Do you think I might again ? 

Jenny. Yes, dear, I think so. 

Fog. No, no — ^better not — better not. 

Jenny. In my eyes, a man who has once loved is as a defaced 
postage-stamp— interesting, perhaps, to the collector, but to all 
others a thing of naught. 

Fog. Such as poor Walkinshaw, for example. 

Jenny. Such as Mr. Walkinshaw. I do not think I ever 
loved him, but he interested me because I believed that I was 
the first that had ever kindled the fire of love within his heart. 
But, to my horror and disgust, before we had been engaged a 
fortnight I learnt from you that he had already loved another. 

Fog. I felt it to be my duty not to conceal from you a fact so 
material to your happiness, my poor child. 

Jenny. Poor then, but poor no longer. Rich in the devotion 
of a heart that throbs for me, and me alone ! 

Fog. Oh ! don't you think I might venture once more, 
to No, no. We can wait — we can wait. 

Enter Walkinshaw. He is in a most depressed condition^ 
but gorgeously dressed, nevertheless. 

Jenny. Mr. Walkinshaw I 

Wed. Nay, don't mind me. Proceed with your fondlings. 
Time was when I could not have witnessed them. But I must 
get used to it — it's good practice. Go on. 

Jenny. It's your own fault, Mr. Walkinshaw. You led me 
to believe that yours was a virgin heart. 

Fog Too bad, WalkinshaW — ^too bad. 
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Wal (furiously). Poggerty, I submit to Miss Talbot's re- 
proaches, for I respect and sympathize with the feelings that 
give them birth. But from you I will not stand it. Take care, 
sir — take care I 

Jenny. Wouldn't you rather retire, Mr. Walkinshaw? It 
must pain you to see us like this. 

WaL No — ^I must learn to bear it. Go on ; but do it by 
degrees. Put your arm around her waist, Foggerty. There- 
let me get used to that first. (Writhes in anguish,) 

Jenny. If you had been all that you represented yourself to 
be, you would to-day have stood in Frederick's place, and he 
would, very likely, have been your best man. 

Wal. And bad would have been the best ! Miss Talbot, it 
is true that I had aire ady loved, but whom ? A woman who 
lived on actions for breach of promise — ^who had already brought 
eighteen such actions, and who was seeking every opportunity 
to make me the defendant in a nineteenth. Foggerty, oblige 
me by allowing Miss Talbot to rest her head on your shoulder. 

Fog. Do you mean it? (She does so,) 

Wal. Oh, it is hard to bear ! — it is hard to bear! (Writhing.) 
Now kiss her. (Foggerty does so,) Oh! I ! ( Writhing.) 

Jenny. Mr. Walkinshaw, you deliberately deceived me, and 
I can never believe you again. 

Fog. I'm surprised at you, Walkinshaw, I am indeed, 

Wal. Miss Talbot, I admit that I deceived you. Still, if 
you will so far forget the past as to extend credence to me when 
I tell you, on the faith and honour of a broken-hearted gentle- 
man, that your wedding-dress has just arrived, you will pour 
one drop of balm into a wound that has hitherto yawned 
balmless. 

Jenny. My wedding-dress arrived! And you brought it! 
Oh, thank you, thank you. Mr. Walkinshaw, there is much 
that is very nice about you. Oh, why did you deceive me 
once ? But for that I might even now be — but no (looking at 
Foggerty), it is better as it is ! lExit Jenny. 

Fog. Bal h&\ h&l Poor Walkinshaw I 

Wal. Cheat! impostor! snake I 

Fog. Not at all, Walkinshaw. I've merely profited by your 
example. 

WaL Oh, this is hard—this -is bitterly hard f However, 
you'ra not married yet, that's one cc^fort;^ 

Fog. No; but I shall Jbe in htdf Aan^ lidtur-^and that's 
another. . *- * 

Wal. Don't be too sure; I have news for you. Delia 
Spiff, year latQ fiancee, arrived from Melbourne yesterday. 
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Fog. Aro you in earnest ? 

TPaZ. Look at that. {Hands newspaper.) 

Fog. (reads). Blackball line—" Red Knight "—specie- 
passengers on board — Miss Delia Spiff I What's to be done ? 
She'll come here of course I The Talbots are her only living 
relatives ! Why, she may arrive at any moment, and if she 
should 

Wah It would be a just retribution. You trifled with her, 
sir I (Sternly.) 

Fog. Trifled with her ? Nonsense ! you canH trifle with an 
old woman with a green umbrella. Besides, I was in Mel- 
bourne, starving, penniless. There, under my very nose, so to 
speak, was a comic old dowager, absolutely rolling in bank 
notes and sound securities — rolling in them, sir — under my 
very nose ! What was I to do ? 

Wal. A man of proper feeling would have looked the other 
way. 

Fog. I had the bank notes before my eyes; they dazzled 
me. I didn't see the dowager — at least not clearly — until some 
weeks after I proposed for her. As soon as my eyes got used to 
the glare of the money the dowager dawned upon me. 

Wal. How did she look? 

Fog. Fearful I I coulin't do It. I couldn't, indeed. Tou 
couldn't do it. I didn't like to tell her so, so I implied it 
gently and delicately. In fact, I bolted, and came to England. 
I found Jenny, the friend of my childhood, young and cheerful. 
She was engaged to you; but, nevertheless, she was quite 
cheerful. I felt it to be my duty to let her know how basely 
you had deceived her. You were dismissed, and I stepped 
into your shoes, in the assumed character of a gentleman who 
had never loved before. And in half an hour I marry her, 

Wal. Supposing, always, that Spiff don't turn up. 

Fog. Walkinsbaw, she shanH turn up. I won't give her 
time to turn up ; we'll be off at once. (Impatiently.) What 
are we waiting for? Why don't they come? Why don't we 
start? What an extraordinary thing it is that a woman 
cannot be punctual! (Galling.) Jenny, are you ready? 
What I **five minutes?" It's an unreasonable time. Can't 
you come as you are ? " Impossible ? *' Ridiculous I (Getting 
more impatient.) What is the reason of this preposterous 
delay ? Why does everything go wrong to-day ? Why have 
you got a confounded green waistcoat, and a ridiculous red tie? 
(PvUing him about.) 

Wai* Don't I Fm dressed for a wedding I 

Fog. Dressed for a wedding? Yo\i*ro (Jixt^^^^ lot ^VOo^^Kt 
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salad! {^To fooUtooi:) You get out I (Kicking it.) You're 
always in the way 1 

Wal. (at door). This is what it is to play with women's 
hearts! But a terrible revenge will be mine. The wedding 
breakfast has yet to be eaten, and I supply the wine. lExii, 

Fog. Upon my soul, I believe I*m the unluckiest dog 
breathing! I did think I was safe this time. She'll come here, 

of course — and then Why don't that girl come? (Co^ 

ing.) Jenny, do come along! Never mind the hooks and 
eyes. You can do them in the carriage. What ? " Couldn't 
think of such a thing." There, isn't that a woman all over ? 
Dress— dress — dress. Always dressincr, and never done with it. 
(Looking at watch,) Half-past eleven ! We shan't get to the 
church lor an hour, and if Delia should turn up I It's fearful — 
it's more than fearful. It's appalling I It's a fix that nothing 
short of a faury godmother could get me out of. Why haven't 
I a fairy godmother ? People used to have them. You had 
only to invite them to your christening, and they'd do anything 
for you. Now, I call that gratitude. But fairy godmothers 
are out of fashion now, and gratitude went out with them. 
Still, if there is such a thing as a guardian angel watching over 
me, here is an opportunity to show what she's worth, that may 
never occur again. (Slow music The wall opens^ and the 
faivy Bebecca is discovered standing in front of a revolving 
star. He does not see her, hut he hears the slow music.) There's 
a confounded German band outside, with the clarionet out of 
tune, as usual. 

Heh. (coming down). Mr. Poggerty I 

Fog. £h! (Turns and sees her.) Hallo I I beg your 
pardon, but 

Beh. You don't know me ? 

Fog. I — that is Well, no, I don*t know you. 

Heh. I'm the Fairy Rebecca I 

Fog. The Fairy Rebecca? 

Beb. Yes ; don't be frightened. I'm a good fairy. 

Fog, Now, you be oflf ; we've nothing for you. Come, away 
you go. 

Iteh. You don't believe me? 

Fog, No, I don't believe you. 

Heb. (humbly). Upon my word I'm speaking the truth, 
I really am a fairy, 1 am indeed. Didn't you see me appear ? 

Fog. No. 

Hd), I came through that wall— right through itl 

Fog. Can you disappear through it? 

B($. Certainly. 
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Fog* Then the sooner you do it the better. 

Beh. (going towards wait), I think you're extremely 
unkind. I came simply because I thought I might be of use 
to you. But if you don't want me 

Fog. Stop. Are you, by any chance, in earnest ? 

Beb, Of course I'm in earnest; but it's the old story. Nobody 
believes in us nowadays. Time was when we mixed ourselves 
tip, as a matter of course, in human business. We were a 
power then, and people were afraid of us. Whenever an 
important christening took place we were invited &s a matter 
of course, and if any odc of us was neglected, it was bad fur the 
baby. Ah, those were days I 

Fog. But that was some time ago. We don't associate 
ladies of your calling with frockcoats and trousers. 

Meh, Exactly ; and so our existence is reduced to a mere 
question of tailoring. If tights and trunks came in again, I 
suppose we should come in again with them. 

Fog, I trust not. I trust not. 

Beb, Why not? 

Fog. Because they are not usually worn by ladies. 

i?e&. (pettishly). Come into fashion with them ! One has to 
pick one's words in speaking to you, you are so matter-of-fact. 

Fog. It's a matter-of-fact age. 

i?e6. Not particularly. Every age is matter-of-fact to those 
who live in it. Romance died the d^y before yesterday. To-day 
will be romantic the day after to-morrow. 

Fog, Yes. Perhaps if you looked in again the day after to- 
morrow 

Beb, I'm speaking metaphorically. Don't be ridiculous. 
Now then, business. I'm your tutelary fairy. 

Fog, My what? 

Beb, Your tutelary fairy — your guardian genius. I hover over 
you — like this. (Eovers.) You know what I moan. 

Fvg, Am I to understand that you're always hovering over 
me when I don't know it ? 

Beb, Certainly. 

Fog, Oh I 

Beb, What's the matter? 

Fog. Nothing. It's embarrassing, that's all. I wish I'd 
known it before ! Has this hovering been going on long ? 

Beb, About eighteen months — ever since your engagement 
to Delia Spiff. The fact is I was sorry to see a fine young 
man throwing himself away on a ridiculous old woman, so I said 
to myself, "That young man's making a fool ol IcAsoasMs^i^^ 
keep my eye on that young man." 
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Fog. Oh I you know about Delia Spiff? 

Reb, To bo sure. We aU know about it It*B a standing 
joke up in Fairyland* 

Fog. Is it ? It's rather a serious matter down here* But — 
can I offer you anything ? 

Reb. Thank you. Til take a glass of sherry and a biscuit. 
(Jle helps her. She drinks.) Now, then, what's the difiBculty ? 

Fog. Oh, it's about that woman ; she's the bane of my life ! 
I'm on the point of beiug married to a most delightful girl, and 
I'm expecting Spiff to turn up every moment and claim me. 

Reb. Ah I I thought as much I Well, what do you want me 
to do ? I can't strangle Delia, you know, because I'm a good 
fairy. 

Fog. What a pity. 

Reb. (with alacrity). Yes; but I know a bad fairy who'd do 
it at once if I asked her. 

Fog. No, no ! I don't want to hurt Delia ; but if you could 
manage to marry her offhand to somebody — to Walkinsdiaw, 

for instance 

I Eeh. No, it would be too hard on Walkinshaw. You see I'm 
a good fairy I The bad faii^ I was speaking about would do 
it with pleasure if I asked her ; but it would take time, and 
I suppose time is precious. 

Fog. It is indeed. {Looking at his ivatch.) It's very annoy- 
ing, for that woman's been the curse of my existence. All my 
misfortunes have had their origin in my engagement to her, 
and if I could blot her out of my existence I should be the 
happiest man alive. 

Reib. (musing). Blot her out of your existence? Well, I 
think I could do that for you. 

Fog. (delighted). You could I 

Reb. Ye-es (considering), there's no diflBculty at all about 
that; but 

Jb^. Then I'll do it! 

Reb. Don't be in a hurry. Think what you're about. If you 
blot Delia Spiff out of your career, you blot out at the same 
time all the consequences that came of your having known her. 

Fog. But, my good girl, that's exactly what I want to do! 

Reb. Take care. The consequences of an act are often much 
more numerous and important than people have any idea of. 
Take your own case : you come of a good family, and you are 
proud of it. 

Fog, We are the Lancashire Foggertys. 

Reb. No doubt. Tou didn't do much towards it, and I don't 
see what you've got to be proud of j but still, proud you are. 
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Now you would never have been born if your father had never 
met your mother. 

Fog, I suppose not 

J?eS. And your father met your mother in this wise. Soma 
thirty-six years ago, as he was walking down Regent Street, his 
attentions were directed to a sculptor^s shop, in which was a 
remarkable monument to a CoIoqoI Culpepper, who died of a 
cold caught in going into the Ganges to rescue a favourite dog 
which had fallen into it. An old schoolfellow passed by, and, 
touching your father on the shoulder, asked hira to dinner. 
Your father went, and at the dinner met your mother, whom 
he eventually married. And that's how you came about. 

Fog. I see. If my father hadn't had that invitation to dinner 
I should never have been born. 

^6&. No doubt; but your existence is primarily due to a 
much more remote cause. If your father hadn't loitered opposite 
the sculptor's shop, his schoolfellow would never have met him. 
If Colonel Culpepper hadn't died, your father would never have 
stopped to look at his monument. If Colonel Culpepper's 
favourite dog had never tumbled into the Ganges, the Colonel 
would never have caught the cold that led to his death. If 
that favourite dog's father had never met that favourite dog's 
mother that favourite dog would, never have been bom, neither 
would you. And yet you're proud of your origin ! 

Fog, I see. I never looked at it in that light. It's humili- 
ating, for a Lancashire Foggerty. 

Ueb, It t« humiliating. Well, now you see where you are, 
and you can do as you like. Here is a small phial and a box 
of prepared pills. When you wish to eliminate a factor from 
your social equation, all you have to do is to express your wish 
and swallow the draught. When you wish to see me, all you 
have to do is to express your wish and swallow a pill. But 
take my advice, don't use it except in the last extremity. 
Remember, if you obliterate an act and its consequences, it's 
impossible to say what iucidents may not have taken their 
place. You are pretty nearly sure to find yourself in im entirely 
altered state of circumstances. 

Fog, I understand. But 

B^, Yes? 

Fog, There's one question I should like to ask — This is not 
a pantomime? 

Rtb, Bless the man, no. 

Fog, It won't end in my being changed into Harlequin, and 
Jenny Into Columbine, or any nonsense oC tk^\. ^Qt\.^V^\\»'\ 
Because if it does 
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Reb. You need not alarm yourself This is not a Pantomime, 
but a very graceful and poetical Fairy Extravaganza. Rather 
dull, perhaps, but quite refined, and containing nothing what- 
ever that could shock the sensibilities of the most fieistidious. 

Fog. That's quite sufficient. You understand the nature of 
my objection? 

Heb. Perfectly 

Fog. It wouldn't bo dignified— 

Beh. I quito understand. 

Fog. A Lancashire Foggerty jumpiop; through a window ! 

Heb. Oh I it wouldn't do at all. Well, I must be ofif now, 
for I've got to dance second in a ballet in a fairy glen in half 
an hour. Remember, when you eliminate an act from your 
career, all its consequences, direct and indirect, are eliminated 
with it ; so take my advice, and don't use it except in a last 
emergency. Where's my vampire? (Looking around.) Oh! 
— i see — thank you. (Placing Jiersdf opposite Vampire.) All 
right. Go ! 

[ Vampire opens. She steps into it, it closes, and she dis' 
appears. Hurried music. 

Fog. (hetvildered). So I've a guardian spirit, have I ? I'm a 
sort of human ward in fairy chancery, and wherever I go, and 
whatever I do, there's a supernatural lady always at hand, 
popping in upon me when I least expect it, and looking down 
upon me when I haven't an idea of it. It's complimentary — 
it's even gratifying — but it's distinctly embarrassing. I'll 
defy any man to feel unconstrained and at his ease when he 
knows that there's an invisible young woman at his elbow all 
day long; and as for this phial — ^how do I know that my 
position will be improved if I use it? I don't like these 
unknown incidents that she alludes to. There's such a thing 
as getting out of the frying-pan into the fire. By Jove, when 
1 think of the difficulties and dangers with which I'm sur- 
rounded, I feel uncommonly inclined to begin at the beginning, 
and wish that Colonel Culpepper's favourite dog's father had 
remained a bachelor to the end of his days I 

Enter JEiray in wedding-dress, followed by Lottie and Tottie. 

Oh, here you are at last. Now let's be off. 

Jenny. And haven't you a word to say about my dress? 

Fog. Eh, what? Oh, beautiful, beautiful. Now, do come! 

Lot. Isn't it lovely I Isn't it quite too charming? 

Tot. And look at the lace ! It's Venetian point. And the 
bouquet 1 and do look at the wreath ! It's absolutely heavenly. 
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Fog. Damn the wroath ! 

Jenny. Oh! (Bursts into tears.) Oh dear! did you hear 
what he said? 

Enter Old Talbot and Walktnshaw, vnth the other (juests 
from garden. 

Fog. Here you are at last I 

Tal. Yes, all ready. Now then. (Sees Jenny crying,) Why, 
what's the matter now? You've got your dress, and what 
more do you want? 

Jenny (crying). Oh, papa ! It's Frederick I 

Tal. What has he done ? Don't ho like the dress ? 

Jenny. Yes — ^yes, he — he likes the dress, but — but — he 
damned the wreath ! 

Tal. (horrified). Foggerty, did you seriously damn that 
wreath ? 

Fog. Well, I damned it, but not seriously. It was a figure 
of speech. 

Tal. (to Jenny, who is whimpering). There, there, you hear. 
It was a figure of speech. (To the others.) It was a poetical 
metaphor. A man may be allowed to indulge in a poetical 
metaphor on his wedding-day. 

Walker. If a man may not be allowed to indulge in a poetical 
metaphor on his own wedding-day, on whose wedding-day 
may he? 

All. Ah ! (Sighing.) 

Fogle. I cannot refrain, even at this supreme moment, 
from 

Fog. Stop — I know what you're going to say. I'm utterly 
unworthy of her. With her money, she might have done much 
better, and, no doubt, there's a good deal against me, if you 
only knew it. That^s what you were going to say. Isn't it? 

All. It is. 

Fogle. That sort of thing. 

Fog. Well, then, I quite agree with you. It's carried 
unanimously. Now, let the subject drop. 

Tal. Jenny, take my arm — ^Uncle Fogle offer your arm to 
Aunt Bogle ; Walker take Lottie ; Balker take Tottie ; Fo^rserty, 
you follow with Walkinshaw, as a matter of course. (To ally 
who are looking very miserahle.) Now, my dear friends, can't 
you manage to get up a smile ? This is not a funeral. 

Aunt B. Very true. Let us all smile. 

\_All smile except Walkinshaw, who is scowling, 

Tal. Walkinshaw, if you don't smile you shall go home* 

Jenny. Oh, Mr. Walkinshaw, pray Bm\\e, tot tsx-j ^-^^A 

777. T> 
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Wal, For your sake? (Sighs, then, mih an effort,) For your 
sake I will ! (Assumes a forced smile,) 

TcU, That's it — capital! and whatever you do, mind you 
keep that up. Now, then, away we go I 

[They move towards door, when it openSj and Miss Delia 
Spiff enters. She is a very eccentrioAoohing old 
lady, and carries a large green umbrella. 

Miss Spiff, Stop ! 

All Who is this? 

Fog, (horrified), Delia Spiff! I knew it! Fm a ruined man! 

Jenny, Why, I declare it's Aunt Delia! 

An, Aunt Delia? 

Miss Spiff, Yes ; Aunt Spiff, arrived at Victoria Docks this 
morning, from Melbourne. 

Jenny, Why, how fortunate! You're just in time for my 
wedding ! 

Miss Spiff, Your wedding? Whom are you going to marry? 

Tal, Mr. Frederick Foggerty. 

Miss Spiff, Oh, indeed! 

Fog, (confused). Delighted, I'm sure. 

Miss Spiff, (to Foggebty). Well, you're a pretty fellow, you 
are! 

Jenny, Frederick is generally admired. 

Miss Spiff, (to Foggerty). So I've caught you at last, 
have I? 

Jenny, What do you mean ? 

Miss Spiff, That young man belongs to me. 

All, What! 

Miss Spiff, Here it is — ^black and white. (Producing docu- 
ment) He admired me. I can't imagine what he saw in me 
to admire, but he saw something. I attracted him ; he grew 
attentive. I fascinated him ; he grew sentimental. I was coy; 
he proposed to me. I accepted him; he grew indifferent. I 
sane; to him ; he wearied of me. I danced before him ; he fled 1 

Wal, Oh, Foggerty, for shame ! Too bad. 

Tal, (dismally). You needn't smile any more at present, 
gentlemen. 

Jenny, Frederick, what does this mean ? 

Fog, I believe she refers to me. It's nothing. It's a figure 
of speech, a mere form, commonly employed by elderly Aus- 
tralian ladies in — in renewing a — a Platonic acquaintance. 
(Pkclapses,) 

Tod, You hear ? It's a figure of speech, a flight of metaphor 
— nothing more. 

Walker, If an elderly Australian lady may not bo allowed to 
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indulge m a flight of metaphor on renewing a Platonic acquaint-^ 
ance, who may ? 

To?. To bo sure. Thank you, Walker. {To company.) It's 
all right, you can smile again. {All smile mechanically,) 

Miss l^ff. 8tufr and nonsense. There ain't much metaphor 
about me. I'm a plain fact. 

Fog. A hideous fact I 

Jenny (with an effort). Aunt Delia, am I to understand that 
Mr. Frederick Foggerty offered marriage to you ? 

Miss Spiff (indignantly). Why, to bo sure you are ! What 
do you suppose ho offered? 

Jenny, It is well. I renounce him. You can go homo, 
everybody. There will bo no wedding to-day. Oh, papa, 
papa! to think that even he has loved before! (Sobs on 
Talbot's hrea^t) 

Tal. (to company^ who have preserved their fixed smile 
through this). You needn't smile now, gentlemen. (All scowl,) 

Fog. Jenny — I haven't — ^I didu't — it — it was a Platonic 
engagement. 

Miss Spiff, A Platonic fiddlestick ! 

Fog. Miss Spiff, you will not insist on your bond. You will 
be merciful ! You will not dash tho cup — the — dash it, iho jug 
of happiness from my lips. You have a great heart, and so you 
will not do these things ! 

Miss Spiff. Won't I? Come to the altar! (Collaring him,) 

Tal. But my good woman. 

Miss Spiff. Woman yourself. (To Foggerty.) Come to joy I 

Ted. Now, pray do be reasonable. Pray do let's have a littlo 
common sense. 

Miss Spiff. You shall. You want it. Hark ye, sir. You 
are in trade ? 

Tal. 1 am. Wholesale. 

Miss Spiff. So am I. Wholesale. What's your stock ? 

Tod. Mine's cheese. 

Miss Spiff. Mine's charms. It's a small business. There 
ain't many of them, and what there are ain't much to speak of. 
The stock's damaged, isn't it ? 

Tal. Well, as for that, I can hardly bo so ungallant as to 
admit, to a lady's face, that — that 

Miss Spiff. Stuff and nonsense. Is it damaged or is it not ? 
Come! out with it. Yes, or no? 

Tal. Well, if you put it in that way, it is damaged. 

Miss Spiff, Not the sort of goods that one can get off oxNsf^ 
hands every day in the week ? 

TaJ. Oh, I don't say that. 1 can c^mW^ >xTv^«t^WTA, Vat 
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instance, that a snug, elderly gentleman, with a comfortable 
independence, would 

Mi%i Spiff (abruptly). Will you have me ? 

Ted, (taken aback). Grod bless me, no ! 

Miss Spiff. Of course you wouldn't, and you're right. I 
wouldn't if I was you. Well, I've had a bid from that ridicu- 
lous young man. I knocked myself down to him and he fled. 

Fog. (on the so/ay feebly). In all cases of dispute the goods to 
be put up again and knocked down to the highest bidder. 

ifiss Spiff But there ain't any dispute. Here it is — ^black 
and white. (Producinrf document.) " I, Frederick Foggerty, 
agree to marry you, Delia Spifif," and so on. I had it stamped. 
Business. 

Fog. Jenny, once more, save me from this catastrophe! 
After all, you are rich, and it's a mere question of compensation ! 

Jenny. Away, sir! I regard you with horror I You have 
deceived a trusting young heart I 

Miss Spiff. And a suspicious old one ! 

Aunt Bogle. Go, viper I We expected something of this sort, 

Tal. But 

Miss Spiff, Come to the altar — come to joy. (Collaring 
Foggerty.) 

Tal. This is most exasperating-r-on a festive occasion! 
Confound you, why didn't you turn up before, ma'am ? That 
wedding-dress wasn't made under twenty pounds, and it's 
wasted 1 Then there's the breakfast, and the carriages, and a 
new pair of trousers bought expressly for the occasion I 

Miss Spiff. Don't distress yourself. I'll take them off your 
hands. 

Tal. They're not on my hands — they're on my legs, and I 
won't have them taken off on any account I 

Miss Spiff (to Fogqebty). Now, sir, are you ready? 

Fog. Talbot, won't you say a word for me ? Uncle Fogle, 
Aunt Bogle, Lottie, Tottie, Walker, Balker ? 

[^All turn from him. 

Unde Fogle. Not a word, sir. We felt sure of this all along, 
but, from motives of delicacy, we didn't say so. We confined 
ourselves to thinking it. 

Lot. We consider that Jenny has had a most fortunate 
escape. 

Tot. And we hope it will be a lesson to you for the future. 

Fog. It's all over. I'm lost I Lead me away I 

Miss Spiff. Come to joy ! 

Fog. Stop! The draught! Kebecca's draught! I forgot 
that! Matters couldn't look worse than they are. It's a 
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desperate remedy, but it's my only way out of it I (^Staggers,) 
Oh ! oh I Help I Tm fainting ! 
Jenny. Gracious, he's fainting. 

lITiey wheel the so/a. Jenny rushes to hvn and supports 
him ; he struggles to loosen his collar. 
Miss Spiff. Fainting ? Here's a pin. Prick him, 
Jenny (to Miss Spiff). You brute I The eau-de-cologne— 
quick ! 

Fog. My tie, undo it ! My waistcoat ! Give me air ! give 
me water! Quick! quick! Water — water — water! (Oasp^ 
ing, and kicking violently^ on sofa.) 

Jenny (in great distress). Oh, give him water — ^glve him 
water, somebody ! 

[Walkingshaw has poured out a glass of water and 
handed it to him. Slow music to end of act. 
Fog. (rising and deliberately pouring the contents of the 
phial into the glass of water). Ladies and gentlemen, I de- 
liberately wish that my acquaintance with Miss Spiff, and all 
its consequences, may henceforward be blotted out of my 
existence ! 

IThey all fall hack in astonishment as FooaEBTY drinks. 
He falls insensible on sofa. All group round him 
as he falls. Ficture. 



ACT II. 

Scene. — A handsomely furnished hack drawing-room %n Barley 
Street. A wedding-bouquet on table, Foggerty is dis* 
covered asleep on a sofa. Enter Faiby Rebecca through 
trap in stage. 

lieb. (looking at Foggebty). Well, it's about time to wake 
him. Poor fellow, be little thinks how materially his acquaint- 
ance with Miss Spiff has affected his subsequent adventures I 
Now that he has obliterated her and all the complicated 
consequences that came of his having known her, he won't 
know whether he's on his head or his heels. I'm really rather 
sorry for him. However, I mustn't allow sentiment to interfere 
with duty. It's time to wake him, so here goes. 

{^Waves wand, FoQ(iEB.TY yawns^ stretches himself and 
wakes. 

Fog. (half awake). Hallo! IVe been asleep. (Yawns.) 
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Drcaminj; too! What queer things dreams are I I droamfe 
that a Fairy appeared to me and gave me an ounce bottle, 

and told me that if I swallowed the contents {Sees the 

phial in his hand.) Hallo I steady man, steady — pull yourself 
together! Why, as I am alive, here it is. The very one. 
(Beads direction label.) ''To obliterate a circumstance, take 
two tea-spoonfuls in a glass of water.*' Then it couldn't 
have been a dream! I remember it all now. I was on the 

rdnt of being married to Jenny — and Spiff turned up — and 
determined to blot out Spiff — ^and I suppose I have blotted 
her out (looking round) ; at all events she isn't here. (Sees 
Bebecca). Hallo ! 

Heb. Hallo! 

Fog, Well! Here we are again I 

Beb. Yea, here we are again. 

Fog. So Spiff's blotted out? 

Beb. Yes ; Spiff's done with ; no more Spiff. 

Fog. No chance of her coming Iwck — eh? 

Beb. None whatever. Tour acquaintance with Spiff and all 
its consequences are blotted out ofyour existence. 

Fog, Cfome, that's something. But I don't know this room* 
Where am I? 

Beb. You're where you would have been if you'd never 
known Spiff. 

Fog. Of course I am ; but where's that ? 

i?e6. Can't tell, I'm sure. 

Fog. Don't you know ? 

Beb. I don't say I don't know ; I only say I can't tell. 

Fog. Doesn't it occur to you that for a guardian spirit you 
take a rather airy and, if I may so express myself, philosoplucal 
view of your duties ? 

Beb. A guardian spirit? Oh, Pm not your guardian 
spirit now. 

Fog. The deuce you're not ? 

Bd). Oh dear, no ; that's all over— wiped out with Spiffl 

Fog. And why wiped out with Spiff ? 

Bd>. You will recollect that I became your guardian spirit 
because I was sorry to see a fine young man throw himself 
away upon such an old scarecrow as Spiffl 

Fog. Well? 

Beb. But as you haven't thrown yourself away upon Spiff, 
the occasion for my services hasn't arisen. You see you never 
knew Spiff. 

Fog. Oh. May I ask if any other frieuds have been Spiffed 
out. 
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Reh, Once more, Vm not at liberty to say. {Going to trap,) 
You'll excuse me, I'm sure. 

Fog. But you're not going without giving me some clue to 
my position? 

Beb. I must ; I can't help you, you must find it all out for 
yourself. I'm due at a Transformation Scene to change a respect- 
able young plumber and a good plain cook into Harlequin and 
Columbine, and the gas is a serious item. I'm sorry I can't be 
of any further service to you; but, you see, I'm SpiCfed out I 
Good morning, (fin trap.) Go ! 

[She stamps Jierfoot and disappears through trap. 

Fog. (in "bewilderment). But, here, I say ! I've no idea where 
I am, or who I am, or how I'm here, or whose house this is, 
and how I came into it — or, for that matter, whose trousers 
these are, and how I came into theml What am I to do? 
I can't go about asking people if they'll kindly tell mo who 
I am, or if they'll be so obliging as to inform me where I live, 
or what I did yesterday, or what I've arranged to do to-morrow ; 
they'd take mo for a lunatic I And Jenny, how about Jenny ? 
is she Spiffed out ? No, no. I knew her long before I knew 
Spif)*. So that can't be. Now, let me see. I was on the point 
of being married to Jenny when Spiff turned up and prevented 
the marriage. But Spiff's obliterated. So, of course the 
marriage went on, and of course I'm married to Jenny. By- 
the-by, I wonder if I've been married to her long? I hope 
not. When you're head over ears in love with a girl, as I was 
with Jenny, it's disappointing to go to sleep and wake up and 
find that you've been married to her ever so long, and got 
tired of her, as I'll be bound I have of Jenny. (Finds a letter 
in his pocket.) Hallo I Here's a letter. It's addressed to me — 
and opened I Now, who the deuce has dared to open letters 
addressed to me? Oh! I suppose 7 did. I don't recollect 
doing it, but that doesn't seem to signify. (Beads.) " Dearest, 
take heart." Hallo 1 this is not Jenny's hand! (Besumes.) 
*' Dearest, take heart. Situated as we are towards one another, 
I do not think it would be quite prudent in me to call upon 
you." No, I should think not ! " Nevertheless, in the course 
of to-morrow, I hope to be in a position to remove, for ever, 
the crushing load of anxiety under which you have so long 
laboured." That's all ! No signature. Humph ! It seems 
that I'm infernally anxious about something; it would be 
convenient to know what it is. I'll ask Jenny. But, stop 
a moment, perhaps Jenny doesn't know of this letter. Now, 
I \ 7onder if she knows of it. I'll be bound &Vie doe&'tCt V\xss^ 
of it. There's srjraethiag about tais letter— 1 ^'m'^iVwyR n^WN* 
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— but something — that suggests that in all probability I 
shouldn't have shown it to her. Humph! I am extremely 
sorry to say that, notwithstanding the strictness of my prin- 
ciples, circumstances seem to point to the fact that I've been 
going it. 

EnUr Lottie and Tottib in the honneU and dresses they wore 
in Act I, 

Lot, Oh, Mr. Foggerty ! 

Fog. Lottie ! Tottie ! I'm delighted to see you. Fm delighted 
to find that you're not Spiffed out. 

Tot, Not Spififed out ? Oh, but we flatter ourselves 
that we are spill'ed out; at all events, we've got our best 
dresses on. 

Lot. I should think so ; on this day of all others. 

Fog. Of course; but I didn't mean that. Never mind. 
(Aside.) Now, by a judicious course of pumpinor, I shall 
find out exactly how I'm situated. (Aloud.) Well, what 
is it? 

Tot, A lady has sent this up (giving card), and says she 
must see you at once. 

Fog. (looking at card), Malvina de Verel I don't know 
Malvina de Vere. 

Lot. Oh, that's nonsense. She says you are her dearest 
friend. 

Fog. Oh, absurd 1 

Lot. Well, that's what she says. 

Fog, The deuce she does! (Aside.) Now, this must be 
some one whom I shotUd have known, if I hadn't known Spiff 
— some one, in fact, who's been Spiffed out. This is awkward. 
I wonder if Jenny knows of this ? (Alottd.) By-the-by, where 
is Jenny ? 

Jjot, Jenny ? Oh, she's upstairs, poor girl. 

Fog. (aside), "Poor girl?" Why "poor girl," I wonder? 
(Aloud.) Ah, poor girl ! How is she by this time? 

Tot. Oh, pretty well. 

Fog, Pretty well ? Not very well ? 

Tot, Why, you can hardly expect her to be very well, on this 
day of all others. 

Fog. Naturally. (Aside.) I wonder what day of all others 
this is ? 

Lot. But still she is as well as can be expected. 

Fog. As well as (Aside.) I see where I am now. 

Fve been married some time, and— I wonder if it's a boy or 
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a girl! It would be ridiculous to ask. Til go and see her. 
{Going,) 

Tot. Where are you going ? 

Fog. (Joing ? Why, to see Jenny, of course. 

Tot. Oh, you can't possibly see Aer, she's dressing. 

Fog. WeU, what of that? 

Lot. Upon my word, Mr. Foggerty, 

Tot. You can't go up to her ; you must really wait till she 
comes down. 

Fog. Oh, she is well enough to come down, is she ? 

Lot. What a question ; and on this day of all others ! Of 
course she is. 

Fog. Exactly ; on this day of all others. {Aside). What 
does she mean by '< this day of all others " ? 

Tot. It's a day / never expected to see. 

Fog. Didn't you ? Bless me, I knew all about it from the 
first. 

Lot. When one thinks of all the circumstances of the case, 
one sees how true it is that truth is stranger than fiction. 

Tot. Oh, what a novel it would make I Only think. The 
young and penniless apothecary who had never known what 
love was — 

Lot. The wholesale cheesemonger's daughter— 

Tot, Their meeting — the dawn of love in the apothecary's 
heart — 

Lot. The opposition of the cruel and mercenary parent— 

Tot. Her determination to wed the apothecary at all 
hazards — 

Lot, Everything at a dead lock I Then the discovery of the 
pill- 
To^. At midnight— 

Lot. Its sudden renown— 

Tot. The pill in everybody's mouth— 

Lot. Stupendous fortune realized by the inventor in no 
time. All opposition removed, and they're to be married 
to-day I 

Fog. (who has "been looking from one to the other in bewildered 
wonderment during this dudogue). To-day ! 

Lot. Of course I The successful young apothecary and the 
cheesemonger's lovely daughter are to be united to-day. 

Fog, (aside). To-day! (Ahud,) But I thought you said 
she was as well as could bo expected? 

Lot. Well, so I did, and so she is. 

Tot. Bless the man, she's nervous and e^dl^^^^ cli ^xa^^\j^ 
she's not too ill to be married. 
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Lot. I should Ihiuk noU indeed ; one must be bad for ihcA\ 
[Exeunt Lottie and Tottie^ laughing. 

Fog, Then I'm not married after all, and, what's more, I'm to 
be married to-day 1 Why, of course, here's the wedding- 
bouquet? I see it all now. Fve invented a pill, the pill's 
taken — I'm a man of fortune — and the wedding is to take 
place from my house. Why, with a little tact — a little judicious 
pumping — how easy it all is. By-the-by, I wonder where I 
live ? (Looks out of window,) Harley Street I Of course itV 
Harley Street. A man who invents a successful pill always 
does live in Harley Street! But this lady — my dearest friend 
on earth. That's awkward — on one's wedding-day. I can't 
imagine anything more awkward — on one's wedding-day. Does 
Jenny know of this ? I'll bo bound Jenny does not know of 
this. There's something about this lady's method-— I don't 
know what — that convinces me that I shouldn't have told Jenny 
anything about her. Foggerty, my boy, I'm extremely sorry 
to say that circumstances point to the fact that you've been 
going it 1 

Enter Miss de Verb. She is a tdU^ statdg lady of middle age 
and tragical demeanour. She stands at the door for a 
moment — gazes at him melodramaticaUy — then rudies to 
his arms. 

Miss de V, Frederick! At last! at last! {Gazes at him 
fondly,) 

Fog. (aside). She's a bosom friend — ^no doubt about thaJtl 
(Aloud, and much embarrassed,) I — a — have much pleasure 
in 

Miss de V, Don't speak, not yet (gazing at him), not yet, 
I entreat you! Iiet me drink you in ! 

Fog, Certainly. Be so obliging as to say when you've had 
enough. 

Miss de V, There — I'm satisfied. 

Fog, (aside), I wish /was. 

Miss de V, Now speak to me ! Oh ! my love ! My tender, 
tender love ! Speak to me as you used to speak to me — call me 
by the name by which you used to call me ! 

Fog, 'Re&Wy (Aside,) By George, I Aave been going it! 

Miss de V, The old, old name — the pet name of so many 
happy memories—oh, call me by it, call me by it ! 

Fog, Certainly; l-^(rtfers to visiting card) I believe I have 
the— a — pleasure of addressing Miss de Vere? 

Miis de V. Miss de Vere I (Drawing herself hack in great 
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turprtse,) Miss do Vere? Why, what meana this? Why 
this extraordinary coolness, why this chilliDg formality — and 
on this day of all others ? 

Fog. I beg your pardon, but you took me so completely by 
surprise. 

Miss de F. By surprise ? Have you forgotten my note, and 
your reply to it ? Bead it, sir, read it. (Gives him a note.) 

Fog, With very great pleasure. (Aside.) Now I shall find 
out that infernal pet name. (Reads.) "My own.*' That's all. 
(Disappointed,) I hate a fellow who calls a girl " his own." 
(Reads.) " I recognize the propriety of your scruples in the par- 
ticularly delicate relation in which wo stand towards each other. 
But I implore you to come and see me to-morrow morning, 
nevertheless." There, you see it says " to-Tnorrow morning." 
j Miss de V, This is to-morrow morning. 

Fog, Nonsense, that can't be, that's ridiculous. (Refers to 
note.) Oh, I see, it was dated yesterday. 

Miss de F. And now, sir, before I proceed to that extreme 
measure to which I have been unhappily so frequently com- 
pelled to resort, perhaps you will be so good as to explain and 
satisfactorily account for the extraordinary coldness of your 
reception. 

Fog. My coldness ? Oh, that was my scrupulous regard for 
the respect due to you in the particularly delicate relation in 
which we stand to one another. 

Miss-de F. It was ? 

Fog. It was. Miss de Vere, I find it hard, very hard to con- 
tinue this assumption of indifference to you ; but I am proud— 
I am proud to say, that my better man is triumphant. 

Miss e^ F. I see ) I understand it all ! 

Fog, (aside). Then, by George, you've the advantage 
of me! 

Miss de V. You will forgive the undeserved reproaches with 
which in my jealous madness I dared to assail you ? 

Fog, Say no more about them — they are pardoned. 

Miss de V, Why, what a mad fool was I ! 

Fog, You were — I mean no — ^not at alL (Aside.) 1 wish 
she'd go. 

Miss de V, But I have been so often the victim of heartless 
and systematic treachery ! 

Fog, Have you ? 

Miss de V, Why, you know I have. 

Fog, So I do— of course — I know you have ! Poor girl, poor 
girl ! When I think of your sad story — — 

Miss de V. Ahl it ts a sad story I 



44 POGGERTrS FAIRY. 

Fog, I know it is. {Aside,) That a a sad story 1 (AUmd,) 
But, bless me, it's eleven o'clock, and I've a most important 
engagement in half an hour, and Vm not dressed. Will you 
excuse me ? 

Miss de V. Oh, by all means. 

Fog, I suppose my dressing-room's upstairs? 

Miss de F. Really, Mr. Foggerty, I don't know where your 
dressing-room is 1 

Fog, No, of course not. How should you? 

Miss de V, Exactly. How should I? Bat won't you say 
farewell to me before you go ? 

Fog. With great pleasure. But, at the same time, in 
accordance with the pledge contained in that letter, I must 
firmly resist the temptation to address you by that eld pet 
name of happy memories, until the relations between us have 
become more indelicate — that is to say, less delicate than they 
are. 

Miss de F. It is nobly spoken; it is like your heroic self. 
But you are anxious, are you not? You do burn with a 
feverish anxiety to hear the word that is to be spoken this 
afternoon ? 

Fog, Miss de Vere, I assure you, on the honour of a 
Lancashire Foggerty, that I am tormented with a fidgety 
anxiety on an infinite number of topics, and on that among 
others 1 Good morning. [Exit, 

Miss de V, He is gone! How strange and incoherent his 
manner — how wild and flighty bis eye! Oh, mercy on me! 
can it be that he, too, is false to me? Can it be that I shall be 
once more driven to resort to the last and hated means of 
vindicating: my rights? No, no — I'll not believe it— and yet — 
{Sees breakfast in back room.) Why, what is this? By the 
God of Treachery it is a wedding-feast! Whose? Oh, im- 
possible! and yet, his strange embarrassment — his evasive 
hesitation! Oh, misery — oh, misery, if it should be! Why, 
what a cursed thing am I? What have I done that this blight 
should fall on mo wherever I go? Why does Infidelity dog 
my path, while the serpent Treachery lifts his head on high 
and hisses forth a loud ha! ha! Ob, ye Fate-bags three; 
soul torturers, my defiance to ye all ! The fight is betwixt ye 
and me, and I am not made of the stuff that yields. 

Enter Jenny in wedding^ress, as in Act L 

Jenny, There, I think I look lovely ! {Sees Miss de Verb.) 
A lady I 
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MisA de V. (aside, with emotion). It is the bride! Down, 
down, my heart ! (Aloud,) Fear not, pretty one ; I am bat 
Malvina de Vere — a very sorrowful lady. 

Jenny, I am sorry you are sorrowful. 

Miss de V, (toith an effort). And you — ^you are the bride in 
whose honour these festive preparations have been made ? 

Jenny (sighing). Yes, l*m to be married to-day. How do 
you like my dress ? 

Miss e^ 7. It is very well — it is very well. (Aside.) How 
my heart throbs I Down, little one ; I must appear cidm, and 
I cannot do so while you beat so rapidly. (AUntd.) You— 
you are about to be married to Mr. Foggerty ? 

Jenny. To Mr. Foggerty? Oh dear, no I What could have 
put such an idea into your head ? 

Miss de V. You are not going to marry Mr. Foggerty ? 

Jenny. Assuredly not ! He is my husband's best man. 

Miss de V. (relieved). It is well — ^it is very wqll I (Aside.) 
Little heart, you hear ? 

Jenny. You seem agitated I Can I offer you anything ? 

Miss de V. I am agitated, young bride. I — I can never gaze 
upon a wedding garb without remembering that I, who am a 
simple maiden still, might, but for man's perfidy, have been, 
ere this, a grandmamma. 

Jenny. Have they been deceiving you ? 

Miss de F. Deceiving me? Eighteen times have I stood 
dauntlessly at matrimony's verge. Eighteen times my coward 
victim — that is to say, my betrothed — has quailed and fled ! 
He, man in name, blanched at the very danger that I 
courted. 

Jenny. That's so like them I And you, what did you do ? 

Mis% de V. I took the only course that open to me lay. 
Eighteen times I offered up my bleeding heart a sacrifice at 
Themis' sympathetic shrine. Eighteen times did I lay bare 
its holiest workings, and call on all to come and gaze upon 
its palpitating pulp. And in each case I recovered substantial 
damages. 

Jenny. You did nobly I And the nineteenth ? 

Miss de V. His fate is yet uncertain. For many months 
have I lost sight of him. Yet have I heard within the last 
few weeks that he is also false and seeks another bride. 

Jenny. Oh, poor lady ! 

Miss de F, It matters little — there's a twentieth in the 
field, whose exquisitively sensitive regard for my most difiicult 
and delicate position falls scarcely short of the ^k^M^atCkfexsak*^ 
but, ere I jieJd me to his ardent ■projeis, 1 mwsX. Vs^ Vw^ss^^^ 
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satisfy myself that my Dineteenth is false. This afternoon the 
problem will be solved. 

Jenny, My heart bleeds for you, sad and gentle lady. But 
whither go you now ? 

iftss deV.l scarce can say ! To wander up and down and 
to and fro^ restless as a caged panther in his den, until the 
double-barrelled news is brought that I am free to love and 
bring my action I 

Jenny. Nay, but I'll not consign you to the mercies of the 
inhospitable street. This is my house, or shortly will be so ; 
pray rest you here, and when the solemn ceremony is over, we 
pray you join our merry-making, and in wild delirium of the 
breakfast forget the harrowing trouble at your heart. 

Miss de V, I thank you, maiden, for your sympathy. 1*11 
not refuse the shelter that you proffer. 

Jenny. You'll find my boudoir on the two-pair-back. So^ 
for the nonce, farewell ! May justice pour her halm upon your 
heart I 

Miss de V. She has, my dear, in every other case, and, doubt- 
less, will in this. Once more, farewell. [^Ejcit 

Jenny (looking after her). Poor lady, with what a touching 
dignity she bears her many disappointments I Her sad, sad 
tide touches me to the heart, for I, too, have loved, but vainly. 
Oh, how I loved him — and he knew it not I But there — ^I may 
not think of him — ^henceforth I may think only of my Theo- 
dore I 

Enter Walkinshaw. 

Wal. Jenny ! my own I at last — at last my own ! 

Jenny. Oh, Theodore — indifferent to me in all else, but 
Interesting to me inasmuch as I am the only woman who ever 
kindled the fire of love within your heart, be true to me, be 
true to me I 

Wal. Be true to you? While life lasts I 

Jenny. And you do love mo ? 

Wal. Love you? Haven't I settled the pill upon you ? 

Jenny. Yes, yes ; you have been most generous. 1 am the 
only one ; am 1 not ? 

IfioZ. The only one, in truth, 

Jenny. And you have never known the throb of love ? 

Wal. Until you taught it me ! 

Jenny. It is something; nay, it is much. For you, my 
Theodore, I have no love, nor have I ever told you that 1 had j 
but I esteem you, Theodore, I respect you. 

Wat. Oh, rapture I But you are sad. 
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Jenny, Ob, Theodore, a lady has been hero, such a sad, sad 
lady I so tearful yet so calm — so calm and yet so woebegone— 
so woebegone and yet so dignified 1 Eighteen times has that 
poor lady been thrown over. 

Wed. Thrown over where ? 

Jenny, And even now she has reason to believe that the 
nineteenth is trifling with her feelings ! 

Wdi, (in great terroi^). Bless my soul. What's her name? 

Jenny, Her very name is Poetry and Soul ! 

WcH, Oh, then, I don't know her. (Much relieved.) It 
Eounds like a firm. 

Jenny, She is called Malvina de Vere. 

Wed, (horrified — aside). It's she. If she finds mo at home, 
she'll find me out. I'm ruined. (^Aloud,) Where is she ? 

Jenny, Sobbing her heart out in the two-pair-back. 

Wdl, In my house ? 

Jenny, In yours and mine. Poor tortured soul ; she waits a 
wire from her solicitor. 

Wod, (much agitated), Jenny, I — I have heard of this lady. 
She — she is not altogether worthy of your sympathy 

Jenny, What 1 1 ! How dare you, sir ! 

Wed, She — she lives on actions for breach. She engages 
herself to an unsuspecting young man — ^makes herself inten- 
tionally unpleasant. Her lover can't stand her, and breaks it 
off— ^nd she immediately brings an action. 

Jenny, Oh, shame on you to dare in my presence — ^in the 
presence of your wife that is to be — to palliate the conduct of 
a wretch who makes unpleasantness a ground for violating the 
troth that he has plighted! Oh, shame upon you — shame 
upon you I 

Wed. But, Jenny, I 

Enter Foogerty dressed for wedding^ and sticking flower 
in buttonhole. 

Fog. There — that's very nice. It's wonderful how a judi- 
ciously applied vegetable sets a man off. That'll do, I think. 

Now if I can only find some one who will give me a clue to 

{Sees Walkinshaw). Walkinshaw my "toy, you here I 

Wed. Certainly I am. 

Fog. The very last man I expected to see, I give you my 
unadulterated word of honour! (Shaking hands enthusiasti- 
cally:) 

Wal, The last man? 

Fog, The very last, I assure you. I'm mox^ ^<^\^\r^ "Ossswtsl 
I can tell yonl 
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Wal, Why? It's hardly likely that I should be absent on 
this day of all others ! 

Fog. Well, it's very friendly of you to say so. I won't forget 
it, Walkinshaw, depend upon it. Will you take anything? 
Do 1 Make yourself at home, you know. This is Liberty Hall. 
(iSRecs Jenny.) Jenny I at last! my own Jenny 1 Why, how 

superb you look, and to think that in half an hour (jjuaei 

Aer.) 

Jenny (surprised). Mr. Foggerty I 

Fog. And now, tell me how you've been all this time — and 
what you've been doing — and, in short, tell me all about it. 

Jenny. All about what? (ffe kisses her.) Don't! 

Fog. But I must — I'm so happy, so overpoweringly and 
stupendously happy I (Kisses her again — sJie rises offended.) 

Wal. (aside). I wish Jenny wouldn't let Foggerty kiss her 
60 much ; of course it's all rit^ht, because they've known each 
other as children; but still I wish he wouldn't do it! She 
doesn't let me, and I don't see why she should let him. 

[FocKiKRTT, who hos been paying attention to Jeknt 
during this, attempts to kiss her, 

Jenny. Mr. Foggerty, yon mustn't really, I'm astonished 
at you! 

Wed. He's overdoing it ; upon my soul he is ! 

Fog. Pooh, pooh! nonsense; on this day of all others, 
(Kisses her again). 

Wal. (aside). I can't stand this. (Aloud). I say, Foggerty, 
of course it's all right. I know how you and Jenny are situated 
—but still I think — I think, on this day of all others 

Fog. (surprised). What do you mean ? 

Wal. There's too much of it, my boy. I'd leave off if I were 
you — I would, indeed! 

Fog. No, you wouldn't, Walkinshaw, you jealous dog ! (Aside.) 
Poor devil, he hasn't got over his attachment to her yet, and it 
is rather rough on him. 

WcU. Kissing her under my very nose 

Fog. Not under your very nose — under her very nose. Ha! 
ha! But, don't distress yourself, it shan't occur again. 

WcU. You're overdoing it, my boy. 

Fog. Well, perhaps I am. 

Wal. I'm sure you are. 

Fog. I agree with you — it's not delicate. 

Wal. It's d d indelicate. 

Fog. Yes, on this day of all others! 

Wal. Exactly; on this day of all others! 

Fog. Then say no more about it. Take one yourself. 
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TFoZ. Oh, we're in no hurry ; we can wait. 

Jenny (sighing). Ah, yes, we can wait! 

Fog. The deuce you can ? 

TFoZ. Yes ; you see weVe plenty of time before us. 

Jenny (sighing). Plenty! 

Fog. (aside). Plenty of time before them ? Now, what do 
they mean by that ? 

WcU. Well, it's about time we were off. Let's see, are we 
all here? There's Uncle Fogle and Aunt Bogle for the first 
carriage, and Lottie and Tottie, and Walker and Balker, and 
your papa and my mamma — and — ^yes, we're quite complete. 
I'll get them all packed off, and then come back for you. 

[Exit Walkinshaw. 

Fog. Jenny, I don't like Walkinshaw's manner. 

Jenny. His manner is unfortunate, but you mustn't be too 
hard on him ; he's nervous and agitated. 

Fog. I can imderstand that; but still I don't like it, Jenny, 
I don't like it. 

Jenny. Oh, you must make allowance for him, and on this 
day of all others. 

Fog. Well, poor devil, I suppose he's more to be pitied than 
blamed. 

Jenny. Pitied ! Well, I'm sure. 

Fog. Yes, pitied. Now, Jenny, it's no use affecting surprise. 
I can see as far through a millstone as most people, and, mark 
my words, that man's in love with you. 

Jenny. Of course he is ! 

Fog. Oh, you've noticed it? 

Jenny (surprised). Noticed it? Why, of course Pve 
noticed it! 

Fog. Then I say he's very much to be pitied — ho has a 
dismal prospect before him. 

Jenny, Upon my word, Mr. Foggerty ! 

Fog. Life a blank, every hope crushed, every fond illusion 
wipea out, nothing before him but a melancholy prime, a 
blighted sere-and-yellow, and a solitary and desolate old age. 
Poor Walkinshaw 1 

Jenny. How dare you say these things to me ? 

Fog. Eh? 

Jenny. I say how dare you ? From this moment I devoto 
myself, heart and soul, to his happiness ; it shall be my only 
care, my only thought ! 

Fog. The devil you will 1 * 

Jenny. I will, I swear it ! It will be my duty^ Wi-iTCi'^ ^>\\:3 
I will do ! 
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Fog. It seems to me that you take an exceedingly compre- 
hensive view of your duty I Look here, Jenny ; let* s understand 
one another. (Siis hy her, puts his arm round her waiti,) I 
know you're as good a girl as ever stepped. Stil l 

Jenny. Frederick — ^Mr. Foggerty — you mustn't I 

Fog. Mustn't what? 

Jenny. Put your arm round my waist. 

Fog. Well, it is round your waist. 

Jenny (struggling). But I say you mustn't. 

Fog. Why not ? Walkinshaw can't see. 

Jenny. That has nothing to do with it. I won't allow it, 
Ixjcause it's not right— on this day of all others 1 

Fog. Indeed? I should have thought if ever there was a 
day on which I might be permitted to take such an innocent 
freedom, this day of all others is the day. 

Jenny (crying). How dare you say such things to me ! It is 
most unkind to me, and most unfair to your friend. 

Fog. My friend? Oh, Walkinshaw I I tell you he can't see. 

Jenny. I don't care, it's most imfair to him. 

Fog. It seems to me youVe a remarkably tender regard for 
Walkinshaw's feelings ! 

Jenny. Certainly I have. As you know, I don't pretend 
that I love him. 

Fog. Well, I should hope not ! 

Jenny. 1 mean as a wife is expected to love her husband. 

Fog. Yes, that's what Zmeanl 

Jenny. Yet I have a sincere regard for him, and, be assured 
of this, I shall always respect his privileges. 

Fog. Upon my word, ma'am, situated as I am 

Jenny. Yes, I know ; you were my childhood's friend ; but 
that only makes it all the more dreadful, and sincerely as I 
esteem you, I must tell you at once that if ever you presume 
to attempt the slightest, very slightest, familiarity with me, 
except in Mr. Walkinshaw's presence, I shall give directions 
that you are never to be admitted into the house again ! 

Fog. (utterly aghast). But, Jenny, listen for one moment. 

Jenny. It's useless, Frederick. It's best to begin as wo 
mean to go on. 

Fog. Oh I Don't you think you'd better marry Walkinshaw 
at once ? 

Jenny. Yes, wo shall be too late if we don't start very soon. 

Fog. (furious). I say, don't you think you'd better marry 
Walkinshaw — Walkinshaw -^Bt once? 

Jenny, I say yes, I do. I can't imagine what's detaining 
him. 
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Fog, (bewildered^, Jenny 1 Jenny 1 (Suddenly.) Great 
Heavens I (Springs horrified to his feet,) 

Jenny, What's the matter? You are ill — some water — 
quick — quick. 

Fog, (gasping). Jenny — ^attend to me I Am I to understand 
that you are really — ^going — ^to — marry Walkinshaw ? 

[During this she has loosened his necktie, and dabbed a 
wet handkerchief on his temples^ as he leans tottering 
against a table, 

Jenny, How can you ask such a ridiculous question ? 

Fog, No, but are you ? Answer mc, yes or no. Are you ? 

Jenny, Am I? You know I am. 

Fog, You are? (Overpovoered,) 

Jenny, Of course ; don't be absurd. 

Fog, (wildly). But don't marry him! For Heaven's sake 
don't marry himl Jenny, you shan't, you can't I I won't 
stand by and see it done ! Oh, Jenny, Jenny, whom I love so 
deeply 1 (Sobbing,) 

Jenny. Mr. Foggerty, you amaze me I 

Fog, (surprised). Amaze you? Why, you know I lovo youl 

Jenny, It Indeed, I know nothing of the kind ! 

Fog, Why, I've told you over and over again ! 

Jenny, You have told me so? Never 1 

Fog, How can you say that ? Didn't I propose, ani didn't 
you accept me, and weren't wo engaged, and — stop. No, no. 
(Aside,) I'm mixing it all up again 1 

Jenny (in blank astonishment). Oh, you must have dreamt 
all this! 

Fog, Exactly, that's it« I must have dreamt it. But did I 
nevtr tell you that I loved you ? 

Jenny (weeping). Oh no, no, no. Why didn't you? Why 
didn't you ? 

Fog, I don't know. I — I suppose I forgot to mention it. 

Jenny (wildly). Oh, if I had only known— if I had only 
known I 

Fog, (excitedly). Then — ^you loved me? 

Jenny (horrified). What have I said? 

Fog, You did! You do? You can't deny it! You shan't 
deny it I You loved me, madly, passionately — how could you 
help it? 

Jenny. Frederick — ^in mercy spare me ! It is cruel, cruel to 
say such things to me, just as I am on the point of marrying 
another man I 

Fog, But donH marry another maul "R^^a vxiv^ot'CtoN <^\ 
you— P/22 Dot I I 'love you desperately — -"bie doc«t!L\. \ 1!>\q^^ «*^ 
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all my life — ^ho won't 1 He can live without you— I can't 1 
I shall go mad if you don't have me — he shan't! Tell 
Walkinshaw to go and hang himself — he won't mind — he's 
a good-natured fellow, and he'll do it, if you say it's 
for me. 

Jenny. Impoesihle ! I could not tell him to so and do that. 
Oh, it is too late — too late! Oh, Frederick, why, tc^Ay didn't 
you tell mo this hcfore? 

Fog. (wildly), I don't know ! There's my difficulty ! Situated 
as I am, it*8 impossible to say. I thought I had. But it 
scorns I hadn't. No doubt there's a reason for it if one only 
knew what it was — but one don't 1 I hope Tm clear? 

Jenny {drying her eyes). Not very, but any way it is too 
late now. The clergyman is at this moment waiting impatiently 
to unite me to Theodore Walkinshaw. I regard him with a 
wondering respect as one whose heart had never throbbed with 
love until I taught it to. But love him ? No ! I do not love 
him I After what you have elicited from me it would be worse 
than aiTectation to deny that my heart has long been yours, 
and, but for your unaccountable sUence, we might have been 
happ)'. As it is, Frederick, we must never, never meet again. 
I embark on my married life with a bruised and broken heart. 
Farewell, for ever ! [Exit Jennt. 

Fog. (wildly). Jenny, Jenny, come back ! Crone, gone from 
me for ever! Q'o be knitted to Walkinshaw; and the poor 
child is fond of me, has been for years, ever since we were 
children! What was I about not to have seen it? Why 
didn't I tell her I adored her ? That's just where it is ! I 
don't know ! I haven't the ghost of an idea ! I see it all 
now ! If I had never known Spiff, I should never have bolted 
from her to Jenny — never have interfered with Walkinshaw, 
whose courtship would have gone on swimmingly, and culmi- 
nated in matrimony, as it's going to do to-day. And all this 
heart-breaking misery, this preposterous coupling of ill-assorted 
souls, this whirling chaos of discordant sympathies, is the con- 
sequence of the ill-omened matrimonial arrangements of Colonel 
Culpepper's favourite dog's father ! 

^Throws himself on sofa^ and buries his head in pillow. 

Enter Walkinshaw and Old Talbot.) 

Tal. Come, come, are we all ready? Then let's be off, 
Where's Foggerty ? 

Wal, Foggerty ? Oh, here he is, on the sofa. 
Tal What's the matter with him ! Isn't he well ? 
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TToZ. (flslde io Talbot). Well, the fact is, I lost my temper 
with him just now, and it's upset him, but PU make it all 
right. {Goes io him). Foggerty, my boy, come, come, cheer up, 
I didn't mean to speak unkindly to you ; but really 

Fog. (without turning round). Oh, go, siPj go ! 

Wal. Come, come, be reasonable, if you caught a fellow 
kissing the girl you loved— what would you do ? 

Fog. (wiMly). What would I do? Shall I show you what 
I would do ? rd fly at him. Q'hus! (^/ym^r a^ Walkinshaw.) 
I'd shake him — ^thus ! (Shaking him violently, and driving him 
down to proscenium.) I'd throttle him — thus ! (Knocks him 
about wildly, Walkikshaw quite limp and helpless in his 
hands.) I'd say, "Give her back to me you traitor! You 
double-dyed villian! You slayer of hopes! You assassin of 
hearts!" There! (Flinging him videnily on the stage.) That's 
what I'd do! 

Wal. (all of a heap and breathless on the floor, and much dis- 
ordered in dress), I see, thank you 1 I — I think you wovdd be 
justified. 

Tal. Dear ! dear ! (Helping Walkinshaw up^ and re-arranging 
his hair and cravat^ Foggerty, this is not pretty behaviour 
towards a bridegroom on his wedding-day ! 

Fog. Pretty behaviour! And you, infamous old traitor. 
Would you like to see what I would do to a scheming father 
who first gives me his daughter and then hands her over to 
somebody else. (Shaking him violently.) 

Ted. (bewildered). It would be interesting, of coiu-se. Perhaps 
if you illustrated on Walkinshaw I should see it better than if 
you did it to me. 

[^AU three with their costumes and hair very much dis- 
arranged. 

Fog. Walkinshaw ! After all I have done for him, to rob me 
of the only girl I ever loved ! 

Tdl. You loved my girl ? 

Wal. Did you love Jenny? 

Fog. (sarcastically). Did I love Jenny? Do you think I 
should have been engaged to her if I hadn't? 

Tdl. Engaged to her I 

Fog. Engaged to her? Yes! Oh, I forgot; that's all been 
spiffed out I I've been mixing again I 

Tid. Upon my soul I think you have! And pretty freely 
too! 

Fog. There, don't mind me ; don't take any notice of what 
I say! Give me air, or I shall choke! (Staggers on (a 
balcony.) 
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Tal. and Wal, (together). I say, doesn't it strike you— 
Tal, I beg your pardon— 
WcU. I beg yours. 
Tal After you 1 
Wal. Not at all I 

Tal. I was going to say, doesn't it strike you that there's 
something very incoherent in Foggerty's manner ? 
Wal. The very thing I was going to say to you I 
Tal. Mark my words ; he*s mad 1 
Wal. Staring mad I 
Tal. It*s an awful thing 1 
WdU. Appalling I 
Tal. Glass of wine ? 
Wal, With pleasure 1 (They taJce wine together.) 

Enter Jenny. 

Jenny. Stop I 

Tal, But we can't bo always stopping — what's the matter 
now ? 

Jenny, This wedding — ^it must not take placet 

Tal and Wal. (together). Mustn't take place. 

WaJ. Jenny, what in the world do you mean ? 

Jenny, Stand off, sir I Do not dare to approach me-! I regard 
you with contempt and loathing unutterable. 

Tal. and Wal, (together). Jenny! 

Jenny. Approach me not, I say! You have trifled with 
my most sacred feelings! You have outraged my lenderest 
sensibilities. I regard you as a snaky and systematic serpent— > 
and thus— and thus — I extricate myself from your slimy toils. 
(Tears license.) 

Tal. Oh, Jenny, Jenny, this is not pretty behaviour to your 
husband on his weddingniay ! 

Jenny. Pretty behaviour ! Do you know that man ! 

Tal. Know him? Yes, very well! 

Jenny. You know his smooth and plausible outside — but his 
inside—do you know that f 

Tal. Eeally, my dear, I'm not his medical attendant; but 
what has he done ? 

Jenny. Unhinged and unstrung by the prospects of the 
approaching ceremony, I sought just now the congenial 
sympathy of the sad, sad lady on the second floor. As I 
approached her room 1 saw the door ajar — she was in close 
communion with her solicitor. (Walkinshaw much agitated.) 
I heard his voice — and thus — and thus he spake: '' Console 
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yourself, oh, sad, sari lady, for we have evidence that Walkin- 
shaw— the fickle, fluttering, faithless Walkinshaw — is on the 
eve of marriage to another!*' It was enough — too much — I 
cared to hear no more ! 

Tah Dear me, Walkinshaw, I am surprised at you! 

TToZ. But, Jenny, hear me. 

Jenny, I will hear nothing. It is enough for me that you 
have loved. Henceforward to me you are as one that is 
dead! You are an obliterated postage-stamp — not the less 
obliterated because the die has been wielded by an unworthy 
hand. Happily, Truth, Honour, Rectitude, Morality, Pro- 
priety, Benevolence, Veneration, and First Love are on the 
Balcony. They meet in Frederick, and to him I confide 
my heart ! 

FoGQEBTY enters from balcony. 

Fog, Jenny! I was sure you would! I was sure that 
when you came to think it over you couldn't help it. But, 
Walkinshaw ? 

Jenny, Ho is dead. 

Fog. That's very sudden. 

Jenny, He is dead to mo. Ho lives to drag on a miserable 
existence, as a depressed and degraded monster. 

Fog, I'm shocked at you, Walkinshaw ! 

Wal, Miss Talbot, I cannot struggle against your determina- 
tion. I know that when you say you will not marry me you 
mean it ! 

Fog, She did last time* 

Tal, Eh? 

Fog, Oh, nothing, nothing, 

Wal, I have only to ask that in memory of what I once was 
to you, you will keep my unhappy secret, and not subject mo 
to the hideous consequences of an exposure. 

Jenny, Sir, you deserve no mercy ; but I am merciful. Your 
shameful secret is safe with me. 

Fog, Walkinshaw, I'm at a loss for words in which to 
express definitely my sense of your infamous conduct, because 
I am not at present acquainted with the nature of your 
offoncc, 

Tal. But, Jenny, you can't marry this man — he's mad ! Ho 
can't contract matrimony — it would be illegal ! 

Jenny, They say you are mad, my own! Is it because you 
have never loved before ? 

Fog. Heed them not. They miBtako t\\(i ^e«^TvviC\\i^ >5^XKt» 
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ings of a crushed hcai*t for the maniacal raviogs of an unseated 
brain! 

[U5CLE FooLE and, Talbot hoih ahoui to speak ai 
once, 
Tal. I beg your pardon, 
FogU, I beg yours. 
Tal. Not at ail. 
Fogle Go on. 

Tah I was going to say that we must got a Commission to 
sit on him. 
FogU. Just what I was going to say. 
jTo/. It*s a pitiable circumstance. 
Fogle. Horrible 1 
Ted. Deplorable! 
Fogle. Disastrous! 
Tal. Glass of wine ? 

Fogle. With pleasure. (T/i^;/ drinh together.) 
Jenny {coming down with Fog). My own, own love ! Mine, 
and only mine 1 Ob, tell mo again yon, at least, have never 
loved before ! 

Fog, Never ! Often have I lain awake at night wonderins; 
what manner of thing this love of which I had heard so much 
might be, and now the sun has risen on my darkness, and all 
seems clear as summer noon ! 
Jenny. My love I Oh, this is ecstasy 1 

[During thiSy Talbot and Walkinshaw and others^ 
have leen warily approaching Jenky and Fog- 
GERTY. Talbot arid Walker seize Jenny, while 
Walkinshaw, Uncle Fogle, and Balkeb seize 
FoGGERTY. Tlie lovers are torn asunder. 
Fog. Unhand me, villains ! 

Jenny. Frederick, my own ! They are taking me from you! 
Fog. Cowards ! Thus and thus do I deal with ye ! 

\Throws them off. Jenny ftreaArs /row* Talbot. They 
rush to one another^ and embrace. 
Jenny. Who shall separate us now? I am my own mistress! 
Fog. And mine I 

Enter Miss de Verb. Jenny rushes to her, and clings round 
her neck. AValkinshaw, seeing her, buries his head in 
a newspaper to escape recognition. 

Miss de V. Frederick, rejoice with me ! The news, the great 
and glorious tidings, have arrived! My faithless lover is on 
the point of marriage with another, and I am at last free to 
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accept those professions of aflection with which for the last 
twelve months you have so eloquently pleaded, for my hand ! 
[Jbsky recoils in horror from her. Turns and looks 
at FoGGEETY, then faints in Talbot's arms, FoG- 
GEBTT stands confused for a moment^ then turns 
round, rushes wildly to balcony at the back of the 
stage, and leaps out into the street. The others rush 
after him to stop him, but they are too late. Miss 
DB Verb faints in the arms of Walkinshaw, 
whose head i$ still wrapped up in a newspaper. 
Picture. 



ACT III. 

8cBKE. — Parlour in Walkinshaw's house, night. Lamps lit. 
The general arrangement ff the scene is the same as the 
scene of Talbot^s house in Act I, Walkikshaw and 
Talbot discovered. 

Wal, This is a dismal night, to what was to have been a 
fellow's wedding-day. 

TdlL It might be more cheerful. But take heart, bo sanguine. 
Perhaps you and Jenny would not have got on. You're nut 
a very nice man, you know. 

Wal, No, I know I'm not, but it's rather hard tliat my 
having been once engaged to Malvina de Yere should cause 
Jenny to break off with me at the last moment. And for 
Foggerty, who has also fallen into that middle-aged harpy's 
toils. 

Tdl, Don't mind Foggerty. Jenny won't have him now. 
I have got evidence that he is stark, staring mad, and, between 
ourselves, I have applied for a Commission de lunatico to sit 
on him at once. I am going to make the appointment now. 

Wal. Hadn't you better wait till he comes back? 

Tal, Hasn't he come back ? 

Wal, No, it's eight hours since he took his leap from the 
balcony, and nobody has seen him since. 

Tal, Dear me! I don't thmk he could have hurt himself 
seriously, for I saw him flying down the street, ten miles an 
hour with Malvina after him. {Looking out of window,) Here 
he is ; he has jumped out of a four-wheeler, which is tearing 
down the street at full speed. And there la 8i»\iQlV!L<^\ l<si«^« 
wheeler tearing fuJJ speed after it. WViat can \\. xaftsoit 
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Enter Fogoebty exhawted. Dress muddy and disordered, 
hair dishevelled. He throws himself into a chair^ breathless. 

Fog. At last I Safe at last 

WaL Why, where have you been ? 

Fog, Everywhere. 

Tal, You seem rather out of breath. 

Fog, I am, a little. 

TcU. A glass of wiue ? 

Fog, "With pleasure. {Helps himself to a glass of sherry, 
and drinks,) 

Wal. And whore is Malvina ? 

Fog. I have given her the slip at last When I left the 
house I bolted up Harley Street Malvina followed, I got 
into a cab ; she got into another. I said, " drive anywhere." 
He drove everywhere. I told him to drive like the deviL 
He drove like the devil. So did Malvina. Regent's Park, 
Primrose Hill, Kentish Town, Holloway, Ball's Pond, Dalstou, 
Hackney, Old Ford, Bow, Whitechapel, London Bridge, South- 
wark. At South wark my horse fainted; so did Malvina's. 
I jumped out — got another cab. So did Malvina, Off again, 
Old Kent Eoad, Peckham, Oamberwell, Walworth, Kennlngton, 
Brixton, Clapham, Battersea, Wandsworth. At Wandsworth 
my horse fainted. So did Malvina's. Jumped out, but no 
cab to be found. Bolted, on foot, followed by Malvina ; ran 
through Putney, Barnes, Mortlake, Kew, Chiswick, Tumham 
Green, Shepherd's Bush, Kensal Green, Malvina after me. 
At Kensal Green I fainted ; so did Malvina. Off again, through 
Westbourue Park. At Westbourne Park I found a cab; so 
did Malvina. Off ac^ain ; Maida Hill, Edgware Boad, St. John's 
Wood, New Road, Harley Street As I passed the door, jumped 
out unobserved, and left my empty cab tearing on ten miles 
an hour, and Malvina after it 

Tal. Aren't you tired after your stroll ? 

Fog. A little. 

Tal. I am not surprised. Will you excuse me, I have a 
business appointment {Aside to Walkinshaw.) Don't let 
him go ; keep him here till I return. [Exit Talbot. 

Wed. That is a very determined woman. 

Fog. A woman of singular strength of character. 

Wal, {anxiously). Do you think there is any chance of her 
coming here ? 

Fog, Not the remotest. {Knock heard ^ There she is. 

Wal. Malvina here. She must not catch me. (Alovd,) 
Foggcrty^ you'll keep my secret — ^you'll not betray me r 
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Fog. Net for worlds, 

Wal. A thousand tlianks. I will never forget it {Bliakei 
"ku hand and exits.) 

Fog. I don't know what your secret is, but it's quite safe 
with me. There she is — it's no use, I can't go any further, 
fairly run to earth! {Throws himself into chair to right of 
stage,) 

Enter Malvin a /row* left, hreathless, andmtich tumbled. 
She throws hersdf into a chair to left of stage. 

Fog. Grocd evening. 

Mai. Good evening. 

Fog. London is a large city. 

Mat. Enormous. 

Fog. Capital cabs, though. 

Mai. Capital cabs. 

Fog. Didn't I catch sight of you in Southwark this 
afternoon. 

Mail. Quite possible. 

Fog. I thought it was you. 

Mai. It was. Going to marry me ? 

Fog. No. 

Mai. Don't you love mo ? 

Fog. Not that I am aware of. 

Mai. But you proposed to me. 
- Fog. I have no recollection of ifc. 

Mai. I have got it in writing over and over again. {Produces 
a handle of letters.) 

Fog. All those mine ? 

Mai. Every man-jack of them. 

Fog. May I look at them ? 

Mai. Not exactly — wasn't bom yesterday. 

Fog. (aside). No, you certainly were not. 

Mai, You're quite resolved ? 

Fog, Quite. You must conquer this passion. I am sorry 
if I have encouraged hopes which are not destined to bo 
realized ; but, although I have a sincere regard for you, I can 
never bo more to you than a friend. 

Mai. That is your ultimatum ? 

Fog. That is my ultimatum. 

Mai. Then again I have to resort to that dread expedient 
which a sympathetic country has provided for the unsuspecting 
victims of man's designing villainy. Allow me. (Gives ^a^jcr 

to FOGOEUTY.) 
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Fog. What's this? 

Mai, It is a writ of summons at the suit of Malvina de Verc, 
spinster, against Frederick Foggerty, bachelor, to recover 
damages for breach of promise to marry. 

Fog, Thank you. The damages, I see, are not stated. 

Mai, Not yet. True delicacy shrinks from placing matters 
of this quasi-sentimental character upon a mere business footing. 
I thought it would be altogether more delicate if we could arrive 
at an estimate by a friendly calculation. 

Fog. Very thoughtful. 

Mai. It's a pretty idea ; I always do it Now, let me see. 
First of all there is my distress of mind, and consequent wear 
and tear of personal beauty. 

Fog. Not worth naming. Miss de Vere is, if possible, more 
lovely than ever. 

Mai. Yes, I know I am now ; but oh I think| think of the 
anxious days and sleepless nights yet to come I 

Fog, To be sure. 

Mai, The worm in the bud— — 

Fog. True ; I forgot the worm in the bud. How long do yon 
think you will be before you get over it? 

Mai, It generally takes about six weeks. 

Fog. That is not very long. 

Mai. Make it months if you like. 

Fog. Not for worlds. You think the worm will have had 
enough in six weeks ? 

Mai. Oh, I think so. Six weeks at a guinea a day— forty- 
two guineas. 

Fog. Dear! 

Mai. I couldn't do it for less. 

Fog. {getting his arm round her). Make it pounds, do. 

Mai, What a wheedling way you have ! Very well, pounds. 
Then there is the disappointment, the blackness of a desolate 
fuluro. What shall we say for the disappointment ? 

Fog, I shouldn't put that at a high figure if I were you. I 
shouldn't make a good husband. 

Mai, (politely). Oh, I won't allow that for a moment. 

Fog, No, but indeed I shouldn't. 

Mai. (insinuatingly). Not even such a wife as I ? 

Fog. If anything could make a domestic man of me it would 
be the knowledge that I had a nice, snug, cosy creature like you 
waiting at home for me ; but nothing could. 

Mai, I don't think I could put the disappointment at less 
than a hundred. 

Fog, A hundred! A hundred for such a good-for-nothing 
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acamp as I ? Bidiculous ! It's absurd. Tou don't know what 
a ruffian I am. Fifty Is the outside figure. 

MqI. Oh, Mr. Foggerty, you under-rate yourself. I don't 
think — stand up. (fie stands up.) No, I couldn't put tlie 
disappointment at less than a hundred. 

Fog. Fifty I 

Mai. A hundred 1 

Fog. Split the difference, and say seventy-five. 

Mai. Very well ; but it's a positive insult to you to put it 
so low. 

Fog. Don't mention it, I beg. 

MaL Then we come to the publicity of the thing — the shame 
of having to lay bare in open court the holiest feelings of our 
imperfect nature. 

Fog. Haven't you got used to that yet ? 

Mai. Used to it? My dear Mr. Foggerty, believe me, that 
the ngony of having to trot out one's affections for the enter- 
tainment of a ribald public becomes more excruciating each 
time. On the whole, I cannot quote the publicity at a lower 
figure than five hundred. 

Fog. Four. 

Mai. Five. 

Fog. Split the difiference, and say four hundred and fifty. 
Come, now, do, for me. 

Mai. It's ridiculously cheap; but I never 'did in all my 
experience come across anybody with such coaxing ways. But 
then, there's the trousseau. 

Fog. But that will do for next time. I suppose you have 
had the same trousseau in each case. 

Mai. Oh dear, nol Only the last four cases. I find that 
a trousseau only lasts out six engagements. You see, it gets 
handled and messed. And there's the moth and change of 
fashion. I usually reckon it at twenty-five per cent, off prime 
cost. Prime cost two hundred — twenty-five off that — one-fifty. 

Fog. How much is that altogether ? 

Mai. Let's see. Six hundred and seventeen pounds. Then 
there are costs as between lawyer and client. 

Fog. Say six hundred, all told, and then— who knows — 
perhaps we shall be engaged again. 

Mai. Oh, I couldn't do it. First-class evidence, you know, 
warm and flowery letters — all in your own writing. 

Fog. Are they warm and flowery ? 

Mai. Kidiculously so. There's poetry in some of them — 
your own. 

Fog. (aside). My ownl I wonder where I ^ti \i feooxl 
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{Aloud^ But wait a momenty Jenny won*t have me now. I 
really don't see what is to prevent me marrying yoiu 

Mai, Nothing whatever, if you prefer that course ; then there 
will only be the costs out of pocket. 

Fog. There's the remains of a fine woman about you* 

Mai, I am generally known as the Splendid Ruin. 

Fog. You are a splendid ruin — a sprig or two of ivv and an 
owl under your arm and you would be complete. My dear girl, 
if it is a question of paying six hundred pounds and costs, or 
marrying you, I'll marry you. 

Mai. You will? 

Fog. Certainly. I must have seen something in you, or I 
shouldn't have proposed to you. I have no doubt you are a 
much more agreeable woman than you look. 

Mdl. Surely, surely, you know how agreeable I am by this 
time. 

Fog. Yes — ^yes— no doubt; but — Malvina — 

Mai. Gall me by the old pet name — the name of happy 
memories. 

Fog. Yes — that is just it— I don't know what it was. 

Mai. (astonished). You don't know. what it was? 

Fog, Malvina, I will be candid with you. A singular mis- 
fortune has overtaken me — my mind, perfectly keen and 
sound at the present moment, is a blank as regards everything 
that took place before this morning — ^my memory is quite 
gone. 

Mdl. How remarkable ! 

Fog. Odd, isn't it? 

Mai, Then that acconnt o 

Fog. For my not knowing that confounded pet name of happy 
memories, and fifty other things. Now, if you will undertake 
to tell me all about myself— who I am, what I am, where I am, 
and who and what everybody else is — and, in short, euable me 
to hold my position before the world without making an infernal 
fool of myself, I'll marry you out of gratitude. Now, is it a 
bargain? 

Mai. Is it a bargain? I rather think it is a bargain. But 
what an extraordinary state of things. 

Fog. Well, it is singular. I'll just run upstairs an4 make a 
change. You see what a state I am in after my run ; and then 
the sooner you post me up to this morning the better. 

Mdl. I will; go, my love, and in the mean time I will draw 
up a statement of facts for your information. Farewell. 

Fog. Farewell. Don't you think 

Mai. Think what? 
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Fog* That under the circumstances I might venture to— no- 
better not. \ExiU 

Mai. At last^ oh Fate, thou smilcst on me ! There seems 
some prospect that that blighted bud, my heart, may blossom 
into wedded dignity. But who are these who break my solitude ? 

Enter TAhBor, followed hy Doctob Lobb, Doctor Dobb, and 
Blogg, a rough suUen-looIeirg man, who heeps in Hie 
background. 

Ted. Como in, gentlemen, pray. Be so good as to sit down, 
{Sees Malvina.) Oh ! the athletic lady. I beg your pardon, 
Mr. Foggerty— — 

Mai. Has sought the sacred precincts of his chamber, to 
make a certain cnange in his apparel. 

Tal. Oh I exactly, ho has had a fatiguing afternoon. {Aside.) 
Dear me, this is awkward. 

Mai. Ill not intrude upon your converse, sirs. I wait an 
interview with Frederick, and will, with your permission, 
gentlemen, attend his coming in the two-pair-back. 

[^Curtsy s and exit. 

Tal. Fine woman, sound in wind and limb. (Aloud.) 
Gentlemen, the unfortunate subject of your investigation will 
be here in a very few minutes. You will not find him violent, 
gentlemen. 

Dr. Lobb. His paroxysms are mild, are they? 

Tal. I should hardly call them paroxysms, they don't 
amount to that ; I should rather describe him as the victim of 
extraordinary hallucinations. 

I)r. Dobb. Very sad indeed. 

Dr. Lobb. And what, my dear Mr. Talbot, is the subject or 
bent of his delusions ? 

Talbot. Well, gentlemen, among other singular miscon- 
ceptions he is under the impression that he is the inventor of 
the famous " Longevity Pill." 

Dr. Doth. Pardon me — the ** notorious " — ^we don't use the 
term " famous ** in connection with patent medicines. We call 
them " notorious." 

Talbot. Oh! then he thinks he invented the "notorious" 
Longevity Pill. 

Dr. Lobb. It is a very significant symptom. I remember the 
case of an unfortunate man who systematically infringed other 
people's patents, and actually made a fine fortune by doing so- 
mad, sir — ^hopelessly mad. 

Talbot. He also believes that he domes «L\«t'5\«t^<2i\\i^^'^^ 
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by its sale, when in point of fact he has not a penny in the 
world. 

Dr, DM. Oh, a very common delusion. I recollect an 
instance of a poor half-witted creature, who drew enormous 
cheques on a oank, at which he had positively no accoimt 
whatever, and in a name which actually aid not bslong to him. 
The cheques were cashed and he was ofif to America before the 
delusion was discovered. Mad, sir— quite mad. 

Talbot Then again, he will accept any theory concerning 
himself that you choose to suggest. You can make him believe 
that he is a soldier, sailor, tinker, tailor, ploughboy, apothecary, 
thief — ^all in turn. Remarkable, isn't it? 

Dr. Lobb. Not at all. Nothing more common. I once gave 
evidence in the case of an unhappy man, who obtained large 
sums of money from charitable people on the plea that he was 
a bricklayer's widow with twelve children. The poor fellow 
would have had twelve months' imprisonment, with hard labour, 
but for my evidence. Mad, sir, hopelessly mad. 

Talbot If you will excuse me for a moment, gentlemen, I 
will send him to you. You will find the sherry on the side- 
board. (Aside.) Clear-headed, logical men of sense, these mad 
doctors. [Exit Talbot. 

Dr. Dobb (turning to Blogo). Now, Blogg, 

Blogg. Sir. 

Dr. Dobb. Attend to us. 

Dr. Lobb. Dr. Dobb means listen attentively to what we say. 

Dr. Dobb. If we find it necessary, as no doubt we shall, to 
give this unfortunate gentleman into your charge, you will 
humour him in everything. 

Dr. Lobb. Dr. Dobb means you will contradict him in 
nothing. 

Dr. Dobb. In nothing whatever. 

Dr. Lobb. In other words, in nothing at all. 

Blogg. All right, guv'nor. 

Dr. Dobb. Now, mind you keep your eye upon him. 

Dr. Lobb. In other words, don't let him get out of your sight. 

Dr. Dobb. Whatever he says, accept his delusion. 

Dr. Lobb, My friend means, humour his hallucinations. 

Dr. Dobb. Agree to his statements at once, however absurd 
they may seem. 

Dr. Lobb. In other words, accept his theories, however 
ridiculous they may appear. {During this Blogq is sitting^ 
eating.) 

Dr. Dobb. It's the only way to deal with a confirmed 
delusionist. 
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Br. Lohb, There is no other course to take with a hopeless 
visionary. 

Enter Foggerty, unobserved. 

Dr. Dohb. And now we had better go and prepare our report. 

Dr, Lobb, By all means. (Ooing.) 

Dr, Dobb. {'politely). After you. 

Dr. Lobb. Couldn't think of it. 

Dr. Dobb. Ob, but I insist. 

Dr. Lohh. As you please. lExtt, Br. Lobb. 

Dr. Dobb. D d coxcomb. [Followijig. 

Fog. {who has been staring at the Doctors in blank astonish" 
ment during this dialogue^ turns to Blogg, who is eating impas^ 
sively). Now, what is this ? Is it alive, or is it stuffed ? 

Blogg (finishing his supper). I'm stuffed. 

Fcg. What are you doing here ? 

Blogg. I'm keeping a eye on you. 

Fog. Do I understand that your instructions are to follow me 
wherever I go ? 

Blogg. No, 'cause you ain't agoing nowhere. 

Fog. (aside). Now, how am I to deal with this ruflBan. I 
could kick him out — at least, I think I could — but he seems to 
have some right here — he isn't a man in possession 1 (Aloud.) 
You aren't a man in possession, are you ? 

Blogg. No, I ain't a man in possession. 

Fog. (suddenly). I see what it is— he's a constable. I have 
committed a crime, which I shouldn't have committed if Spiff 
hadn't been Spiffed out. And these two black-and-white 
scoundrels are detectives. (Aloud.^ 1 say, those two piebald 
idiots, who left as I came in, are detectives. You can't deny 
that! 

Blogg (stolidly). I ain't agoin' to deny nothin'. 

Fog. (aside). This is perfectly appalling I What have I 
done? What is my crime — is it embezzlement, forgery, 
bigamy, highway robbery — what? That's it, I haven't 
an idea. 

Blogg, Don't take on so, there's lots in the same fix. 

Fog. Lots in the same fix 1 Yes, I know there are ; but they 
know what they've done, I don't. (Sttddenly.) Walkinshaw 
is at the bottom of this. 

Blogg. Ah 1 Walkinshaw's at the bottom of it I 

Fog. Of course he is. He has led me into this; mind, what* 
ever it is, he has led me into it I 

Blogg. Ah I he's led you into it. 

J2L Y 
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Fog, Whatever it is, I will confess all. I will turn Queen's 
evidence against Walkioshaw, and will bring Walkinshaw to 
justice; and, in return for my services to the State, claim the 
Royal pardon.'' 

Blogg, Ah, that is your game I Nothing like it I 

Fog. Now you, sir, just attend carefully to what I say. 1 
Id tend to make a clean breast of it and admit everything. 
{Aside,) It would simplify matters if I had some remote notioc, 
just a vague, distant, glimmering of an idea, what Walkinshaw 
and I have done. Never mind : half a dozen shrewdly framed 
leading questions will pump it all out. (Aloud^ Now, then, 
are you ready to receive my confession ? 

Blogg, All right — fire away. 

Fog, (aloud). Now, then, vou know, of coarse, when this 
deed was done, for which Walkinshaw and I will shortly have 
to answer to the outraged majesty of the law ? ( Waits anxiowly 
for the reply,) 

Blogg (indifferently). Oh, I know — fust of April. 

Fog, (seizing on the idea). On the very first day of April, in 
the year of grace 1879, this deed for which Walkinshaw and 
I will shortly have to answer to the outraged majesty of 
the law was perpetrated. We selected the first of April 
because — ^because we were anxious to get it over as soon 
after March as possible. Now, then, when do you think we 
did it? 

Blogg (stupidly). Can't say, Fm sure. 

Fog, No ; but guess. 

Blogg, I ain't good at guessin'. 

Fog, (aside). What an unimaginative ass it is. (Aloud,) 
Come, now, make an effort — just one. 

Blogg (after a pause). Twelve o'clock | at night — when 
nobody was lookin'. 

Fog, At the mystic hour of midnight, on the very first day 
of April, in the year of grace 1879, Walkinshaw and I, having 
previously ascertained that we were secure from the im- 
pertinent observation of casual passers-by, perpetrated that 
deed, for which we shall only too surely have to take our 
stand at the bar of the outraged majesty of the law. We 
selected midnight because it's generally darker then than it is 
in the daylight. Well, there I was. There I was, I say. I say 
I was there. 

Blogg, Alone? 

Fog, Alone in the grim and ghostly solitude of that April 
midnight. I needn't tell you how I was occupied. 

Blogg, Maybe you was digging a hole ? 



FOGGERTVS FAIRY. 67 

Fog. Armed with a pickaxe and a spade, stripped to the 
shirt, and with the beady dews of mental agony upon my brow, 
I shovelled up the fat, black earth until the hole was wide and 
deep enough for — for the purpose wo had ia view. Scarcely 
had I satisfied myself that the hole was wide and deep enough 
for the purpose we had in view, when, what do you think 
happened ? 

Blogg, PYaps Walkinshaw came up? 

Fog, Creeping guiltily in the ghostly moonlight, as one 
whose mind was burdened with a crime too great for him to 
bear, Walkinshaw came up. You know as well as I do what 
that monster in human form had with him. 

Blogg. Maybe it was a sack ? 

Fog. It was a sack. Gosed up at one end but open at the 
other for the convenience of removing whatever it was intended 
to contain. You see I am perfectly candid. I conceal nothing 
from you. That sack contained — ^the booty. 

Blogg, Oh 1 she was a booty, was she? 

Fog. Eh? 

Blogg. I say she was a booty, was she ? 

Fog. She ? Did you say " she " ? 

Blogg. You said she was a booty I 

Fog. (recovering himself with an effort). My dear sir, she 
was one of the finest women you ever saw in the whole course 
of your life I (Aside.) It's murder ! By all the furies, it's 
murder. Who was she? What could have induced us to 
doit? 

Blogg. Was she dead? 

Fog. Dead, but still warm. (Aside.) This is appalling! 
(Aloud.) And how — how do you think this unhappy lady met 
her miserable fate? 

Blogg (after a pause). Found and a 'arf o' arsenic ? 

Fog. Very near a pound and a half of arsenic — not quite, 
but very nearly — ^purchased in small doses for the ostensible 
purpose of killing rats, and administered to her by — whom do 
you suppose ? ( Waits anxiously fbr Blogg's reply.) 

Blogg. Oh, Walkinshaw, in course ? 

Fog. (relieved and shaking his hand). My dear fellow, I did 
you an injustice. I took you for an ass. Allow me to apologize 
—you are one of the sharpest men I have met for a long time. 
Of course it was administered by Walkinshaw. And how do 
you suppose that fiend in human form contrived to administer 
this deleterious mineral to his ill-fated victim ? 

Blogg (after a pause). Apple pudden ? 

Fog. You are quite right ; it twos m an a.^^'a \wMfli^— -^ 
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large apple padding, the apples haying been previously pared 
and cut in quarters and the cores extracted. Now the ques- 
tion is — and a very important question it is — how hx am I 
implicated ? 

Bhgg, Ah ! that is the question. 

Fog, True, I assisted him in disposing of the body. True I 
went even so far as to dig the hole that was to receive it But 
then the question arises — how did I come to do it ? How came 
I to be there at all ? 

Blogg, Oh 1 you was a walkin* in your sleep. 

Fog, I was in a state of the profoundest somnambulistic un- 
consciousness. I give you my untarnished word of honour I 
was snoring heavily during the whole transaction. As for the 
lady — who do you think she was ? Of all unlikely people on 
the face of this earth, who do you suppose that beautifdl but 
unhappy lady was? 

Blogg (pleasantly). Suppose we say his aunt — his aunt 
Sarah? 

Fog. It was his admirable aimt Sarah— as excellent and 
blameless a lady as ever stepped, and, I assure you, a first-rate 
aunt — a really capital aunt. In point of fact, she had but one 
fault in her composition, and I needn't tell you what that was. 

Blogg (after a pause). Drink? 

Fog. Her passion for alcoholic stimulants' was that lovely 
but deeply injured lady's bane. Beginning with small and 
comparatively harmless drams, the detestable habit gradually 
grew upon her, and she got from one thing to another (for I 
am anxious to omit nothing, however insignificant, from my 
confession)^ until at last she degenerated into a monomaniac^ 
dipsomaniac. 

Blogg. Lor I 

Fog, Walkinshaw, one of the most exemplary nephews in 
the world, really couldn't stand it any longer. His credit as a 
gentleman, his position in society, his very means of livelihood 
were all affected by the disreputable habits of this abominable 
old lady — one of the finest women you ever saw. One day 
he made a large apple pudding and flavoured it with nearly a 
pound and a half of arsenic, and I, in one of those fits of 
somnambulistic unconsciousness to which I have been subject 
from infancy, dug a hole to receive the body, snoring heavily 
the whole time. (Aside.) There, I have done it now. What 
Jiave I said? Oh, Walkinshaw, Walkinshaw, if I only had 
my fingers round your throat at this moment, justice would be 
baulked of her victim. 
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3aUir Walkinshaw hurriedly^ in great coat, and rug, 
and carrying Ivggage, 

Wal. (in great distress). She has found me out. She is 
after me. I can just catch the nine forty-five ; hut I have not 
a moment to lose. 

Fog, (seizing him). Stop, scoundrel I Miscreant I Stop ! 

Wal, What do you mean ? Let me go ! I'm holting ! 

Fog, Bolting, are you? Not while I have the strength of 
twenty men, as I have now. {Struggling desperately with 
him.) 

Blogg (to Walkinshaw). You had hest stop. Do what the 
poor gentleman tells you. Don't contrairy him. 

Wal, Stop I I can't stop I Let me go I Don't shake me I 
You're always rumpling me I 
Fog. (furiously). Rumple you I Til rumple you I 

[Shakes him violently^ Walkinshaw quite helpless in 
his hands. 

Wal, (breathless). Pray don't — let me go I 

Blogg, Better let the poor gentleman rumple you, if he 
wants to. 

Fog. Ahandon all hope of escape I Your diaholical treatment 
of that amiahle and deeply-injured lady will soon be blown 
to the four comers of the earth. (Shakes him violently.) 

Wal, I didn't treat her handsomely, I admit. But you 
treated her just as badly as I did. 

Fog, (remors^uUy), I did. I know it. Guilty wretch that 
I am ! But who led me into it ? Who used his diabolical 
power over me to compel me to act as his accomplice ? Oh, I 
could throttle you 1 (Shakes him.) 

Wal, (faintly). If you will kindly desist for a moment 
perhaps I could answer you. 

Blogg (aside to Walkinshaw). Don't contrairy him, sir. 
Best let the poor gentleman throttle you, if he w^ants to. It's 
the only way. 

Wal, Hush I She is coming I She is after me I Hide me — 
hide me 1 She follows me wherever I go. 

Fog, (flinging him off). The conscience-stricken coward is 
haunted by the imaginary presence of his miserable victim I 

Wal, (very faintly^ and all of a heap). Don't quite under- 
stand. 

Fog, Understand that I have confessed everything. Your 
beautiful but ill-fated aunt Sarah 

Wal, I haven't got an aunt Sarah. 

Fog, Her unfortunate passion for drink— th^ %.^^\^ "^NA^YCk% 
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— the arsenic— her agonizing death — ^the UoodHBtaiiied sack 
and its ghastly tenant — the midnight grave I 

TToZ. (very family). Some mistake somewhere. 

Fog. OfiScer, seize him I 

Blogg, But 

Fog. Seize him, I say. 

Blogg (going to Walkinbhaw, who isaU of a heap again^ 
the taJble). Worry sorry, sir! But the poor gentleman mustn't 
he contrairied. (Seizes Walkinbhaw.) 

WaL (very limp and Jidpleee) Don't you mmple me I 

[Blogq sits at table with Walkinshaw, a hdjpiesa lump 
in his lap. 

Enter Malvika, hurriedly. 

Mai, He came this way. (/Sses Walkikbhaw tn Blogo's lap.) 
Oh, here he is — now — ^now I have pot you. (Walkikshaw 
stares helplessly at her like an idiotic Jxjby.) 

Fog. (to Malvina). Don't touch him, he is a murderer ! 

Mai. A murderer I (BecoUing towards Foggebtt.) 

[Blogg riseSf places WAiiKiKSHAW on a chair like a helpless 
GuyFawkes. 

Blogg (aside to Malvina, who is reclining in Fogokbty's 
arms). Take my advice, and don't you go too near him, miss, 
lie is a madman. 

Mai. A madman! (BecoQing from Foggebtt, who for the 
first time understands that he is regarded as a Itmatic^ and 
assumes an expression of horror-struck surprise.) A murderer 
and a madman I And woe is me, it is to such men as these 
that I have handed over my unsuspecting heart I 

Enter Talbot. 

Tdl. (aside to Blogg). We are quite ready to remove him ; 
but I'll break it pleasantly to him. (Aloud,) My dear Foggerty, 
I'm extremely sorry to say that it is necessary to pla^ you 
under restraint. 

Fog. Under restraint I I see it all now. They take me for 
a madman. It only needed this to complete my misery. 

Blogg. Come along o' me. There's a cab at the door, and 
it'll be done as comfortable as possible. 

Fog. Away! (Throwing Talbot and Blogg off. Talbot 
falls helplessly into a chair, Blogo goes off.) liatters have 
reached a crisis. There's only one thing to be done. I have 
Kebecca's nills in my pocket. One last appeal to her, and if 
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that fails, I give in. (Pottr5 <mt a gha& of water and stoaUows 
pill,) Bebeccal appear! 

[Hurried music. Kebecca appears through trap, 
Reb, (impatiently). Now, what do you want ? I'm extremely 
busy, and this interruption is most annoying. 

Fog. I won't detain you long. In my anxiety to appear 
equal to the intellectual pressure of the conversation, I've been 
led into making such preposterous statements that I run a very 
good chance of being hanged first and con6ned in a lunatic 
asylum afterwards. 

Beh. Beally this doesn't concern me. I've nothing to do 
with it. My guardianship is spiffed out. 

Fog, Yes, I know it's spiffed out ; but you're an extremely 
intelligent and accomplished young person— don't you think 
if you made an effort you could spiff it in again ? 

Beh, Out of the question. I should have to admit that I 
made a mistake, and I should be at once relegated to the back 
rows, among the stout ones, and never allowed to dance even 
in a quartette, and lately I've been dancing solo. 

Fog. But 

Bdf, I've nothing more to say ; your situation doesn't con- 
cern me in any way. I beg I may not be interrupted again, 
(On trap, stamps her foot and says, '* Qo " — she descends through 
trap.) 

Fog. Stop! 

JReb, (half down trap). What do you want? (Remains half- 
way down trap.) 

Fog. Allow me to remind you that I've forty-seven pills 
left, and I can call you up forty-seven times if I please. I 
don't want to make myself unpleasant to a lady, but if you're 
not civil. Ill give you a time of it. 

Reh. (rising through trap again). Well, be quick. What 
is it? 

Fog. Let's understand one another. When I took the 
draught all the consequences of my having known Spiff were 
obliterated. 

Reb, Utterly. 

Fog, But if I had never known Spiff I should never have 
got into a difficulty on account of Spiff, and if I had never got 
into that difficulty I should never have applied to you to get 
me out of it, and if I had never ai^lied to you to get me out of 
it you would never have given me that infernal draught, which 
has been the cause of all the miseries with which I'm 
threatened. 

Reh. Dear me, I never thought of that. 
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Fog. Id point of fact, I've been saddled with oonsequenoes 
from which, according to the terms of my contract^ I ought to 
have been entirely free. 

Reb. It certainly seems so. Fm very sorry. 

Fog, Now all this comes of hurrying your work. If you'd 
do a little less bedovilment and do it well you'd make a better 
job of it in the end. 

Reb. It's not bedevilment Fm a good fairy. 

Fog, Good, but stupid. 

Reb, Good, bat stupid. I hope you won't mention this ? 

Fog. That depends upon yourself. You've got me into this 
fix, and you must get me out of it. Restore matters to their 
original condition, barring Spiff, whom I won't hear of at any 
price, and we'll say no more about it. 

Reb, Very good, I'Jl do it; but mind, it must never be known 
that I '* tried back," or I should get into a terrible scrape. Are 
you ready for the change ? 

Fog, Quite ready. 

Reb. Then "go." 

[Waves wand. Slow music Scene suddenly changes to 
scene of Act /., daylight. All the Fairies enter at 
the back and group until the end, Talbot, Mal- 
viNA, and Walkinbhaw gradually revive from 
their swoon, Malyika goes to Walkinshaw. 

Mai, Walkinshaw ! My own 1 

Wal. Malvinal (Embraces.) 

Enter Jenny, followed by Lottie and Tottie in dresses of 
Act J., then Uncle Foglb, Aunt Bogle, Walker, and 
Balker, all in dresses of Act /., with favours. Jenny 
rusTies to Foggerty. 

Jenny, Frederick ! My own. 

Fog, Jenny ! {Embraces.) 

Tod, Now then — come along — ^the carriages have been wait- 
ing ever so long, and the clergyman is getting cold. Uncle 
Fogle take Aunt Bogle, Walker take Lottie, Balker take Tottie. 

Jenny. Frederick! In ten minutes we shall be made one. 
Tell me once more that you have never, never loved before ! 

Fog, Never; wouldn't dream of such a thing I It's all 
right ; it's all over — it's past — gone— spiffed out for ever I 

Jenny, What's spiffed out ? 

Fog. Medical men^mad-house — breach of promise— execu- 
tion — ^murdered Aunt Sarah I All gone I 

Wal. What's the man talking about ? 
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Fog, (suddenly seriom). Walkinshaw, you did not murder 
your aunt Sarah ? 

WcU. Never! 

Tal Oh, too absurd I Ha I ha ! ha I 

All Hal hal ha I 

Fog. Walkinshaw, you are going to be married to Malvina. 
If, in the fulness of time, Heaven should ever bless you with a 
little aunt Sarah, swear that that admirable woman's life shall 
be as sacred as your own I 

Wal, Before Heaven, I swear it. 

Fog. I knew it I God bless you, Walkinshaw. 

All. Ha! ha! ha! 

Fog. And, Jenny — dear Jenny — ^you won't marry Walkin- 
shaw, but, on the contrary, you'll marry me, and Walkinshaw 
will marry Malvina; she has an excellent constitution. And 
Walker, Balker, Lottie, Tottie, Fogle, Bogle, you'll all marry 
each other (all laugh) ! and I declare I'm so happy I don't know 
whether to laugh or to cry. (All latching.) Which shall it 
be ? Ob, well, better be unanimous. Ha ! ha ! ha! ha ! ha I 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

IThey pair off, Foggerty with Jenny, Walkinshaw 
with Malvina, Walker with Lottie, Balker 
with Tottie, Uncle Foqle with Aunt Bogle, and 
move towards entrance, laughing heartily. Scene 
opens at hack during this. Fairies enter, laughing 
heartily, and waving wands. Rebecca ascends on 
stool at back, also laughing. Bed fire. Curtain, 
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Argument. 

Kino Claudius, when a young man, wrote a five-act tragedy which wa$ 
damned, and all reference to it forbidden under penalty of death* 
The King has a son— Hamlet — wliose tendency to soliloquy has so 
alarmed his mother, Queen Gertrude, that she has sent for 
Kosencrantz and Guild bnstern, to devise some Court revels 
for his entertainment, Kosencrantz is a former lover of 
Ophelia (to whom Hamlet is betrothed), and they lay their heads 
together to devise a plan by which Hamlet may be put out of the 
way. Soma Court theatricals are in preparation, Ophelia and 
Kosencrantz persuade Hamlet to play his father's tragedy before 
the King and Court. Hamlet, who is unaware of the proscrip- 
tion, does so, and he is banished, and Kosencrantz happily united 
to Ophelia. 
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FIRST TABLEAU. 

Interior of Kino Claudius's PcUace, Claudius discovered 
seated in a gloomy attitude. Queen Gertrude on a stool 
at his/eetf consoling Mm, 

Q, Nay, be not sad, my lord ! 

CI. Sad, loved Queen? 

If by an efifort of the will I could 
Annul the ever-present Past— disperse 
'J'he gaunt and gloomy ghosts of bygone deeds, 
Or bind them with imperishable chains 
In caverns of the past incarcerate, 
Then could I smile again^but not till then ! 

Q. Oh, my dear lord ! 
If aught there be that gives thy soul unrest, 
Tell it to me. 

C7. Well-loved and faithful wife, 

Tender companion of my faltering life. 
Yes ; I cat^ trust thee I Listen, then, to me : 
Many years since — ^when but a headstrong lad— 
1 wrote a five-act tragedy. 

Q, (interested). Indeed? 

CI, A play, writ by a king — 

Q, And such a King !— 

CL Finds ready market. It was read at once, 
But ere 'twas read, accepted. Then the Press 
Teemed with porpentous import. Elsinore 
Was duly placarded by willing hands ; 
We know that walls have ears — I gave them tongues— 
And they were eloquent with promiaoa* 
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Q, Even the dead walls ? 

CI, (solemnly). Ay, the deader tbcy, 

The louder they proclaimed 1 

Q. (appalled). Oh, marvellous I 

CI, The day approached — all Denmark stood agape. 
Arrangements were devised at once by which 
Seats might be booked a twelvemontifi in advance. 
The first night came. 

Q, And did the play succeed ? 

CI, In one sense, yes. 

Q, Oh, I was sure of it I 

CI, A farce was given to play the people in— 
My tragedy succeeded that. That's all f 

Q, And how long did it run ? 

CI, About ten minut<». 

Ere the first act had traced one-half its course 
The curtain fell, never to rise again ! 

Q, And did the people hiss ? 

CI. No— worse than that^- 

They laughed. Sick with the shame that covered me, 
I knelt down, palsied, in my private box. 
And prayed the hearsed and catacombed dead 
Might quit their vaults, and claim me for their own 1 
But it was not to be. 

Q, Oh, my good lord. 

The house was surely packed 1 

CI, It was — ^by me» 

My favourite courtiers crowded every place — 
From fioor to fioor the house was peopled by 
The sycophantic crew. My tragedy 
Was more than even sycophants could stand ! 

Q. Was it, my lord, so very, very bad ? 

CI, Not to deceive my trusting Queen, it was. 

Q, And when the play failed, didst thou take no steps 
To set thyself right with the world ? 

CI, I did. 

The acts were five — though by five acts too long, 
I wrote an Act by way of epilogue — 
An act by which the penalty of death 
Was meted out to all who sneered at it. 
The play was not good — ^but the punishment 
Of those that laughed at it was capital. 

Q, Think on't no more, my lord. Now, mark me well : 
To cheer our son, whose solitary tastes 
And tendency to long soliloquy 
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Havo much alarmed us, I, unknown to thee, 
Have Bent for Bosencrantz and Guildenstem— 
Two merry knaves, kin to Polonius, 
Who will devise such revels in our Court — 
Such antic schemes of harmless merriment-^ 
As shall abstract his meditative mind 
From sad employment. Claudius, who can tell 
But that they may divert my lord as well? 
Ah, they are here! 

Enter Guildekstebk. 
Quild. Mj homage to the Queen I 

Enter Rosenobantz. 

Bos. (kneeling). In hot obedience to the Royal 'best 
We have arrived, prepared to do our best. 

Q. We welcome you to Court. Our Chamberlain 
Shall see that you are suitably disposed. 
Here is his daughter. She will hear your will 
And see that it receives fair countenance. 

[Exeunt Einq and Queen, lovingly. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Bos. Ophelia ! [Both embrace her. 

Oph. (delighted a/nd surprised). Bosencrantz and Gull- 
denstem ! 
This meeting likes me much. We have not met 
Since we were babies! 

Bos. The Queen hath summoned us^ 

And I have come in a half-hearted hope 
That I may claim once more my baby-love 1 

Oph. Alas, I am betrothed ! 

Bos. Betrothed ? To whom ? 

Oph. To Hamlet! 

Bos. Oh, incomprehensible ! 

Thou lovest Hamlet? 

Oph. (demurely). Nay, I said not so— • 
I said we were betrothed. 

Guild. And what^s he Hke ? 

Oph. Alike for no two seasons at a time. 
Sometimes he's tall — sometimes he's very short-^ 
Now with black hair — ^now with a flaxen wig — 
Sometimes an English accent — then a French^ 
Then English with a strong provincial " burr." 
Once an American, and once a Jqyi — 
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But Danish never, take him how you will I 
And strange to say, whate'er his tongue may be. 
Whether he's dark or flaxen — ^Engli^ — ^French — 
Though we're in Denmark^ jlj>^ ten — six — two-* 
He always dresses as King James the First 1 

Ouild, Ob, he is surely mad I 

Oph. Well, there agdn 

Opinion is divided. Some men hold 
That he's the sanest, fisur, of all sane men — 
Some that he's really sane, but shamming mad — 
Some that he's really mad, but shamming sane — 
Some that he will be mad, some that he vxu — 
Some that he couldn't be. But on the whole 
(As far as I can make out what they mean) 
The favourite theory's somewhat like this : 
Hamlet is idiotically sane 
With lucid intervals of lunacy. 

Bob, We must devise some plan to stop this match I 

Ouild, Stay I Many years ago. King Claudius 
Was guilty of a five-act tragedy. 
The play was damned, and none may mention it 
Under the pain of death. We might contrive 
To make him play this piece before the King, 
And take the consequence. 

Bos. Impossible 1 

For every copy was destroyed. 

Oph. But one — 

My father's! 

Bos. Eh? 

Oph. In his capacity 

As our Lord Chamberlain * he Las one copy. I 
This night, when all the Court is drowned in sleep, 
Will creep with stealthy foot into his den 
And there abstract the precious manuscript ! 

Ouild. The plan is well conceived ! but take good heed, 
Your father may detect you. 

Oph. Oh, dear, no. 

My father spends his long official days 
In reading all the rubbishing new plays. 
From ten to four at work he may be found : 
And then — my father sleeps exceeding sound ! 

[Fidure. Ophelia, Hosenobantz and Guildbn« 
BTEBN, grouped. 

* All bow reverentially at mention of this fanctionary. 
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SECOND TABLEAU. 
Enter Queen, meeting Rosenorantz and Guildenbtern. 

Q, Have you as yet planned aught that may relieTe 
Our poor afflicted son's despondency? 

Eos. Madam, we've lost no time. Already we 
Are getting up some Court theatricals 
In which the Prince will play a leading part. 

Q. That's well-bethought — it will divert his mind. 
But soft — he comes. 

Eos. How gloomily he stalks, 

As one o'erwhelmed with weight of anxious care. 
He thrusts his hand into his bosom — thus — 
Starts — ^looks around — then, as if reassured, 
Rumples his hair and rolls his glassy eyes ! 

Q. (appalled). That means — he's going to soliloquize I 
Prevent this, gentlemen, by any means ! 

GuUd. We will, but how? 

Q. ' Anticipate his points. 

And follow out his argument for him ; 
Thus will you cut the ground from 'neath his feet 
And leave him nought to say. 

Eos, and Guild. We will I— we will! 

IThey kneel, 

Q. A mother's blessing be upon you, sirs ! [Exit. 

Eos. (both rising). Now, Guildenstern, apply thee to 
this task. 

Mv.sic, Enter Hamlet. Be stalks to chair, throws himself 
into it. 

Ham. To be — or not to be I 

Eos. Yes — that's the question — 

Whether he's bravest who will cut his throat 
Rather than suffer all 

Quild. Or suiGFer all 

Rather than cut his throat? 

Ham. (annoyed at interruption, says, ^^ Go away — go 
away I " then resumes). To die — to sleep 

Eos. It's nothing more — ^Death is but sleep spun out — 
Why hesitate? ^Offers him a dagger. 

Guild. The only question is 

Between the choice of deaths, whicTcL de8>\)c\. Vi Ocko^'e*^. 



8a ROSENCRANTZ AND GUILDENSTERN. 

Ham, {in great terror). Do take those dreadful things 
away. They make 
My blood run cold. Gro away — go away ! {Tney turn, aside, 
Hamlet remmes). To sleep, perchance to— 
Bos, Dream. 

That's very true. I never dream myself. 
But Guildenstem dreams all night long out loud. 

Guild, {coming down and kneeling). With blushes, sir, 

I do confess it true I 
Uam, This question, gentlemen, concerns me not. 
{Besumes.) For who would bear the whips and scorns of 

time 

Bos, {as guessing a riddle). Who'd bear the whips and 
scorns? Now, let me see. 
Who'd hear them, eh ? 

Guild, {same "business). Who'd bear the scorns of time? 
Bos. {correcting him). The whips and scorns. 
Guild, The whips and scorns, of course. 

[Hamlet about to protest. 
Don't tell us — ^let us guess— the whips of time? 
Ham, Ob, sirs, this interruption likes us not 
I pray you give it up. 

Bos, My lord, we do. 

We cannot tell who bears these whips and scorns: 
Earn, {not heeding ihem^ resumes). But that the dread 

of something after death 

Bos, That's iT\XQ—post mortem and the coroner^ 
Felo-de-se — cross roads at twelve p.m. — 
And then the forfeited life policy — 
Exceedingly unpleasant. 

Ham, {really angry). Gentlemen, 
It must he patent to the merest dunce 
Three persons can't soliloquize at once! 

[RosENCBANTZ and GuiLDEKSTERN retire, Guilden- 
8TEBN goes off, 
{Aside.) They're playing on me ! Playing; upon me 
AVho am not fashioned to be played upon ! 
Show them a pipe — a thing of holes and stops 
Made to be played on — and they'll shrink abashed 
And swear they have not skill on that I Now mark 
{Aloud,) Bosencrantzl Here! 

[Producing a flute as Bosbnorantz comes. 
This is a well-tonpd flute; 
Play me an air upon it. Do not say 
Ydu kno^ not how 1 {Sneeringly,) 
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i?os. Nay, but I do know how, 

I'm rather good upon the flute — Observe 

\Tlayi eight bars of hornpipe, then politely returns 
flute to Hamlet. 
27am. (peevishly). Oh, thankye. (Aside,) Everything 
goes wrong ! 

^Betires, and throws himself on dais, as if buried in 
soliloquy. 

Enter Ophelia, white with terror, holding a heavy MS, 

Oph, Eosencrantzl 

Has. Well? 

Oph, (in a s^e-whisper), I've found the manuscript, 
But never put me to such work again ! 

Bos, Why, what has happened that you tremble so? 

Oph. Last night I stole dovra from my room alone 
And sought my father's den. I entered it I 
The clock struck twelve, and then — oh, horrible !— 
From chest and cabinet there issued forth 
The mouldy spectres of five thousand plays, 
All dead and gone — ^and many of them damned I 
I shook with horror 1 They encompassed me, 
Chattering forth the scenes and parts oF scenes 
Which my poor father wisely had cut out. 
Oh, horrible — oh, 'twas most horrible ! 

[Covering her face. 

Bos, What was't they uttered? 

Oph, (severely), 1 decline to say. 

The more I heard the more convinced was I 
My father acted most judiciously ; 
Let that suffice thee. 

Bos. Give me, then, the play. 

And I'll submit it to the Prince. 

Oph. (crossing to him). But stay, 

Do not appear to urge him — ^hold him back, 
Or he'll decline to play the piece — I know him. 

Earn, (who has been soliloquizing under his breath). 
And lose the name of action 1 (Pises and comes down,) 

Why, what's that? 

Bos. We have been looking through some dozen plays 
To find one suited to our company. 
This is, my lord, a five-act tragedy. 
•Tis caUed " Gk)nzago " — but it will not serve— 
*Tis Y&ry long. 
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Ham, Is there a part for im 9 

OpL There is, my lord, a most important part— 
A mad Archbishop who becomes a Jew 
To spite his diocese. 

Earn. That's very good ! 

Bos, (turning over the pages). Here you go mad— and 

then, soliloquize : 
Here you are the sane again — and then you don't : 
Then, later on, you stab your aunt, because^^ 
Well, I can't tell you why you stab your aunt, 
But still — you stab her. 

Ham. That is quite enougiu 

Bos, Then you become the leader of a troop 
Of Greek banditti — and soliloquize- 
After a long and imdisturbed career 
Of murder (tempered by soliloquy) 
You see the sin and folly of your ways 
And offer to resiune your diocese ; 
But, just too late — for, terrible to tell. 
As you're repenting (in soliloquy) 
The Bench of Bishops seize you unawares 
And blow you from a gun ! 

[During this Hamlet has acted in pantomime the 
scenes described. 

Ham, (excitedly). That's excellent. 

That's very good indeed — we'll play this piece I 

[Taking Id 8. from Rosencrantz. 

Oph, But, pray consider — all the other parts 
Are insignificant. 

Ham, What matters that ? 

We'll play this piece. 

Bos, The plot's impossible, 

And all the dialogue bombastic stuff. 

Ham, 1 tell you, sir, that we will play this piece. 
Bestir yourselves about it, and engage 
All the most fairly famed tragedians 
'J'o play the small parts — as tragedians should. 
A. mad Archbishop ! Yes, that's very good ! 

[Picture, Hamlet, reading the MS,, with limelight 
on him, Kosekcrantz at entrance^ Ophelia 
at entrance. 
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THIRD TABLEAU. 

March, Enter procession. First, two Pages, wJio place them'- 
selves on each side of the platform ; then Rosekcrantz and 
Ophelia; then Guildenstern and a Lady; then other 
Courtiers; then Polonius, backing he/ore the King and 
Queen. The King sits, the Queen on his left, Ophelia 
on his righty Rosencraktz stands above her, Guildenstern 
and Polonius behind the Kino and Queen ; iJie Ccurtiers 
right and left, 

Q, A fair good morrow to yon^ Rosencrantz. 
How march the Royal revels ? 

Eos, Lamely, madam, lamely, like a one-legged duck. The 
Prince has discovered a strange play. He hath called it, *' A 
Right Reckoning Long Delayed." 

CI. And of what fashion is the Prince's play ? 

Bos, *Ti8 an excellent poor tragedy, my lord — a thing of 
shreds and patches welded into a form that hath mass without 
consistency, like an ill-built villa. 

Q, But, sir, you should have used your best endeavours 
To wean his phantasy from such a phty. 

Eos, Madam, I did, and with some success, for he now seetb 
the absurdity of its tragical catastrophes, and laughs at it as 
freely as we do. So, albeit the poor author had hoped to have 
drawn tears of sympathy, the Prince has resolved to present it 
as a piece of pompous folly intended to excite no loftier emotion 
than laughter and surprise. Here comes the Royal Tragedian 
with his troop. , 

Enter Hamlet and Players. 

Bam, Good morrow, sir. This is our company of players. 
They have come to town to do honour and add completeness 
to our revels. 

CI, Good sirs, we welcome you to Elsinore. 
Prepare you now — we are agog to taste 
The intellectual treat in store for us. 

Earn, We are ready, sir. But, before we begin, I would speak 
a word to you who are to play this piece. I have chosen this 

Elay in the face of sturdy opposition from my 'w^lW^VftsscsR.^ 
riends, who were /or playing a piece witti\e^*\>oT£^^'C\OK.^^M:i 



B6 ROSENCRANTZ AND GUILDENSTERN. 

and more frolick. (Addressing Kino.) Bat I have thought this 
a fit play to be presented by reason of that very pedantical 
bombast and windy obtmsivo rhetorick that they do rightly 
despise. For I hold that there is no such antick fellow as your 
bombastical hero who doth so earnestly spout forth his folly as 
to make his hearers believe that he is unconscious of all incon- 
gruity ; whereas, he who doth so mark, label, and underscore 
his antick 8];)eecbe8 as to show that he is alive to their absurdity 
seemeth to utter them under protest, and to take part with his 
audience against himself. (Turning to Flayers.) For which 
reason, I pray you, let there be no huge red noses, nor extrava- 
gant monstrous wigs, nor coarse men garbed as women, in this 
comi-tragedy ; for such things are as much as to say, " I am a 
comick fellow — I pray you laugh at mo, and hold what I say 
to be cleverly ridiculous." Such labelling of humour is an 
impertinence to your audience, for it seemeth to imply that they 
are unable to recognize a joke imless it be pointed out to them, 
I pray you avoid it. 

{^Slight applause, which Hahlst acknowledges* 
First Flayer. Sir, we are beholden to you for your good 
counsels. But we would urge upon your consideration that we 
are accomplished players, who have spent many years in learn- 
ing our profession; and we would venture to suggest that it 
would better befit your lordship to confine yourself to such 
matters as your lordship may be likely to understand. We, on 
our part, may have our own ideas as to the duties of heirs- 
apparent ; but it would ill become us to air them before your 
lordship, who may bo reasonably supposed to understand such 
matters more perfectly than your very humble servants. 

lAll applaud vigorously, Hamlet ahout to explode in 
anger. Kino interrupts him, Hamlet thinks 
better of it, and angrily beckons Flayers to follow 
him. He and they exeunt, 
CI, Come, let us take our places. Gkither round 
That all may see this fooling. Here's a chair 
In which I shall find room to roll about 
When laughter takes possession of my soul. 
Now we are ready. 

Enter on platform a Loving Couple. Applause. 

She. Shouldst thou prove faithless ? 

Bt. If I do 

Then let the world forget to woo {kneeUng)^ 

The mountaintops bow down in fears, 

The midday son dissolve in te&ts^ 
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And outraged nature, pale and bent. 
Fall prostrate in bewilderment I 

\ALl titter through this — breaking into a laugh at the 
end, the King enjoying it more than any one, 
Oph, Truly, sir, I hope he will prove faithful, lest we should 
all be involved in this catastrophe ! 

CI. (laughing). Much, indeed, depends upon his constancy, 
I am sure he hath all our prayers, gentlemen ! (To Rosen- 
CRANTZ.) Is this play well known ? 
Ros, {advancing). It is not, my lord. 

ITurns hack to Ophelia. 
CI. Ha! I seem to have met with these lines before. 
Go on. 

^SS^. Hark, dost thou hear those trumpets and those drums ? 
Thy hat«d rival, stem Gonzago, comes ! 

[^Exeunt Loving Couple, Laughter, cts he/ore. 
Q, And wherefore cometh Gonzago? 
Ros, He cometh here to woo ! 

Q, Cannot he woo without an orchestra at his elbow ? A 
fico for such a wooing, say I ! 

CI. (rather alarmed^-aside to Rosencrantz). Who is Gon- 
zago? 

Ros, He*s a mad Archbishop of Elsinore. 'Tis a most 

ridiculous and mirthful character — and the more so for that tho 

poor author had hoped to have appalled you with his tragedical 

end I {Returns to Ophelia. 

[During this the King has shown that Jie has rccogidzed 

his tragedy. He is horrified at the discovery. 

Enter Hamlet, os Archbishop, with a robe and mitre. AU 
laugh and applaud except the Kikg, who is miserable. 

Ham* Free from the cares of Church and State 

I come to wreak my love and hate. 
Love whirls me to the lofty skies — 
Hate drags me where dark Pluto lies I 

[All laugh except EiKO, 
Q, Marry, but he must have a nice time of it between them ! 

Oh, sir, this passeth the bounds of ridicule, and to think that 

these lines were to have drawn our tears I 

Oph. Truly mine eyes run with tears, but they are begotten 

of laughter I 
Ham, Gently, gently. Spare your ridicule, leat. -^wsl V^^^ 

none left for tho later scenes, T\ie li^^e^^ \a V3J\ ^1 ^^Os\ 
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^indy fooling. Ton shall hear more anon. There are five 
acts of this ! (^All groan.) 

(Suumes) For two great ends I daily fame— 
The altar and the deadly tomb. 
How can I live in such a state 
And hold my Arch-Episcopate ? " 

JRoi, (ea>hau8ted with laughter). Oh, my lord— I pray you end 
this, or I shall die with laughter ! 

Q. (ditto). Did mortal ever hear such metrical folly I Stop 
it, my good lord, or I shall assuredly do myself some injury. 

Oph. (ditto). Oh, sir — prythee have mercy on us — ^we have 
laughed till we can laugh no more ! 
Ham. The drollest scene is coming now. Listen. 

CI. (rises). Stop ! [All start. 

Stop, I say — cast ofif those mummeries! 
Come hither, Hamlet I 
Earn, (takes off robes). Why, what ails you, sir ? 
CI. (with suppressed fury). Know'^t thou who wrote this 

play? 
Ham. Not I, indeed. 

Nor do I care to know 1 

CI. 1 wrote this play- 

To mention it is death, by Denmark's law I 

Q. (kneeling). Oh, spare him, for he is thine only 

child! 
CI. No — ^I have two (Queen horrified,) — ^my son — my 
play — ^both worthless ! 
Both shall together perish ! 

[Draws dagger; Queen endeavours to restrain him. 
Ham. (on his knees). Hold thine hand ! 

I can't bear death — I'm a philosopher ! 
CL That's true. But how shall we dispose of him ? 

[All puzzled. 
Oph. (suddenly). A thought! 

There is a certain isle beyond the sea 
Where dwell a cultured race — compared with whom 
We are but poor brain-blind barbarians ; 
^is known as Engle-land. Oh, send him there 1 
If but the half I've heard of them be true 
They will enshrine him on their great good hearts, 
And men will rise or sink in good esteem 
According as they worship him, or slight him I 

CI. Well, we're dull dogs in Denmark. It may bo 
That we've misjudged him. If such race there be — 
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(There may be — I am not a well-read man) 
They're welcome to his philosophic brain — 
80, Hamlet, get thee gone — and don't come back again I 
[Claudius cfrosses to b. Hamlet, who is delighted 
at the stiggestion, crosses to Queen and embraces 
her. Be then embraces Ophella., who receives 
his hiss with marked coldness. Then he turns 
up on to platform, and strikes an attitude, 
exclaiming, "To Engle-land!" At the same 
moment Rosencrantz embraces Ophelia. 
Picture, 
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PATIENCE; 

OR, 

BUNTHORNE'S BRIDE, 
ACT I. 

Scene. — Exterior of Castle Bunthorne. Entrance to castle hy 
draw-bridge over moat. Young Ladies dressed in aesthetic 
draperies are grouped about the stage. They play on lutes, 
mandolines^ etc.y as they sing, and all are in the last stage 
of despair, Angela, Ella, and Safhib lead them. 

Chorus. 

Twenty lovc-uck maidens we, 

Love-sick all against our will. 
Twenty years hence we shall be, 

Twenty love-sick maidens still ! 

Solo.— Angela. 

Love feeds on hope, they say, or love will die— 
AIL Ah, miserie ! 

Yet my love lives, although no hope have 1 1 
All, Ah, miserie I 

Alas, poor heart, go hide thyself away — 
All, Ah, miserie t 

To weeping concords tune thy roundelay I 
Alh Ah, miserie! 

Chorus, 

All our love is all for one, 

Tet that love he heedeth noty 
He is coy and cares for none. 

Sad and sorry is our lotV 
Ab| miBeileV 
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Solo.— Ella. 

Go, breaking heart, 

Go, dream of lore requited ! 
Go, foolish heart. 

Go, dream of lovers plighted ; 
Go, madcap heart, 

Go, dream of never waking ; 
And in thy dream 

Forget that thon art breaking I 

AH* Ah, miseriel 

Ang, There is a strange magic in this love of ourst Rivals 
as we all are in the affections of our Reginald, the very hopeless- 
ness of our love is a bond that binds us to one another ! 
. /SapA. Jealousy is merged in misery. While he, the very 
cynosure of our eyes and hearts remains icy insensible — what 
have we to strive for ? 

EUa, The love of maidens is, to him, as interesting as the 
taxes! 

Baph, Would that it were 1 He pays his taxes. 

Ang. And cherishes the receipts! 

EnUr Lady Jane. 
Jane (stidderily). Fools! 
Ang. 1 beg your pardon ? 

Jane. Fools and blind ! The man loves — ^wildly loves ! 
Ang, But whom ? None of us ! 

Jane, No, none of us. His weird fancy has lighted, for the 
nonce, on Patience — the village milkmaid ! 
Saph, On, Patience ? Oh, it cannot be ! 
Jane, Bah! But yesterday I caught him in her dairy, 
eating fresh butter with a table-spoon. To-day he is not well 1 
Saph, But Patience boasts that she has never loved — th.at 
love is, to her, a sealed book ! Oh, he cannot be serious. 

Jane. *Tis but a fleeting fancy — ^'twill quickly pass away. 
(Aside.) Oh, Reginald, if you hut knew what a wealth of 
golden love is waiting for you, stored up in this rugged old 
bosom of mine, the milkmaid's triumph would be short indeed ! 

{^AU sigh wearily, 
[Patienoe appears on an eminence. She looks dawn 
with pity on the despondent Ladies. 

Recitative. 

Fa, Still brooding on their mad infatuation ! 

I thank thee. Love, thon comest not to me ) 
Far happier I, free from thy ministration. 
Than dukes or ducheflses who love, can be I 
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8aph» {looking up), *TiB Patience — happy girl I Loved by a Poet 1 
Pa. Your pardon, ladies. I intrude upon you ! {Going,) 

Ang, ^ayi pretty child, come hither. Is it true 

That you have never loved ? 
Pa. Most true indeed* 

Sopranos, Most marvellous I 
Contraltos, And most deplorable I 

Soiro. — Patiencb, 

I cannot tell what this love may be 
That cometh to all but not to me. 
U cannot be kind as theVd imply, 
Or why do these gentle ladies sigh ? 
It cannot be joy and rapture deep. 
Or why do these gentle ladies weep? 
It cannot be blissful, as 'tis said. 
Or why are their eyes so wondrous red? 

Though everywhere true love I see 

A-coming to all, but not to me, 

I cannot tell what this love may be ! 
For I am blithe and I am gay, 
While they sit sighing all night, all day* 
lliink of tiie gulf 'twixt tbem and me, 
" Fal la la la ! "—and " Miserie V 

ChoruSt Yes, she is blithe, etc 

Pa. If love is a thorn, they show no wit 

Who foolishly hug and foster it. 
If love is a weed, now simple they 
Who gather and gather it, day by day ! 
If love is a nettle that makes you smart^ 
AVhy do you wear it next your heart ? 
And if it be none of these, say I, 
Why do you sit and sob and sigh ? 
Though everywhere, etc. 

Chorus, For she is blithe, etc. 



Ang, Ah, PatieDco, if you have never loved, you have never 
known true happiness ! (All sigh,) 

Fa. But the truly happy always seem to have so much on 
their minds. The truly happy never seem quite well. 

Jane, There is a transcendent ality of delirium — an acute 
accentuation of supremest ecstacy — which the earthy might 
easily mistake for indigestion. But it is not indigestion — it is 
SBSthetic transfiguration! (To the others.) Enough of babble. 
Come! 

Fa, But I have some news for you. The ^S^k \it^«f^^jw 
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Guards bare halted in tlie village, and are even now on their 
way to this very spot. 
>li?5r. Tho 35th Dragoon Guards! 
Bajih, They are fleshly men, of full habit I 
Ella. We care nothing for Dragoon Guards I 
Fa. But, bless me, you were all in love with them a year ago ! 
Sajih. A year ago I 

Ang. My poor child, you don't understand these things. A 
year ago they were very well in our eyes, but since then our 
tastes have been etherealized, our perceptions exalted. {To 
the others,) Come I it is time to lift up our voices in morning 
carol to our Keginald. Let us to his door. 

\^The Ladies go off two and two into the CkuUe, singing 
refrain of " Twenty love-sick maidens we,** and 
accompanying themselves on harps and mandolins. 
Patience toatches them in surprise, (u she climbs 
the rock by which she entered, 

March, Enter Officers of Dragoon Guards, led by Majob. 

Chorus of Dragoons, 
The soldiers of our Qneen 

Are linked in friendly tether { 
Upon the battle scene 

They fight the foe together. 
There evenr mother's son 

Prepared to fight and fall is ; 
The enemy of one 

The enemy of all is I 

Enter Colonel. 
Song.— Colonel. 
If yon want a receipt for that popular mystery. 

Known to the world as a Heavy Dragoon, 
Take all the remarkable people in history, 

Rattle them off to a popular tnne. 
The pluck of Lord Nelson on board of the Victory- 
Genius of Bismarck devising a plan ; 
The humour of Fielding (which sounds contradictor}')-^- 

Coolness of P^iget about to trepan — 
The science of Jullien, the eminent musico — 

Wit of Macaulay, who wrote of Queen Anne— 
The pathos of Paddy, as rendered by Boucicault— 

Style of the Bishop of Sodor and Man — 
The dash of a D'Orsay, divested of quackery- 
Narrative powers of Dickens and Thackeray- 
Victor Emmanuel — peak-haunting Peveril— 
Thomas Aquinas, and Doctor Sacheverell — 
Tuppcr and Tennyson — Daniel Defoe- 
Anthony Trollope and Mr. Guizot I 
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Take of these elements all that is fusible, 
Melt them all down in a pipkin or crucible, 
Set them to simmer and take ofE the scum, 
And a Heavy Dragoon is the residuum ! 

Chorus* Yes! yes! yes! yes! 

A Heavy Dragoon is the residuum ! 

Vol, If you want a receipt for this soldierlike paragon, 
Get at the wealth of the Czar (if you can) — 
The family, pride of a Spaniard from Arragon — 

Force of Mephisto pronouncing a ban — 
A smack of Lord Waterford, reckless and rollicky— 

Swagger of Koderick, heading his clan — 
The keen penetration of Paddington PoUaky— 

Grace of an Odalisque on a divan, 
The genius strategic of Caesar or Hanibal^ 
Skill of Sir Gramet in thrashing a cannibal- 
Flavour of Hamlet — the Stranger, a touch of him— 
Little of Manfred (but not very much of him) — 
Beadle of Burlington — Richardson's show-— 
Mr. Micawber and Madame Tussand ! 
Take of these elements all that is fusible— 
Melt *em all down in a pipkin or crucible- 
Set *em to simmer and take off the scum. 
And a Heavy Dragoon is the residuum I 

AJL Yes ! yes I yes ! yes ! Z^ 

A Heavy Dragoon is the residuum ! 

Cd. Well, here we are again on the scene of our former 
triumphs. But where's the Duke ? 

Enter Duke, listhssli/f and in low spirits, 

Duke. Here I am ! (Sighs.) 

Col. Come, cheer up, don't give way ! 

Duke. Oh, for that, I'm as cheerful as a poor devil can be 
expected to be, who has he misfortune to be a duke, with a 
thousand a day I 

3fa;. Humph! Most men would envy you ! 

Duke. Envy me f Tell me, Major, are you fond of toflfee ? 

Maf. Very I 

Col. We are all fond of toffee. 

All. We are! 

Duke. Yes, and toffee in moderation is a capital thing. But 
to live on toffee— toflfee for breakfast, toflfee for dinner, toffee for 
tea — ^to have it supposed that you care for nothing hut toflfee, 
and that you would consider yourself insulted if anything but 
toflfee were offered to you — ^how would you like tJicU f 

Col. I can believe that, under those circumstances, even toflfee 
would become monotonous. 

Duke. For "toflfee" read flattery, adulation, and ^\i\yi.\» 

iiL "a. 
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deference, carried to such a pitch that I began, at last, to think 
that man was bom bent at an angle of forty-five degrees I 
Great heavens, what is there to adulate in me 1 Am I particu- 
larly intelligent, or remarkably studious, or excruciatingly 
witty, or unusually accomplished, or exceptionally virtuous ? 

Col. You're about as commonplace a young man as ever I 
saw. 

Ml. You arel 

Buke, Exactly 1 That's it exactly! That describes me to 
a T I Thank you all very much ! Well, I couldn't stand it 
any longer so I joined this regiment. In the army, thought I, 
I shall be occasionally snubbed, perhaps even bullied, whcr 
knows? The thought was rapture, and here I am. 

Col, Qoohing off). Yes, and here are the ladies 1 

Dulce, But who is the gentleman with the long hair? 

Col, I don't know. 

Duke, He seems popular 1 

Col, He does seem popular 1 

BuNTHOBNE cnteTs, followed hy Ladies, two and two^ singing 
and playing on harps as before. He is composing a poem 
and quite c&sorbed. He sees no one, hut walks across stagt^ 
followed hy Ladies. They take no notice of Dragoons — to 
the surprise and indignation of those Officers. 

Chorus of Ladies. 
In a melancholy train 

Two and two we walk all day^ 
Pity those who love in vain 
None so sorrowful as they 

Who can only sigh and say, 
Woe is me, alackaday I 

Ohobus of Dbaooons. 

Now is not this ridiculous— and is not this preposterous? 

A thorough-paced absurdity— explain it if you can. 
Instead of rushing eagerly to cherish us and foster us, 
They all prefer this melancholy literary man. 
Instead of slyly peering at us. 
Casting looks endearing at us, 
Blushing at us, flushing at us — flirting with a &n ; 
They're actually sneering at us, fleering at us, jeering at ns t 
i'retty sort of treatment for a military man ! 
Pretty sort of treatment for a military man I 

Ang, Mystic poet, hear our prayer, 

Twenty love-sick maidens we — 
Young and wealthy, dark and fair— > 
And we die for lore of thee 1 
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Yes, we die for love of thee — 
Twenty love-aick maidens we \ 

{(Euidc^slyiff). Though my book I seem to scan. 

la a rapt ecstatic way, 
Like a literary man 

Who despises female clay ; 
I hear plainly all the^ say, 
Twenty love-sick maidens they ! 

Officers {to each other). He hears plainly, etc 

IJUa, Though so excellently wise, 

For a moment mortal be, 
Deign to raise thy purple eyes 

From thy heart-drawn poesy. 
Twenty love-sick maidens see— 
Each is kneeling on her knee ! (All kneel,) 

Cho, of Ladies* Twenty love-sick, etc, 

^tiii. (aside). Though as I remarked before, 

Any one convinced would be 

That some transcendental lore 
Is monopolizing me. 

Round the comer I can see 

Each is kneeling on her knee ! 

Officers (to each oti^). Round the comer, etc 

Ensemble, 

Offioers, Ladies. Bunthobnb (aside). 

Now is not this Mystic poet, hear Though my book I seem 
ridiculous, etc. our prayers, etc. to scan, etc. 

Cd, Angela! what is the meaning of this? 
Ang, Oh, sir, leave us; our minds are but ill-attuned to light 
love-talk. 
Maf. But what in the world has come over you all ? 
Jane, Bunthorne! ffe has come over us. Ho has come 
among us, and he has idealized us. 
Duke, Has he succeeded in idealizing you f 
Jane, He bas! 
Duke, Bravo, Bunthorne I 

Jane, My eyes are open ; I droop despairingly ; I am soul- 
fully intense ; I am limp, and I cling ! 

[During this Bunthobnb is seen in all the agonies of 
composition. The Ladies are watching him intently 
as he writhes. At last, lie hits on the word he wants 
and writes it down, A general sense of relief. 
Bun. Finished 1 At last ! Finished 1 

[He staggerSf overcome with the mental strain, into armt 
q^ Colonel. 
Col, Are you better now ? 
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Bun, Tes— ob^ it's yon — I am better now. Tbe poem is 
finished, and my soul bad gone out into it. That was alL It 
was nothing worth mentioning, it occurs three times a day. 
{Sees Patience, who Jms entered during this scene.) Ah, 
Patience! Dear Patience I (Holds her hand; she seems 
frightened^ 

Ang. Will it please you read it to us, sir? 

Saph, This we supplicate. (AU kneel,) 

Bun. Shall I? 

AU the Dragoons, No ! 

Bun, (annoyed — to Patienoe). I will read it if you bid me ! 

Pa, (much frightened). You can if you like! 

Bun, It is a wild, weird, fleshly thing; yet very tender, very 
yearning, very precious. It is called, "Oh, Hollow I Hollow! 
HoUowT" 

Pa, Is it a hunting song? 

Bun, A hunting song? No, it is not a hunting song. It is 
the wail of the poet's heart on discovering that everything is 
commonplace. To understand it, cling passionately to one 
another and think of fiunt lilies. (They doso^asTte recites,) 

««0H, HOLLOW! HOLLOW! HOLLOW I 

What time the poet hath hymned 
The writhing maid, lithe-limbed. 

Quivering on amaranthine aspnodel. 
How can he paint her woes. 
Knowing, as well he knows. 

That all can be set right with calomel ? 

When from the poet*8 plinth 
The amoroas colocynth 

Teams for the aloe, faint with rapturous thrills, 
How can he hymn their throes 
Knowing, as well he knows, 

That they are only uncompounded pills? 

Is it, and can it be, 
Nature hath this decree, 

Nothing poetic in the world shall dwell ? 
Or that in all her works 
Something poetic larks, 

Even in colocynth and calomel ? 
I cannot tell. 

Ang. How purely fragrant ! 
Saph, How earnestly precious I 
Duke, Well, it seems to me to be nonsense. 
Saph, Nonsense ; yes, perhaps — ^but, oh, what precious non- 
sense! 
AU, Ah I 



BUNTHORNE^S BRIDE. loi 

Vd. This k all yery well ; but you seem to forget that you 
are engaged to us I 

/SopA. It can never he. You are not Empyrean. You are 
not Delia Gruscan. You are not even Early English. Oh, be 
Early English ere it is too late I (Officers look at each other in 
cutonUhmenf) 

Jane {looking at uni/orm)» Red and yellow I Primary 
colours ! Oh, South Kensington I 

Duke. We didn^t design our uniforms, but we don't see how 
they could be improved. 

Jane, No, you wouldn't. Still there is a cobwebby grey 
velvet, with a tender bloom like cold gravy, which, made 
Florentine fourteenth century, trimmed with Venetian leather 
and Spanish altar lace, and surmounted with something 
Japanese — it matters not what — would at least be Early 
English ! Come maidens. 

[Exeunt Maidens, two and two, singing, re/rain of 
*« Twenty love-sick maidens we" the Officers watch 
them off in astonishment. 

Duke, Gentlemen, this is an insult to the British uniform. 

Col. A uniform that has been as successful in the courts of 
Venus as in the field of Mars I 

Song.— CoLOKBL. 

When I first pat this nniform on, 
I said, as I looked in the glass, 
" It*s one to a million 
That any civilian, 
My figure and form will surpass. 
Gold lace has a charm for the fair, 
And I've plenty of that, and to sparo, 
While a lover's professions. 
When uttered in Hessians, 
Are eloquent everywhere ! " 
A fact that I counted upon, 
When I first put this uniform on I 

Chorus of Dragoons. 

By a simple coincidence, few 

Could ever have reckoned upon, 
The same thing occurred to me, too, 

When I first put this uniform on I 

Cot^ I said, when I first put it on, 

'* It is plain to the veriest dunce 
That every beauty 
Will feel it her duty 
To yield to its glamour at once. 
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They will see that I*m freely gold-laoed 
In a uniform handsome and chaste "— 
But the peripatetics 
Of long-haired esthetics, 
Are very much more to their taste^ 
Which I never comited upon 
When I first put this oniform on ! 

Ck^ By a simple coincidence, few 

Could ever have counted upon, 
I didn't anticipate that, 
When I first put this uniform on I 

\The Dragoons go off angrily, 
lAs soon as he%8 alone, Bunthorke changes his manner 
and becomes intensely mdodramaiic 



Becitatiyb and Sokg.— Bunthobnb. 

Am I alone, 

And unobserved? I am I 
Then let me own 

I*m an sesthetic sham ! 
This air severe 
Is but a mere 
Veneer 
This cynic smile 
Is but a wile 

Of guile! 
This costume chaste 
Is but good taste 
Misplaced ! 

Let me confess ! 
A languid love for lilies does not blight me I 
Lank limbs and haggard cheeks do not delight me I 
I do not care for dirty greens 

By any means. 
I do not long for all one sees 

That's Japanese. 
I am not fond of uttering platitudes 

In stained-glass attitudes. 
In short, my medisvalism's affectation, 
Bom of a morbid love of admiration I 



SOKO. 

If yon*re anxious for to shine in the high SBsthetie line as a man of 

culture rare, 
Yon must get up all the germs of the transcendental terms, and plant 

them everywhere. 
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f ou mnst. lie npon the daisies, and discourse in novel phrases of yonr 

complicated state of mind, 
The meaning doesn't matter if it*s only idle chatter of a transcendental 
kind. 

And every one will say, 
As you walk your mystic way, 
'* If this young man expresses himself in terms too deep for me^ 
"Why what a very singularly deep young man this deep young man 
must be ! " 

Be eloquent in praise of the very dull old days which have long since 

passed away, 
And convince 'em, if you can, that the reign of good Queen Anne was 

Culture's palmi^ day. 
Of course you will pooh-pooh whatever's fresh and new, and declare 

it's crude and mean. 
For Art stopped short in the cultivated court of the Empress Josephine. 
And every one will say. 
As you walk your mystic way, 
" If that's not good enongh for him which is good enough for me^ 
Why what a very cultivated kind of youth this kind of youth must be ! '* 

Then a sentimental passion of a vegetable fashion must excite yout 

languid spleen, 
An attachment a la Plato for a bashf al young potato, or a not-too- 

Firench French bean ! 
Though the Philistines may jostle, you will rank as an apostle in the 

high sBSthetic band. 
If you walk down Piccadilly with a poppy or a lily in your mediaeval 

hand. 

And every one will say. 
As you walk your flowery way, 
•*If he's content with a vegetable love, which would certainly not 

suitm^, 
Why what a most particularly pure young man this pure young man 

must be ! " 

At the end of his song Patience enters. He sees her. 

Bun, Ah ! Patience, come hither. I am pleased with thee. 
The bitter-hearted one, who finds all else hollow, is pleased with 
thee. For you are not hollow. Are you ? 

Pa. I beg your- pardon — ^linterrupt you. 

Bun. Life is made up of interruptions. The tortured soul, 
yearning for solitude, writhes under them. Oh, but my heart 
isa-weary! Ob, I am a cursed thing I Don't go. 

Fa, Beally, I'm very sorry— 

Bun, Tell me, girl, do you ever yearn ? 

Fa. (rnisunderstanding him), I earn my living. 

Bun. (impatiently). Ko, no I Do you know what it is to be 
heart-hungry? Do you know what it ia V> 'S^wix lot ^'^ 
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Indefinable, and yet to be brought face to lace, ddly, with the 
Multiplication Table? Do you know what it is to seek oceans 
and to find puddles? — to long for whirlwinds and to have to do 
the best you can with the bellows? That's my case. Ob, I 
am a cursed thing I 

Pa. If you please, I don't understand you — you finghten me I 

Bun, Don't be frightened — it's only poetry. 

Fa. II that's poetry, I don't like poetry. 

Bun, (eagerly). Don't you? (Aside,) Can I trust her? 
(Aloud.) Patience, you don't like poetry — well, between you 
and me, I don't like poetry. It's hollow, unsubstantial — un- 
satisfactory. What's the use of yearning for Elysian Fields 
when you know you can't get 'em, and would only let 'em out 
on building leases if you had 'em ? 

Pa, Sir, I 

Bun, Don't go. Patience, I have long loved yon — ^let me 
tell you a secret. I am not as bilious as I look. If you like I 
will cut my hair. There is more innocent fon within me than 
a casual spectator would imagine. You have never seen 
me frolicsome. Be a good girl— a very good girl — ^and you 
shall. 

Pa, Sir, I will speak plainly. In the matter of love I am 
untaught, I have never loved but my great-aunt But I am 
quite certain that, under any circumstances, I couldn't possibly 
love you. 

Bun, Oh, you think not ? 

Pa, I'm quite sure of it. Quite sure. Quite. 

Bun, (releasing her). Very good. Life is henceforth a blank. 
I don't care what becomes of me. I have only to ask that you 
will not abuse my confidence ; though you despise me, I am 
extremely popular with the other young ladies. 

Pa, I only ask that you will leave me and never renew the 
subject. 

Bun, Certainly. Broken-hearted and desolate I go. (Recites^ 

** Oh, to be wafted away 

From this black Aceldama of sorrow, 
Where the dast of an earthy to-day 
Is the earth of a dusty to-morrow I " 

It is a little thing of my own. I call it," Heart Foam." I 
shall not publish it. Farewell ! [Exit Bunthorne. 

Pa, What on earth does it all mean? Why does he love 
me? Why does he expect me to love him? He's not a 
relation I It frightens me 1 
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Ent&r Angela. 

Ang, Why, Patience, what is the matter? 

Pa. Lady Angela, tell me two things. Firstly, what on 
earth is this love that upsets every hody ; and secondly, how is 
it to be distinguished from insanity ? 

Ang. Poor blind girl 1 Oh, forgive her, Eros ! Why, love is 
of all passions the most essential! It is the embodiment of 
purity, the abstraction of refinement; it is the one unselfish 
emotion in this whirlpool of grasping greed I 

Fa, Oh dear, oh I {Beginning to cry,) 

Ang, Why are you crying? 

Fa, To think that I have lived all these years without 
having experienced this ennobling and unselfish passion ! Why, 
what a wicked girl I must be I For it is unselfish, isn't it ? 

Ang* Absolutely. Love that is tainted with selfishness is no 
love. Oh, try, try, try to love ! It really isn't difficult if you 
give your whole mind to it. 

Fa. rU set about it at once. I won't go to bed until I'm 
head over ears in love with somebody. 

Ang, Noble girL But is it possible that you have never 
loved anybody ? 

Fa. Yes, one. 

Ang. Ah, whom ? 

Fa. My great-aunt, 

Ang. Your great-aimt doesn't count. 

Fa. Then there's nobody. At least — no, nobody. Not since 
I was a baby. But that don't count, I suppose. 

Ang. I don't know — tell me all about it. 

Duet,— Patience and Angela. 

Pa. Long years ago, fourteen, maybe. 

When hut a tiny babe of four, 
Another baby played with me, 
My elder by a year or more. 
A little child of beauty rare, 
With marvellous eyes and wondrous hair. 
Who, in my child-eyes, seemed to me 
All that a little child should be ! 

Ah, how we loved, that child and I, 

How pure our baby joy I 
How true our love — and, by-the-by, 
Be was a little boy I 

Ang, Ah, old, old tale of Cupid's touch 1 

I thought as much — I tiiought as much! 
He was a little boy I 
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Pa* (shocked). Pray don't misconstrne what I say—* 
Bemember, pray — remember, pray, 
He was a little boy I 

Anfft No doubt, yet spite of all your paixi% 

The interesting fact remains— 
He was a little boy 1 

ENaEMBLB. 

nS doubt } i"* •'Pi*^ 0* «11 { h^? } P»^^ «t^ 

[Exit Angela. 
Pa, It's perfectly appalling to tliink of the dreadful state 
I must be in ! I had no idea that love was a duty. No wonder 
they all look so unhappy. Upon my word, I hardly like to 
associate with myself. I don't think I'm respectable. I'll go 
at once and fall in love with— - 

Enter Geosvknob. 
Pa, A stranger! 

Duet.— Patibncb ahd Gbosyenob. 

Oroi, Prithee, pretbr maiden — ^prithee tell me true, 

(Hey, but I'm doleful, willow willow waly !) 
Have you e'er a lover a dangling after you ? 
Hey willow waly ! 
I would fain discover 
If you have a lover? 
Hey willow waly ! 

Pa. Gentle sir, my heart is frolicsome and f ree— 

(Hey, but he's doleful, willow willow waly !) 
Nobody I care for comes a courting me — 
Hey willow waly ! 
Nobody I care for 
Comes a courting— therefore, 
Hey willow waly 1 

Gros, Prithee, pretty maiden, will you marry me? 

(Hey, but I'm hopeful, willow willow waly I) 
I may say, at once, I'm a man of propertee — 
Hey willow waly O ! 
Money, I despise it, 
But many people prize it, 
Hey willow waly 01 

Pth Gentle sir, although to marry I design — 

(Hey, but he's hopeful — ^willow willow waly !) 
As yet I do not know you, and so I must decline* 
Hey willow waly O I 
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To other maidens go you— 
As yet I do not know you. 
Hey willow waly ! 

Qto9» Patience I Can it be that you don't recognize me ? 

Pa. Becognize you? No, indeed I don't! 

Qroz, Have fifteen years so greatly changed me f 

T<u Fifteen years ? What do you mean ? 

Qroi. Have you forgotten the friend of your youth, your 
Archibald? — ^your little playfellow? Oh, Chronos, Chronos, 
this is too bad of you ! 

Fa. Archibald! Is it possible? Why, let me look! It 
is! It is! It must be! Oh, how happy I am! I thought 
we should never meet again ! And how you've grown ! 

Gros. Yes, Patience, I am much taller and much stouter 
than I was. 

Fa, And how you've improved ! 

Qroi. Yes, Patience, I am very beautiful ! (Sighs.) 

Fa. But surely that doesn't make you unhappy ? 

Oros. Yes, Patience. Gifted as I am with a beauty which 
probably has not its rival on earth — ^I am^ nevertheless, utterly 
and completely miserable. 

Fa. Oh, but why? 

Oros. My child-love for you has never feded. Conceive, 
then, the horror of my situation when I tell you that it is my 
hideous destiny to be madly loved by every woman I come 
across! 

Fa. But why do you make yourself so picturesque ? Why 
not disguise yourself, disfigure yourself, anything to escape this 
persecution ? 

Gros. No, Patience, that may not be. These gifts — irksome 
as they are — ^have been confid^ to me for the enjoyment and 
delectation of my fellow-creatures. I am a trustee for Beauty, 
and it is my duty to see that the conditions of my trust are 
faithfully discharged. 

Fa. And you, too, are a Poet? 

Gros. Yes, I am the Apostle of Simplicity, I am called 
«« Archibald the All-right "—for I am infallible! 

Fa. And is it possible that you condescend to love such a 
girl as I? 

Gros. Yes, Patience, is it not strange ? I iiave loved you 
with a Florentine fourteenth-century frenzy for full fifteen 
years 1 

Fa. Oh, marvellous! I have hitherto been deaf to the 
voice of love — ^I seem now to know what love is 1 It has been 
revealed to me — ^it is Archibald Qrosveuoi I 
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Gros. Yes, Patience, it is I (Emhraee.) . 

Pa. (as in a trance). We will never, never parti 

Gros. We will live and die together I 

Pa. I swear it ! 

Gros. We both swear it ! {Embrace.) 

Pa. (recoiling from him). Bat — oh, horror! 

Gros. What's the matter? 

Pa. Why, you are perfection ! A source of endless ecstasy 
to all who know you I 

Gros, I know I am — ^wcll ? 

Pa. Then, bless my heart, there can be nothing unselfish in 
loving you! 

Gros. Merciful powers, I never thought of that! 

Pa. To monopolize those features on which all women love 
f^ linger I It would be unpardonable I 

Gros. Why, so it would ! Oh, fatal perfection, again you 
interpose between me and my happiness 1 

Pa. Ob, if you were but a thought less beautiful than you 
are! 

Gros. Would that I were; but candour compels me to admit 
that I'm not ! 

Pa. Our duty is clear ; we must part, and for ever I 

Gros. Oh, misery ! And yet I cannot question the propriety 
of your decision. Farewell, Patience I 

^a. Farewell, Archibald I But stay! 

Gros. Yes, Patience ? 

Pa. Although I may not love you — for you are perfect — 
there is nothing to prevent your loving me. I am plain, homely, 
unattractive I 

Gros, Why, that's true I 

Pa. The love of such a man as you for such a girl as I must 
be unselfish I 

Gros. Unselfishness itself i 



Deut.— Patikncb axd Grosvekob. 

Pa. Though to marry you would very selfish be — 
Gros» Hey, but I'm doleful— willow willow waly ! 

Pa, You may all the same continue lovinf? me — 
Gros. Hey, but I'm doleful — ^willow willow waly ! 

Both* All the world ignoring, 

I'U* } S° ^^ adormg— 
Hey willow waly 1 
[At the end, exeunt despairingly, in opposite directions. 



BUNTHORNES BRIDE. 109 



Enter Bunthobnb, crowned with roses and hung ahout with 
garlands^ and looking very miserable. Be is led hy Angela 
and Saphib (each of whom holds an end of the rose-garland 
hy which he is hound), and accompanied hy procession of 
Maidens. They are dancing dassiccUly, and playing on 
cymhcUs, double pipes, and other archaic instruments. 

Chobus. 

Let the merry cymbals sound. 

Gaily pipe Pandsean pleasure, 
With a Daphnephoric bonnd 

Tread a gay but classic measure. 
Every heart with hope is beating, 
For at this exciting meeting 

Fickle Fortune will decide 

Who shall be our Bunthorne's bride ! 

Enter Dragoons, led hy Colonel, Major, and Dukb. They 
are surprised at proceedings* 

Chorus of Dragoons. 

Now tell us, we pray you. 
Why thus you array you^ 
Oh, poet, how say you — 

WTiat is it you're done? 

Duke* Of rite sacrificial, 

By sentence judicial. 
This seems the initial. 

Then why don't you run? 

CW, They cannot have led you, 

To hang or behead you, 
Nor may they all wed you. 
Unfortunate one ! 

Chorus of Dragoons. 

Then tell ns, we pray you. 
Why thus they array you— 
Oh, poet, how say you — 

What is it you've done? 

Recitative.— BuNTHORNB. 

Heart-broken at my Patience's barbarity, 
By the advice of my solicitor (introdtunng his solicitor). 

In aid — in aid of a deserving charity, 
I've put myself up to be raffled for I 

Maidens, By the advice of his solicitor 

He's put himself up to be laffLed toil 
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J)rag9on$» Oh, horror I urged by his solicitor, 

Ue*s pat himself up to be mflied for t 

Maidem. Oh, Heaven*s blessing on his solicitor! 

Dragoons. A hideous corse on his solicitor I 

IThe Solicitor, horrified at the Dragoons* curse, rushes off, 

Ccl* Stay, we implore you, 

Before oar hopes are blighted I 
You see before you 
The men to whom you're plighted 1 

Chorus of Doagoons* 

Stay we implore you, 
For we adore you ; 
To us you're plighted 
To be united- 
Stay we implore you ! 

Solo.— DuKB. 

Tour maiden hearts, ah, do not steel 
To pity's eloquent appeal, 
Such condoct British soldiers feel. 
{Aside to Dragoons.) Sigh, sigh, all sigh ! [They aU sight 

To foeman's steel we rarely see 
A British soldier bend the knee. 
Yet, one and all, they kneel to ye — 
(Aside to Dragoons.) Kneel, kneel, all kneel I lITiey all kneel. 

Our soldiers very seldom cry, 
And yet — I need not tell you why— 
A tear-drop dews each martial eye ! 
(Aside to Dragoons.) Weep, weep, all weep ! [Theg cdl weep 

Ensemble. 

Our soldiers very seldom cry 
And yet — I need not tell you why— 
A tear-drop dews each manly eye ! 
Weep, weep, all weep ! 

Bunthorne (who has been impatient during the appeal). 
Come, walk up, and purchase with avidity. 
Overcome your diffidence and natural timidity. 
Tickets for the raffle should be purchased with avidity, 

Put in half a guinea and a husband you may gain — 
Such a judge of blue-and-white, and other kin£ of pottery—* 
From early Oriental, down to modem terra-cotta-ry — 
Put in half a guinea — you may draw him in a lottery- 
Such an opportunity may not occur again. 

Chorus, Such a judge of blue-and-white, etc. 



BUNTHORNE'S BRIDE, in 

[Maidens cnywd up to purchase tickets — during this 
Dragoons dance in single file round stage — to express 
their indifference. 

Dragoons, WeVe been thrown over, we're aware, 
But we don't care — ^but we don't care I 
There's fish in the sea, no doubt of it, 
As good as ever came of it. 
And some day we shall get our share, 
So we don't care — so we don't care ! 
{^During this the Girls have been buying tickets. At lastj 
Jake presents hersdf, Bunthobnb looks at Jier 
with aversion. 

Recitative. 

Sun, And are you going, a ticket for to buy ? 

Jane (surprtud). Most certainly I am ; why should not I ? 
Bun, {aside). Oh, Fortune this is hard! (Aloud.) Blindfold 
your eyes ; 
Two minutes will decide who wins the prize ! 

[Girls blindfold themtelvet. 

Chorus of Maidens. 

Oh, Fortune, to my aching heart be kind ; 

like ne^ thou art blindfolded, but not blind I (Each uncovers one eye,) 
Just raise your bandage, thus, that you may see, 
And give the prize, and give the prize to me I ( They cover their eyes 
again,) 
Bun, Come, Lady Jane, I pray you draw the first ! 
Jane (joyfully). He loves me best ! 

Bum, (aside), I want to know the worst ! 

[Janb draws a paper, and is about to open it^ when 
Patience enters. Patience snatches paper frmn 
Zh,TS(T& and tears it up. 

Pa, Hold I Stay your hand I 

Ml (uncovering their eyes). What means this interference ? 

Of this bold girl I pray you make a clearance ! 
Jane, Away with you, and to your milk-pails go? 
Bun, (suddenly). She wants a ticket I Take a dozen 1 1 
Pa. ' ^' No! 

Solo.— Patience, kneeling to BuiiTHoiunB. 

If there be pardon in your breast 

For a poor penitent. 
Who with remorseful thought opprest. 

Sincerely doth repent. 
If you, with one so lowly, still 

Desire to be allied, 
Then you may take me, if you will, 

For I will be your bride I 
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AU» Ob, shamelesB one ! 

Oh, boldfaced thing! 
Away you run — 

Go, take you wing, ' 
You Bhameless one ! 

You boldfaced thing I 

jBun» How strong is love I For many and many a week. 
She's loved me fondly and has feared to speak 
But Nature, for restraint too mighty far, 
Has burst the bonds of Art— and here we are 1 

Pa. No, Mr. Bnnthome, no— you're wrong again, 

Permit me — I'll endeavour to explain! 

Song.— Patibnob* 

True love must single-hearted be — 

Pun. Exactly so ! 

Pa, From every selfish fancy free — 

JJun. Exactly so I 

Pa, No idle thought of gain or joy, 

A maiden's fancy should employ- 
True love must be without alloy. 

All Exactly so! 

Pa, Imposture to contempt must lead — 

Col. Exactly so ! 

Pa, Blind vanity's dissension's seed — 

Maj, Exactly so I 

Pa, It follows then, a maiden who 

Devotes herself to loving you (indicating BuNrnoRNE), 

Is prompted by no selfish view ! 
All Exactly so I 

Saph, (taking Bunthobne aside). Are you resolved to wed 
this shameless one ? 
Ang, Is there no chance for any other ? 
Bun, (decisively). None! 

^hnhraces Patiei^ce. 
[Angela, Saphir, and Ella take Colonel, Duke, and 
Major down, while Girls gaze fondly at other 
Officers. 

Sestettb. 

I hear the soft note of the echoing voice 

Of an old old love, long dead — 
It whispers my sorrowing heart " rejoice"— 

For the last sad tear is shed — 
The pain that is all but a pleasure we'll change 

For the pleasure that's all but pain. 
And never, oh, never, this heart will range 

From that old old love again I [Girls emhrace OfHcenu 

ChonUt Yes, the pain that is all, eto. lEmbrao$t 
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[i4s ilie Dragoons andi Girls are emhracing^ enter Gbos- 
VENOB, reading. He takes no notice of iherriy hut 
comes slowly down, stUl reading. Tlie Girls are all 
strangely fascinated by him and gradually withdraw 
from Dragoons. 

Ang» But who is this, whose god-like grace 

Proclaims he comes of noble race ? 
And who is this, whose manly face 
Bears sorrow's interesting trace ? 

EnSBMBLB.— TUTTI, 

Yes, who is this ? etc. 

GroSt I am a broken-hearted troubadour, 

Whose mind's sBsthetic, and whose tastes are pure I 
Ang, Esthetic ! He is sesthetic 1 

Gros, Yes, yes — I am sBsthetic 

And poetic ! 
All the Ladies. Then, we love you ! 

IThe Girls leave Dragoons and groupj TcnecUng, around 
Gbosvenob. Fury of Bunthobne, who recognizes 
a rival. 

Dragoons, They love him ! Horror ! 

Bun, and Pa, They love him I Horror ! 
Gro8, They love me! Horror I Horror! Horror! 

Ensemble. — Tutti. 

GiBLS. Gbosvenob. 

Oh, list while we a love confess Again my cursed comeliness 

That words imperfectly express, Spreads hopeless anguish and dis- 

Those shell-like ears, ah, do not tress, 

close Thine ears, Fortune, did not close 

To blighted love's distracting woes I To my intolerable woes. 

Nor be distressed^ nor scandalized Let me be hideous, undersized, 

If what we do is ill-advised. Contemned, degraded, loathed, do- 

Or we shall seek within the tomb spised. 

liclief from our appalling doom ! Or bid me seek within the tomb 

Belief from my detested doom 1 

Patience. Bun. 

List, Reginald, while I confess My jealousy I can't express, 

A love that's all unselfishness, Their love they openly confess, 

That it's unselfish, goodness His shell-like ear he does not close 

knows, To their recital of their woes — 

You won't dispute it, I suppose. I'm more than angry and surprised. 

For 3'ou are hideous — undersized, I'm pained, and shocked, and scan- 
And everything that I've despised, dalized. 

And I shall love you, I presume. But he shall meet a hideous doom 

Until I sink into the tomb I Prepared for him by-"^ V'vi.wii 

whoml 

in* ^ 
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ACT n. 

Scene. — A glade. In the centre a smaU sheei of water. Jake 
is discovered leaning on a vioioneeUo, ujpon which she 
presently accompanies herself. 

Jane, The fickle crew have deserted Reginald and sworn 
allegianco to his rival, and all, forsooth, because he has glanced 
with passing favour on a puling milkmaid ! Fools ! Of that 
fancy he will soon weary — and then I, who alone am faithful 
to him, shall reap my reward. But do not dally too long, 
lleginald, for my charms are ripe, Reginald, and already they 
arc decaying. Better secure me ere I have gone too fsur ? 

Recitativs.— Jase, 

Sad is that woman^s lot who, year by year, 

Hees, one by one, her beauties diiappear. 

When Time, grown weary of her heart-drawn Bigb% 

Impatiently begins to " dim her eyes I " 

Compelled, at last, in life's uncertain gloamings. 

To wreatlie her wrinkled brow with well-saved " combingSi*' 

] {educed, with rouge, lipsalve and pearly grey. 

To " make up " for lost time, as best she may I 

Song. — Jane. 

Silvered is the raven hair- 
Spreading is the parting straighti 

Mottled the complexion fair. 
Halting is the youthful gait. 

Hollow is the laughter free. 
Spectacled the limped eye/ 

Little will be left of me. 
In the coming by-and-by I 

Fading is the taper waist — 

Shapeless grows the shapely limb, 
And although securely laced. 

Spreading is the figure trim ! 
Stouter than I used to be. 

Still more corpulent grow I— 
There will be too much of me 

In the coming by-aad-by I [Exit Jane. 

Enter Gbosvekob, follmved hy Maidens, two and two^ each 
2)laying on an archaic instrument, as in Act I. He is 
reading abstractedly, as Bunthobne did in Act L, and 
pays no attention to them. 
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Chorus of Maideits. 

Tarn, oh, turn, in this direction, 

Shed, oh, shed a gentle smile, 
With a glance ot sad perfection 

Our poor fainting hearts beguile I 
On such eyes as maidens cheridh 

Let thy fond adorers gaze, 
Or incontinently perish. 

In their all consuming rays I 

\JIe sits — they group around him, 

Gro8, (aside). The old old tale. How rapturously these 
maidens love me, and how hopelessly ! Oh, Patience, Patience, 
with the love of thee in my heart, what have I for these 
poor mad maidens but an unvalued pity? Alas, they will 
die of hopeless love for me, as I shall die of hopeless love for 
thee! 

Ang, Sir, will it please you read to us? {Kneels.) 

Or OS, (sighing). Yes, child, if you will. What shall I 
read? 

Ang. One of your own poems. 

Gros, One of my own poems ? Better not, my child. They 
will not cure thee of thy love. 

Ella, Mr. Bunthorne used to read us a poem of his own 
every day. 

Saph, And, to do him justice, he read them extremely 
well. 

Gros, Oh, did he so ? Well, who am I that I should take 
upon myself to withhold my gifts from you ? What am I but 
a trustee ? Here is a decalet — a pure and simple thing, a very 
daisy — a babe might understand it. To appreciate it it is not 
necessary to think of anything at all. 

Ang, Let us think of nothing at all ! 

Grosvenob recites. 

Gentle Jane was as good as gold. 

She always did as she was told. 

She never spoke when her mouth was full. 

Or caught blue-bottles their legs to pull ; 

Or spilt plum jam on her nice new frock, 

Or put white mice in the eight-day clock. 

Or vivisected her last new doll, 

Or fostered a passion for alcohol. 
And when she grew up she was ^vea in marriage 
To a first-class earl who keeps his carriage ! 

Gros. I believe I am right in saying that there is not one 
word in that decalet which is calculated to brin^ tt^a \i\xMS«^ ^\ 
shame to the cheek of modesty. 
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Ang, Not one; it is purity itself^ 
Gros. Here's another. 

Teasing Tom was a veiy bad boy • 
A great big sqnirt was ois favourite toy ; 
He put live shrimps in his father's boots, 
And sewed up the sleeves of his Sunday suits; 
He punched his poor little sisters* heads, 
And cayenne-peppered their four-post beds ; 
He plastered their hair with cobbler's wax, 
And dropped hot half pennies down their backs. 
The conse(iuence was he was lost totally, 
And married a girl in the corpi de bally I 

Ang. Marked you how grandly — how relentlessly — the 
damning catalogue of crime strode on, till Retribution, like a 
poised hawk, came swooping down upon the Wrong-Doer. Oh, 
H was terrible ! 

Ella, Ob, sir, you are indeed a true poet, for you touch our 
hearts, and they go out to you I 

Gros, (aside). This is simply cloying^ (Aloud.) Ladies, I 
am sorry to distress you, but you have been following me about 
ever since Monday, and this is Saturday. I should like the 
usual half-holiday, and if you will kindly allow me to close 
early to-day, I shall take it as a personal favour. 

Saph. Oh, sir, do not send us from you ! 

Oros. Poor, poor girls I It is best to speak plainly. I know 
that I am loved by you, but I never can love you in return, for 
my heart is fixed elsewhere! Remember the fable of the 
Magnet and the Chum I 

Ang. (wildly). But we don't know the fable of the Magnet 
and the Churn 1 

Gros. Don't you ? Then I will sing it to you. 

Song.— Grosvknor. 
A magnet hung in a hardware shop, 
And all around was a loving crop 
Of scissors and needles, naUs and knives, 
Offering love for all their lives ; 
But for iron the magnet felt no whim, 
Though he charmed iron, it charmed not him, 
From needles and nails and knives he'd turn, 
For he'd set his love on a Silver Chum I 
All. A Silver Chum I 

Oros. A Silver Chum I 

His most 8Bsthetic, 

Very magnetic 

Fancy took this tum-^ 

•* If I can wheedle 

A knife or needle, 
Why not a Silver Chum ? *• 
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Chor^ His most aesthetic, etc* 

Qrw. And Iron and Steel expressed surprise, 

The needles opened their well-drilled eyes, 

The pen-knives felt " shut up," no doubi^ 

The scissors declared themselves '* cut out, 

The kettles they boiled with rage, *tis said, 

While every nail went off its bead, 

And hither and thither began to roam, 

TiU a hammer came up — ^and drove them homOi 

AU* It drove them home ? 

Groi, It drove them home ; 

While this magnetio 

Peripatetic 
Lover ne lived to leanii 

By no endeavour, 

Can magnet ever 
Attract a Silver Chum I 

All* While this magnetic, etc* 

\They^ off in low spirits^ gazing lack at him from time 
to time. 
Gro8. At last they are gone! What is this mysterious 
fascination that I seem to exercise over all I come across. A 
curse on my fatal beauty, for I am sick of conquests I 

Patience aj[>pear8. 

Pa. Archibald I 

Oro8. (fums and sees her). Patience ! 

Fa, I have escaped with difficulty from my Reginald. 
I wanted to see you so much that I might ask you if you still 
love me as fondly as ever ? 

Gros. Love you ? If the devotion of a lifetime (Seizes 

her hand.) 

Fa. (indignantly). Hold ! Unhand me, or I scream. (He 
releases her.) If you are a gentleman, pray remember that I 
am another's! (Very tenderly.) But you do love me, don't 
you? 

Oros. Madly, hopelessly, despairingly ! 

Fa. That's right I I can never be yours ; but that's right I 

Oros. And you love this Bunthorne ? 

Fa. With a heart-whole ecstasy that withers, and scorches, 
and burns, and stings I (Sadly.) It is my duty. 

Chros. Admirable girl ! But you are not happy with him? 

Fa, Happy ? I am miserable beyond description ! 

Oros, ThjEit's right ! I never can be yours ; but that's right 1 

Pa. But go now— I see dear Reginald a^i^towiViYa.^* "^^\^ 
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well, dear Archibald, I cannot tell you how happy it has made 
me to know that you still love me. 

Qros, Ah, if I only dared (^Advawx^ towards her,) 

Fa, Sir ! This language to one who is promised to another ! 
{Tenderly, ) Oh, Archibald, think of me sometimes, for my 
heart is breaking ! Ho is so unkind to me, and you would be 
80 loving ! 

Gros, Loving ! (Advances towards her.) 

Pa, Advance one step, and as I am a good and pure woman, 
I scream! {Tenderly,) Farewell, Archibald ! (Sternly.) Stop 
there! (Tenderly,) Think of me sometimes! (Angrily,) 
Advance at your peril ! Once more, adieu ! 

[Gbosvknoe sighsj gazes sorrow/ally at her, sighs deeply, 
and exit. She hursts into tears. 

Enter B\tstrob:se, followed hy Jane. He is moody and 
preoccupied, 

Jane sings. 
In a melancholy train, 

One and one I walk all day ; 
Pity those who love in vain— 
None 80 sonowf ul as tbey, 

Who can only sigh and say, 
Woe is me, alack a-day ! 

Bun, (seeing Patience). Crying, eh ? What are you crying 
about ? 

Pa, Fve only been thinking how dearly I love you I 

Bun, Love me I Bah ! 

Jane, Love him ! Bah ! 

Bun. (to Jane). Don't you interfere. 

Jane. He always crushes me ! 

Pa. (going to him). What is the matter, dear Reginald? If 
you have any sorrow, tell it to me, that I may share it with 
yon. (Sighing,) It is my duty ! 

Bun, (snappishly). Whom were you talking with, just now? 

Pa. With dear Archibald. 

Bun. (furiously). With dear Archibald ! Upon my honour, 
this is too much ! 

Jane. A great deal too much ! 

Bun. (angrily to Jane). Do be quiet I 

Jane, Crushed again ! 

Pa, I think he is the noblest, purest, and most perfect being 
I have ever met. But I don't love him. It is true that he 
is devotedly atttached to me, but indeed I don't love him. 
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Whenever he grows affectionate, I scream. It is my duty! 



Bun, I dare say ! 

c/ane. So do I. /dare say! 

Fa. Why, how could I love him and love you too ? You 
can't love two people at once ! 

Bun. I don't believe you know what love is ! 

Ba. {sighing). Yes, I do ! There was a happy time when 
I didn't, but a bitter experience has taught me 1 

Ballad.— Patience. 

Love is a plaintive song, 

Song by a suffering maid, 
Telling a tale of wrong, 

Telling of hope betrayed. 
Tuned to each changing note, 

Sorry when he is. sad. 
Blind to his every mote, 
Meinr when he is glad ! 

Love that no wrong can cure^ 

Love that is always new, 
That is the love that's pure, 
That is the love that's true I 

Rendering good for ill, 

Smiling at every frown, 
Yielding your own self-will. 

Laughing your tear-drops down. 
Never a selfish whim. 

Trouble, or pain to stir ; 
Everything for him, 
Nothing at all for her ! 

Love that will aye endure, 

Though the rewards be few. 
That is the love that's pure. 
That is the love that s true f 

[At the end of hdllad, exit Patience, weeping. 

Bun. Everything has gone wrong with me since that smug- 
faced idiot came here. Before that I was admired ; I may say, 
loved. 

Jane. Too mild. Adored ! 

Bun. Do let a poet soliloquize ! The damozels used to follow 
me wherever I went; now they all follow him 1 

Jane. Not all ! /am still faithful to you. 

Bun. Yes, and a pretty damozel you are 1 

Jane. No, not pretty. Massive. Cheer up! I will never 
leave you, I swear it ! 

Bun, Ob, thank you ! I know what it la \ it's \\U ^^^^^^ 
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founded mildness. They find me too highly spiced, if you 
please ! And no doubt I am highly spiced. 

Jane, Not for my taste I 

Bun. (savagely). No ; but I am for theirs. But I can be as 
mild as he. If they want insipidity, they shall have it. 1*11 
meet this fellow on his own ground and beat him on it. 

Jane, You shall. And I will help you. 

Bun, You will ? Jane, there's a good deal of good in you, 
after all 1 

DUET.—BUNTHOBNB AND JANB. 

Jane, So go to him and say to him, with compliment ironical— 
Bun, Sing " Hey to you— 

Good day to you "^ 
And that's what I shall sa^ I 
Jane, "Your si^le is much too sanctified-* your cut is too 

canonical — " 
Bun* Sing "Bah to you— 

Ha! ha! to you"— 
And that's what I shall say I 
Jane, " I was the beau ideal of the morbid young sesthetical^i^ 
To doubt my inspiration was regarded as heretical — 
Until you cut me out with your placidity emetical." 
Bun, Sing " Booh to you — 

Pooh, pooh, to you**— 
And that's what I shall say ! 
Both* Sing " Hey to you, good day to yon '*— 

Sing "Bah to you, ha ! ha ! to you '* 
Sing "Booh to you, pooh, pooh"— 

And that's what | ^J" } shall say ! 

Bun, I'll tell him that unless he will coment to be more jocular — 
Jane, Say " Booh to you — 

Pooh, pooh, to you** 
And that's what you should say ! 
Bun, To cut his curly hair, and stick an eye-glass in his ocular- 
Jan^. Sing " Bah to you — 
Hal ha 1 to you"— 
And that's what you should say ! 
Bun, To stuff his conversation full of quibble and of quiddity, 
To dine on chops and roly-poly pudding with avidity — 
He'd better clear away with all convement rapidity. 
Jane, Sing " Hey to you— 
Good day to you " — 
And that's what you should say I 
Both. Sing " Booh to you— pooh, pooh, to you," 
Sing *' Bah to you— ha ! ha ! to you. 
Sing ** Hey to you — good day to you — ** 

And that's what { J^ } shall say I 

{Exeunt Jaiis and Bu2iTB0B2rs toaethet 
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{^Ejiier Du^e, Colonel, and Major. They Jiave abandoned 
their uniforms^ and are dressed and made up in imitation 
of Esthetics, They have long hair, and other outward 
signs of attachment to tlie brotherhood. As they sing they 
walk in stiff, constrained, and angular attitudes — a grotesque 
exaggeration of the attitudes adopted by Bunthome and the 
young Ladies in Act L 

Trio. 
Duke, Colonel, and Majob* 
It*B clear that medieval art alone retains its zest, 
To charm and please its devotees we've done oar little best. 
We're not quite sore if all we do has the Early English ring ; 
Bat^ as far as we can judge, it's something like this sort of tiling • 

You hold yourself like this {attitude). 

You hold yourself like that {attitude), 
By hook and crook you try to look both angular and flat {attitude)^ 

We venture to expect 

That what we recollect, 
Though but a part of true High Art, will have its due effect. 

If this is not exactly right^ we hope you won't upbraid. 
You can't get high /Esthetic tastes like trousers, ready madOj 
True views on Medisvalism, Time alone will bring. 
But, as far as we can judge, it's something like this sort of thing ; 
You hold yourself like this {attitude). 
You hold yourself like that {attitude). 
By hook and crook von try to look both angular and flat {attitudt)^ 

To cultivate the trim 

Bigidity of limb, 
f on ought to get a Marionette, and form your style on him {attitude)* 

Col, (attitude). Yes, it's quite clear that our only chance of 
makiog a lasting impression on these young ladies is to 
become as sestbetic as they are. 

Maj, (attitude). No doubt. The only question is how far 
"we've succeeded in doing so. I don*t know why, but I've an 
idea that this is not quite right. 

Duke (attitude). I don't like it. I never did. I don't see 
what it means. I do it, but I don't like it. 

Col. My good friend, the question is not whether we like if, 
but whether they do. They understand these things — we don't. 
Now, I shouldn't be surprised if this is effective enough — at a 
distance. 

Maj. I can't help thinking we're a little stiff at it. It would 
be extremely awkward if we were to be " struck " so I 

Col. I don't think we shall be struck so. Perhaps we're a 
little awkward at first — but everything must have a besinninsc. 
Oh. ha^ thev come J 'Tention t 
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They strike fresh attitudes^ as Ai7a. and Safhib enter, 

Ang, (seeing them). Oh, Saphir — see — see! The immortal 
fire has descended on them, and they are of the Inner Brothei- 
hood — perceptively intense and consummately utter! (The 
Officers have some difficulty in maintaining their constrained 
attitudes,) 

Saph. (in admiration). How Botticellian I How Fra 
Angelican I Oh, Art ! I thank thee for this boon I 

Col. (apologetically). I'm afraid we're not quite right. 

Ang. Not supremely, perhaps, but, oh, so ail-but! (To 
Sapuir.) Oh, Saphir, are they not quite too ail-but? 

Saph. They are indeed jolly utter. 

Maf. (in agony). What do the Inner Brotherhood usually 
recommend for cramp f 

Col. Ladies, we will not deceive you. We are doing this at 
some personal inconvenience with a view of expressing the ex- 
tremity of our devotion to you. We trust that it is not without 
its effect. 

Ang. We will not deny that we are much moved by this 
proof of your attachment. 

Saph. Yes, your conversion to the principles of Esthetic Art 
in its highest development has touched us deeply. 

Ang. And if Mr. Grosvenor should remain oDdurate— 

Saph. Which we have every reason to believe he will^ 

Maf. (aside, in agony). I wish they'd make haste. 

Ang. We are not prepared to say that our yearning hearts 
will not go out to you. 

Col. (as giving a word of command). By sections of threes 
— Eapture I (All strike a fresh attitude, expressive of cesthetic 
rapture.) 

Saph. Oh, it*s extremely good — for beginners it's admir- 
able. 

MaJ. The only question is, who will take who ? 

Saph. Oh, the Duke choose first, as a matter of course. 

Duke, Oh, I couldn't think of it — ^you are really too 
good ! 

Col. Nothing of the kind. Tou are a great matrimonial fish, 
and it's only fair that each of these ladies should have a chance 
of hooking you. 

Duke. It's perfectly simple. Observe, suppose you choose 
Angela, I take Saphir, Major takes nobody. Suppose you 
choose Saphir, Major takes Angela, I take nobody. Suppose 
you choose neither, I take Angela, Major takes Saphir. Clear 
as day! 
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Quintette. 

Duke, Ck)LONEL, Major, Angela, and Safhir. 
Duke {taking Saphir), 
If Saphir I choose to marry, 

I shall be fixed up for life ; 
Then the Colonel need not tarry, 
Angela can be his wife. 

[Bandivg Angela to Colonel. 
[DuKB dances with Saphib, Colonel with Anqkla, 
Major dances alone. 

Majob {dancing alone). 
In that case unprecedented, 

Single I shall live and die~^ 
I shall have to be contented 

With their heartfelt sympathy | 

All (dancing as before). 
He will have to be contented 
With our heartfelt sympath}' ! 

Duke {taking Angela). 
If on Angy I determine, 

At my wedding she'll appear. 
Decked in diamond and ermine, 

Major then can take Saphir ! 

[Handing SArHiR to Major. 
[Duke dances with Angela, Major with Sapiiiu, 
Colonel dances alone. 

Colonel {dancing). 
In that case unprecedented, 
- Single I shall live and die, 
I shall have to be contented 
With their heartfelt sympathy I 

All {dancing as before). 
He will have to be contented 
With our heartfelt sympathy ! 

Duke {taking both Angela and Saphib). 
After some debate internal, 

If on neither I decide, 
Saphir then can take the Colonel, 

[Eanding Saphib to Colonel. 
Angy be the Major's bride ! 

[Handing Angela to Major. 
[Colonel dances with Saphib, Majob with ANOEiiA, 
Duke dances alone. 
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In that case unprecedented. 

Single I must live and die, 
I shaU have to be contented 

With their heartfelt sympathy ! 

All {iiawAng as before). 

He will have to live contented 
With our heartfelt sympathy I 
[At the end, Duke, Ck)LOKEi., and Majob,; and two Girls 
dance off arm in arm. 

Enter Gbosvenob. 

Gro8. It is very pleasant to be alone. It 18 pleasant to be 
able to gaze at leisure upon those features which all others may 
gaze upon at their gocd will I (Looking at his reflection in 
hand-mirror.) Ah I I am a very Narcissus 1 

Enter Bunthobne, moodily. 

Bun. It's no use, I can't live without admiration I Since 
Grosvenor came here, insipidity has been at a premium. Ah, 
he is there ! 

Oros. Ah, Buxthorne, come here— look I Very graceful, 
isn't it? 

Bun. (taking hand-mirror). Yes, it is graceful. 

Oros. (re-taking hand-mirror). Oh I good gracious not that 

Bun. You don't mean that. Bah! I am in no mood for 
trifling. 

Oros. And what is amiss ? 

Bun. Ever since you came here, you have entirely mono- 
polized the attentions of the young ladies. I don't like it, sir I 

Gros. My dear sir, how can I help it ? They are the plague 
of my life. My dear Mr. Bunthorne, with your personal dis- 
advantages, you can have no idea of the inconvenience of being 
madly loved, at first sight, by every woman you meet. 

Bun. Sir, until you came here I was adored I 

Oros. Exactly — until I came here. That's my grievance. 
I cut everybody out I I assure you, if you could only suggest 
some means whereby, consistently with my duty to society, I 
could escape these inconvenient attentions, you would earn my 
everlasting gratitude. 

Bun, I will do so at oncd. However popular it may b^ 
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with tie world at largo, your personal appearance is highly 
objectionable to me, 

Oro8. It is? (Shaking his hand.) Oh, thank you, thank 
you ! How can I express my gratitude ? 

Bun, By making a complete change at once. Your conver- 
sation must henceforth be perfectly matter-of-fact. You must 
cut your hau*, and have a back parting. In appearance and 
costume you must be absolutely commonplace. 

Gro8. (decidedly). No. Pardon me, that's impossible. 

Bun, Take care. When I am thwarted I am very terrible. 

Gros. I can't help that. I am a man with a mission. And 
that mission must be fulfilled. 

Bun, I don't think you quite appreciate the consequences of 
thwarting me. 

Oros, I don't care what they are. 

Bun, Suppose— I won't go so far as to say that I will do it 
— but suppose for one moment, I were to curse you ? (Gros- 
VENOR quails,) Ah I Very well. Take care. 

Gro8, But surely you would never do that? (In great 
alarm,) 

Bun. I don't know. It would be an extreme measure, no 
doubt. Still 

Gros, (wildly). But you would not do it — I am sure you 
would not. (Throwing himself at Bunthorne's knees, and 
clinging to him,) Oh, reflect, reflect! You had a mother 
once. 

Bun, Never! 

Gros. Then you had an aunt ! (Bunthorne affected,) Ah! 
I see you had ! By the memory of that aunt, I implore you 
to pause ere you resort to this last fearful expedient. Oh, Mr. 
Bunthorne, reflect, reflect ! ( Weeping,) 

Bun, (aside, after a struggle with himself), I must not allow 
myself to be unmanned I (Aloud,) It is useless. Consent at 
once, or may a nephew's curse 

Gros. Hold. Are you absolutely resolved ? 

Bun. Absolutely. 

Chros, Will nothing shake you ? 

Bun, Nothing. I am adamant. 

Gros, Very good. (Rising.) Then I yield. 

Bun. Ha ! You swear it ? 

Gros. I do. Cheerfully. I have long wished for a reason- 
nble pretext for such a change as you suggest. It has come at 
laot. I do it on compulsion I 

^ttii. Victory! I triumph I 
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DUKT.— BUNTHORWB AND GbOSVE2IO& 

B\a^ When I go out of door, 

Of damozels a score 

(All Bi^hing and burning, 

And clinging and yearning) 
Will follow me as before. 
I shall, with enltared taste, 
Distinguish gems from paste, 

And " High diddle diddle »* 

Will rank as an idyll, 
If I pronounce it chaste I 

A most intense young man, 
A soulful-eyed young man, 
An ultra poetical, super-ssthcticaly 
Out-of-the-way young man. 

BoiK A most intense young man, etfr 

Grou Conceive me, if you can. 

An everyday young man ; 

A commonplace type, 

With a stick and a pipe. 
And a half-bred black-and-tan. 

Who thinks suburban "hops," 

More fun than "Monday pops." 
Who*s fond of his dinner, 

And doesn*t get thinner 

On bottled beer and chops. 

A commonplace young man — 
A matter-of-fact young man — 
A steady and stolid-y, jolly Bank-holid&y 
Everyday young man ! 

Bun, A Japanese young man — 

A blue-and-white young man — 
Francesca di Rimini, miminy, piminy, 
Jcn^saw-^yixix young man. 

Groi^ A Chancery Lane young man — 

A Somerset House young man — 
A very delectable, highly respectable. 
Threepenny-bus young man I 

Bun^ A pallid and thin young man— 

A haggard and lank young man— 
A greenery-yallery, Grosvenor Gallery, 
Foot-in-the-grave young man I 

(?ro». A Sewell and Cross young man — 

A Howell and James young man — 
A pushing young particle — " What*s the next 
article " — 
Waterloo House young man ! 
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Ensemble. 

Bun. Gros. 

Conceive me, if you can, Conceive me, if you can, 

A crotchety, cracked youug A matter-of-fact ^onng man, 

man. An alphabetical, arithmetical. 

An ultra-poetical, Buper-sesthetical, Everyday young man ! 
Out-of-the-way young man ! 

\At the end, Geosvenob dances off, Bunthokne 
remains. 
Bun, It is all right ! I have committed my last act of ill- 
nature^ and henceforth I'm a reformed character. 

[Dances about stage, humming refrain of la^t air. 

Enter Patience. She gazes in astonishment at him. 

Pa. Reginald! Dancing I And — what in the world is the 
matter with you ? 

Bun, Patience, I'm a changed man. Hitherto, I've been 
gloomy, moody, fitful — ^uncertain in temper, and selfish in 
disposition — 

Pa, Yon have indeed I {Sighing.) 

Bun, All that is changed. I have reformed. I have 
modelled myself upon Mr. Grosvenor. Henceforth I am mildly 
cheerfuL My conversation will blend amusement with in- 
struction. I shall still be aesthetic ; but my lestheticism will 
be of the most pastoral kind. 

Pa, Oh, Reginald I Is all this true ? 

Bun, Quite true. Observe how amiable I am. (Assuming 
a faced smile,) 

Pa, But, Reginald, how long will this last ? 

Bun, With occasional intervals for rest and refreshment, as 
long as I do. 

Pa, Oh, Reginald, I'm so happy I (In his arms,) Oh, dear, 
dear Reginald, I cannot express the joy I feel at this change. 
It will no longer be a duty to love you, but a pleasure — ^a 
rapture, an ecstasy ! 

Bun. My darling I 

Pa, But—- oh, horror ! (Becoiling from him.) 

Bun. What's the matter? 

Pa. Is it quite certain that you have absolutely reformed— 
that you are henceforth a perfect being — utterly free from 
defect of any kind? 

Bun, It k quite certain. I have sworn it 1 

Pa, Then I never can be yours 1 

Bun. Why not? 
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Pa, Love, to be pure, must be absolutely unselfish, and there 
can be nothing unselfish in loying so perfect a being as you 
have now become 1 

Bun, But, stop a bit, I don't want to reform — ^Fll relapse — 
I'll be as I was — 

Pa, No ; love should purify — ^it should never debasot 

Bun, But, I assure you, I— interrupted I 

Enter Grosvenor, followed hy all the young Ladies, who are 
followed hy chorus of Dragoons. He has had his hair cut, 
and is dressed in an ordinary suit of dittos and a pot hat. 
They all dance cheerfully round the stage in marked 
contrast to their former languor. 

Chorus— Grosvbnob and Ladies. 

Gros. Ladies. 

I*m a Waterloo House young man, We're Swears and Wells young 

A Sewell and Cross young man, girls, 

A steady and stolid-y, jolly Bank- We're Madame Louise young girls, 

holiday. We're prettily pattering, cheerily 

Everyday young man. chattering, 

Everyday young girls, 

Gros, I'm a Waterloo House young man I 

Girls» We're Swears and Wells young girls I 

Gros, I'm a Sewell and Cross young man I 

Girls, We're Madam Louise young girls ! 

Gros, \ I'm a steady and stolid-y, jolly Bank-holiday, 

f Everydajr young man ! 

Ladies, I We're prettily pattering, cheerily chattering, 

J Everyday young girls I 

Bun. Angela — ^Ella — Saphir — what — what does this mean ? 

Ang. It means that Archibald the All-right cannot be 
wrong; and if the All-right chooses to discard SBstheticism, it 
proves that ffistheticism ought to be discarded. 

Pa. Oh, Archibald I Archibald! I'm shocked — surprised— 
horrified I 

Oros, I can't help it. I'm not a free agent. I do it on 
compulsion. 

Pa, This is terrible. Go I I shall never set eyes on you 
again. But — oh, joy I 

Gros, What is the matter? 

Pa, Is it quite, quite certain that you will always be a 
commonplace young man ? 

Oros, Always — I've sworn it. 
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Ta. Why, then, there's nothing to prevent my loving you 
with all the fervour at my command ! 
Oros, Why, that's true. 
Pa. My Archibald I 
(7ro«. My Patience ! {They emhroM^ 
Bun, Crushed again ! 

Enter Jane. 

Jane (who is still cesthetic). Cheer up I I am still here. I 
have never left you, and I never will I 

Bun. Thank you, Jane. After all, there is no denying it, 
you're a fine figure of a woman 1 

Jane, My Beginald I 

Bun, My Jane I 

Flourish, Enter Colonel, Duke, and Majob. 

Col, Ladies, the Duke has at length determined to select a 
bride ! ( Qeneral excitement.) 

Duke. I have a great gift to bestow. Approach, such of you 
as are truly lovely. (All conie forward^ hashfvlly^ except J.\ne 
and Patience.) In personal beauty you have all that is 
necessary to make a woman happy. In common fairness, I 
think I ought to choose the only one among you who has the 
misfortune to be distinctly plain. (Girls retire disajppointed.) 
Jane! 

Jane (leaving Bunthorne's arms). Duke I (Janb and 
Duke embrace, Bunthobne is utterly disgusted.) 

Bun, Crushed again ! 

Finale. 

Buhe. After much debate internal 

X on Lady Jane decide, 
Saphir now may take the Colonel, 
Angy be the Majorca bride I 

[Saphib pairs off with Colonel, Angela with the 
Major, Ella with Solicitor. 

Bun* In that case unprecedented, 

Single I must live and die, 
I shall have to be contented 
With a tulip or 11/^ / 

[Takes a lily from hutton'hole, and gazes affectionately 
at it. 
All, He will have to be contented 

With a tulip or lily I 
III. Vw 
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ASL% Greatly pleased with one another, 

To get married we decide, 
Each of us will wed the other, 
Nobody bo Bunthorne's Bride I 

Dancb. 

CUBTAIB. 
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CASTLE ADAMANT. 
ACT L 

Scene. — Pavilion attached to KiNa Hildebband's Palace. 
Soldiers and Courtiers discovered looking out through opera- 
glasses, telescopes^ etc,, Flobian leading. 

Chorus. 

Search throughout the panorama 
For a sign of royal Gama, 

Who to-day should cross the water 

With his fascinating daughter- 
Ida is her name. 

Some misfortune evidently 

Has detained them — consequently 

Search throughout the panorama 

For the daughter of King Gama, 
Prince Huarion's flame I 

Solo. 

/7or. Will Prince Hilarion*8 hopes be sadly blighted? 

All, WhocanteU? 

Fior, Will Ida break the vows that she has plighted ? 

All. WhocanteU? 

Flon Will she back out, and say she did not mean them? 

AIL WhocanteU? 

Flor, If so, there'll be the deuce to pay between them I 

All. No, no— we*U not despair, 

For Gama would not dare 

To make a deadly foe 

Of Hildebrand, and so, 
Search tiiroughout, eto. 
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Enter Ejno Hildkbbakd, wOh Ctbil. 

EUd, See you no sign of Ctam& ? 

Flor, None, my liege I 

Hild, It's very odd indeed. If Gama fail 

To put in an appearance at our Court 

Before the sun has set in yonder west. 

And fail to bring the Princess Ida here. 

To whom our son EQlarion was betrothed 

At the extremely early age of one. 

There's war between King Gama and ourselves! 

S Aside to Cybil.) Oh, C^ril^ how I dread this interview, 
t's twenty years since he and I have met. 
He was a twisted monster — all awry — 
As though dame Nature, angiy with her work. 
Had crumpled it in fitful petulanGe I 

Of^, But, sir, a twisted and ungainly trunk 
Often bears goodly fruit. Perhaps he was 
A kind, well-spoken gentlemen? 

EUd. Oh,nol 

For, adder-like, his sting lay in his tongue. 
(His " sting " is present, though his ** stung" is past.) 

Fhr, (looking through S^au), But stay, my liege ; o'er 
yonder mountain's brow 
Comes a small body, bearing (Kama's arms ; 
And now, I look more dosely at it, idr, 
I see attached to it ELing Qama's legs ; 
From which I gather this corollary 
That that small body must be Gbucna's own I 

EUd. Hal Is the Prinoess with him? 

Flor, Well, my liege, 

Unless her highness is full six feet high, 
And wears moustachios too— and sm&es cigars— 
And rides en cavalier in coat of steel — 
I do not think she is. 

EUd. One never knows. 

She's a strange girl, I've heard, and does odd things! 
Come, bustle there I 

For Gama place the richest robes we own — 
For Gkima place the coarsest prison dresa — 
For Gama let our best spare bed be aired — 
For Ghima let our deepest dungeon yawn — 
For Gama lay the costliest banquet out— 
For Gama place cold water and dry bread ! 
For as King Gama brings the Princess hcre^ 
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Or brings her not, so shall King Gama have 

Much more than everything — ^much less than nothing 1 

Song and Chorus. 

E'yld, Now hearken to my strict command 
On every hand, on every hand — 

Chorus. 

To your command. 
On every hand. 
We datifully bow ! 

EM, If Gama bring the Princess here 

Give him good cheer, give him good cheer* 

Chorus, 

If she come here 
We*ll give him a cheer, 
And we will show you how. 
Hip, hip, hnrrah I hip, hip, hurrah I 
Hip, hip, hurrah I hip, hip, hurrah I 
We*ll shout and sing 
Lon^ live the king. 
And his daughter, too, I trow I 
Then shout hA I ha ! hip, hip, hurrah ! 
For the fair Princess and her good r^pai 
Hip, hip, hurrah ! 
Hip, hip, hurrah ! 
Hip, hip, hurrah I hurrah I 

EM, But if he fail to keep his troth, 

Upon our oath, we'll trounce them both 1 

Chorus. 

Hell trounce them both. 
Upon his oath. 
As sure as quarter day ! 

Wld, Well shut him up in a dungeon cell, 
And toll his knell on a funeral bell. 

Chorus. 

From dungeon cell. 
His funeru knell. 
Shall strike him with dismay I 
And we'll shout ha ! ha I hip, hip, hurrah I 
Hip, hip, hurrah ! hip, hip, hurrah 1 
As up we string. 
The faithless King, 
In the old familiar way I 
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We'll ehont ha ! ha ! hip, hip, hurrah I 
As we make an end of her false papa. 

Hipi hip, hurrah ! 

Hip, hip, hurrah I 
Hip, nip, hurrah ! hurrah ! {Exeunt all. 

Enter Hilabion. 

Begitatiye. — HlLARIOir, 

To-day we meet — ^my baby bride and I— 
But, ah, my hopes are balanced by my fears I 

What transmutations have been conjured by 
The silent alchemy of twenty years I 

Ballad. — Hilabion. 

Ida was a twelvemonth old. 

Twenty years affo ! 
I was twice her age, I'm told. 

Twenty years ago I 
Husband twice as old as wife 
Argues ill for married life 
Baleful prophecies were rife 

Twenty years ago ! 

Still, I was a tiny prince 

Twenty yeais ago. 
She has gamed upon me, since 

Twenty years ago. 
Though she twenty-one, it*s truOi 
I am barely twenty-two— 
False and foolish prophets yon, 

Twenty years ago I 

Enter Hildebband. 

fftt. Well, father, is there news for me at last ? 

Etld. King Gutna is in sight, but much I fear 
With no Princess! 

IIil. Alas, my liege, IVe heard 

That Princess Ida has forsworn the world. 
And, with a band of women, shut herself 
Within a lonely country house, and there 
Devotes herself to stem philosophies ! 

Hild. Then I should say the loss of such a wife 
Is one to which a reasonable man 
Would easily be reconciled. 

Eil Oh no! 

Or I am not a reasonable man. 
She is my wife— has been for twenty years I 
(^Looking through glass,) I think I see her now* 
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mu, Hal let me look! 

Hih In my mind's eye, I mean — ^a blushing bride, 
All bib and tucker, frill and furbelow ! 
How exquisite she looked, as she was borne, 
Eecumbent, in her foster-mother's arms ; 
How the bride wept — nor would be comforted 
Until the hireling mother-for-the-nonce, 
Administered refreshment in the vestry. 
And I remember feeling much annoyed 
That she should weep at marrying with me. 
But then I thought, *' These brides are all alike. 
You cry at marrying me ? How much more cause 
You'd have to cry if it were broken off I " 
These were my thoughts ; I kept them to myself, 
For at that age I had not learnt to speak. 

Enter Courtiers, with, Gybil and Flortait, 

Chorw, From the distant panorama 

Come the sons of royal Gama. 

Who, to-day, should cross the water 
With his fascinating daughter — 
Ida is her name ! 

Enter Abac, Guron and ScYNTJiiuai 

S017G.— Arao» 
We are warriors three, 

Sons of Gama, Bex, 
Like most sons are w^ 

Masculine in sex. 

Jll Thre9. Yes, yes, 

Masculine in sex. 

Avac, Politics we bar, 

They are not our bent| 
On the whole we are 
Not intelligent. 

AM Three, No, no, 

Not intelligent 

Arac, But with doughty heart, 

And with trusty blade 
We can plaj^ our part — 
Fighting is our trade. 

All Three, Yes, yes. 

Fighting is our trade. 

All Three, Bold, and fierce, and strong, ha I Iml 
For a war we bum, 



138 PRINCESS IDA; OR, 

With its right or wrong, ha I ha i 

We have no concem. 
Order comes to fight, ha I ha ! 

Order is obeyed, 

We are men of might, ha I ha I 

Fighting is our trade. 
Yes, yes. 
Fighting is onr trade, ha I ha 1 

Fighting is onr trade. 

Chorus, They are men of might, ha ! ha I 
Order oomes to fight, ha ! ha t 
Order is obeyed, ha I ha I 
Fighting is their trade ! 

EnUr Kino Gama. 

Song.— Gama* 
If you give me your attention, I will tell yon what I ami 
I'm a ^nuine philanthropist~-«U other Innds are aham. 
Each little fault of temper and each social defect 
In my erring fellow-creatures, I endeavour to correct. 
To aU their little weaknesses I open people's eyes 
And little plans to snub the self-sufficient I devise ; 
I love my fellow-creatures — ^I do all the good I can^ 
Tet everybody says I*m such a disagreeable man I 
And I can*t think why! 

To compliments inflated IVe a withering reply, 
And vanity I always do my best to mortify ; 
A charitable action I can skilf nlly dissect ; 
And interested motives I*m delighted to detect ; 
I know everybody's income and what everybody earns ; 
And I carefully compuire it with the income-tax returns; 
But to benefit humanity however much I plan. 
Yet everybody says I'm such a disagreeable man ! 
And I can't think why I 

I'm sure I'm no ascetic ; I'm as pleasant as can be ; - 
You'll always find me ready with a crushing repartee, 
I've an irritating chuckle, I've a celebrated sneer, 
I've an entertaining snigger, I've a fascinating leer. 
To everybody's prejudice I know a thing or two ; 
I can tell a woman's age in half a minute— and I do. 
But although I try to make myself as pleasant as I can, 
Yet everybody says I'm such a disagreeable man 1 
And I can't think why I 

Oama, So this is Castle Hildebrand? Well, well! 
Dame Eumour whispered that the place was grand; 
She told me that year taste was exquisite, 
Superb, unparalleled 1 

EUd. {gratified). Oh, really^ king ! 
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Oama. But she's a liar I Why, how old you've grown I 
Is this Hilarion ? Why, you've changed too — 
You were a singularly handsome child I 
(To Florian,) Are you a courtier? Come, then, ply 

your trade. 
Tell me some lies. How do you like your king ? 
Vile rumour says he's all but imbecile. 
Now, that's not true? 

FU). My lord, we love our king 

His wise remarks are valued by his court 
As precious stones. 

Oama, And for the selfsame cause. 

Like precious stones, his sensible remarks 
Derive their value from their scarcity! 
Gome now, be honest, tell the truth for oncel 
Tell it of me. Come, come, I'll harm you not. 
This leg is crooked — this foot is ill-designed — 
This shoulder wears a hump I Come, out with it t 
Look, here's my facel Now, am I not the worst 
Of Nature's blunders ? 

CyrU, Nature never errs. 

To those who know the workings of your mind, 
Tour face and figure, sir, suggest a book 
Appropriately bound. 

Oama (enraged). Why, hark ye, sir, 
How dare you bandy words with me? 

Cyril. No need. 

To bandy aught that appertains to you. 

Oama (furiously). Do you permit this, king? 

Eild. We are in doubt 

Whether to treat you as an honoured guest. 
Or as a traitor knave who plights his word. 
And breaks it. 

Oama (quickly). If the casting vote's with me, 
I give it for the former 1 

Eild. We shall see. 

By the terms of our contract, signed and sealed. 
You're bound to bring the Princess here to-day j 
Why is she not with you ? 

Oama. Answer me this ; 

What think you of a wealthy purse-proud man. 
Who, when he calls upon a starving friend. 
Pulls out his gold and flourishes his notes. 
And flashes diamonds in the pauper's eyes ? 
What name have you for such an one? 
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mid. A snob. 

Oama, Just so. The girl has beauty, virtue, wit, 
Grace, humour, wisdom, charity, and pluck. 
Would it be kindly, think you, to parade. 
These brilliant qualities before your eyes ? 
Oh no. King Hiidebrand, I am no snob I 

Hild, {furiously). Stop that tongue. 
Or you shall lose the monkey head that holds it! 

Gama. Bravo I your king deprives me of my head. 
That he and I may meet on equal terms I 

HUd, Where is she now ? 

Oama, In Castle Adamant, 

One of my many coimtry houses. 
tShe rules a woman's University, 
With full a hundred girls, who learn of her. 

Cyril, A hundred girls I A hundred ecstasies! 

Oama, But no mere girls, my good young gentleman ; 
With all the college learning that you boast, 
The youngest there will prove a match for you, 

Cyril, With all my heart, if she's the prettiest! 
(To Flo,') Fancy a hundred matches — all alight! — 
That's if I strike them as I hope to do! 

Oama, Despair your hope ; their hearts are dead to men. 
He who desires to gain their favour must 
Be qualified to strike their teeming brains. 
And not their hearts. They're safety matches, sir. 
And they light only on the knowledge box- 
So youv'e no chance ! 

Flo, Are there no males whatever in those walls ? 

Oama, None, gentlemen, excepting letter mails— 
And they are driven (as males often are 
In other large commimities) by women. 
Why, bless my heart, she's so particular 
SheMl scarcely suffer Dr. Watt's hymns — 
And all the animals she owns are *' hers " ! 
The ladies rise at cockcrow every morn — 

Cyril, Ah, then they have male poultry ? 

Oama, Not at all, 

(Confidentially,) The Growing's done by an accomplished 
hen I 

Duet. — ^Gama and Hildebrakd* 
Oama, Perhaps if ^ou address the lady 
Most politely, most politely- 
Flatter and impress the lady, 
Most politely, most politely— 
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Humbly be^ and humbly sue— 
She may deign to look on you. 
But your doing you must do 
Most politely, most politely I 
All, Humbly beg and humbly sue, etc 

Kxldt Go you, and inform the lady, 

Most politely, most politely, 
If she don*t, we*ll storm the lady, 
Most politely, most politely ! 
(2b Gatna), You'll remain as hostage here ; 
Should Hilarion disappear. 
We will hang you, never fear. 

Most politely, most politely ! 
f He'll ^ 
AU9 < I'll > remain as hostage here^ ete. 



[Gama, Abac, Gubok, and Sctnthius are marched 
off in custody^ Hildebband follomng^ 

ReOITATIVB. — HILA.BION. 

CJome, Cyril, Florian, our course is plain, 
To-morrow mom fair Ida we'll engage ; 

But we will use no force her love to gain, 
Nature has armed us for the war we wage ! 

TbIO.— HiLABION, CyEIL, AND FlOBIA», 

E\i» Expressive glances 

Shall be our lances, 
And pops of Sillery 
Our bght artillery. 
We'll storm their bowers 
With scented showers 
Of fairest flowers 
That we can buy ! 
Charm Oh, dainty triolet I 

Oh, fragrant violet ! 
Oh, gentle heigho-let 
(Or litae sigh) 
On sweet urbanity^ 
Though mere inanity, 
To touch their vani^ 
We will rely ! 

Cyr When day is fading, 

With serenading 

And such frivolity 

We'll prove our quality. 
A sweet profusion 
Of soft allusion 
This bold intrusion 

Shall justify. 

CSior. Ok, dainly ttuAftt^ ^\a% 
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ilo. We'UdhttniiOivrMiiMS 

WlthTerbiataieeg, 

With t^aUadfl amatoiy 

And dfidaiiuitoKy. 
And litUe heeduup 
Their pretty pleaoing 
Our love exceeding 

iJhat. (^ dainty iiiokt,eie. 

Be-^nter Gama, Abao^ Gubov, and SonrrHins heavily ironed, 

Rboitatits. 

Oama. Mpiii we^ till then, in priion cell be tfamst? 
HUiL Tonmnstl 

Oama, This seems mmeoesMzily MiTere t 
Araot Churtmi and SeyntkiuM* Hear, hear I 

Tbio.~Abao, GuBoir axd Saxvnmm, 

For a month to dwell 
In a dnngeon cell ; 

Growing thii^ and wixen 

In a solitaiy pcisoni 
Is a poor look mit 
For a soldier stoat. 

Who is longing for the lattie 

01 a compMeaied battle^ 
For the nim-ram-tiim 
Of the military dram, 

And the gims that go boom ! booml 

AU» Boom ! boom I boom I boom 1 

Kam-tnmmy-tammy-tam I 
Boom 1 boom I 

Mild, When Hilarion*s bride 

Has at length compiled 

With ttie jnst conditioni 

Of oar requisitions. 
Yon may go in haste 
And indolge voor taste 

For the fascinating rattle 

Of a comidicatedbattle. 

For the ram-tom-tom. 
Of the military dmm, 

And the gons tiiat go boom ! boom ! 

AU, Boom I boom ! etc 

All. But till that time | 3^^^ | bere remain, 

And bail | ^^ \ wiU not entertain. 
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Should she \ ^^^ \ mandate diflobey, 
Yoitf I ^*^^ ^® penalty will pay ! 

[Gaila, Abao, GxTBONy and Soykthius art marched 
off. 



ACT II. 

Gardens in CasUe Adamant A river runs across the hack of 
the stagey crossed by a rustic bridge. Castle Adamant in 
the distance. Girl graduates discovered seated at the feet 
a/LadyPsyohb. 

Chobus. 

Towards the empyrean heights 

Of every kind of lore, 
We've taken several easy flights, 

And mean to take some more. 
In trying to achieve success 

No envy racks our heart, 
And all the knowledge we possess 

We mutually impart. 

Solo.— Melissa. 
Pray what authors should she read 
Who in Classics would succeed ? 

PSTOHE. 

If yon*d cross the Helicon, 
Ton should read Anacreon, 
Ovid's Metamorphoses, 
Likewise Aristophanes, 
And the works of Juvenal : 
These are worth attention, all ; 
But, if you will be advised. 
You will get them Bowdlerized I 

Chorus. 
Yes, we'll do as we're advised, 
We will get them Bowdlerized! 

Solo.— Sachabissa. 
Pray you, tell us, if you can. 
What's the thing that's known as Man? 

PSTOHE. 

Man wiU swear, and Man will storm—* 
Man is not at all good fonn— - 
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Bfan ifl of no kind of nge— 
Man*B a donkey—- Mati*s a goose— 
Man IB eoane, and Man is plain-* 
Man ifl more or less insane— 
Man*s a ribald— Man*s a zake, 
Blan is Nature's sole mistake I 

Chobub. 
We*U a memorandum make- 
Man is Nature's sole mistake I 

And thus to empyrean height 

Of every kind of lore, 
In search of wisdom's pure deligfa^ 

Ambitiously we soar. 
In trying to achieve success 

No envy racks our heart, 
For all we know and all we guess, 

We mutually impart I 

EikJUft Ladt Blanohb. AJO, $tand itp demurdy. 

Bla, AttwtioD, ladies, while I read to you 
The Princess Ida's list of punishments. 
The first is Sacharissa. She's expelled I 

An. Expelled I 

Bla, Expelled, because altliough she know 

No man of any kind may pass our walls. 
She dared to bring a set of chessmen here ! 

Sack, (crying), I meant no harm; they're only men of 
wood ! 

Bla. They're men with whom you give each other mate, 
And that's enough I The next is Chloe. 

Chloe. Ah ! 

Bla. Chloe will lose three terms, for yesterday. 
When looking through her drawing-book, I found 
A sketch of a perambulator I 

All (horrified). Oh ! 

Bla. Double perambulator, shameless girl ! 
That's all at present. Now, attention, pray I 
Your Principal the Princess comes to give 
Her usual inaugural address 
To those young ladies who joined yesterday. 

Enter the Pbinoess, 
Cbobus* 
Mighty maiden with a mission, 
Paragon of common sense, 
Bunning fount of erudition, 
Mirade of eloquence. 
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We are blind, and we wonid see ; 
We aie bound, and would be free { 
We are dumb, and we would talk ; 
We are lame, and we would walk. 
Mighty maiden with a mission — 

Paragon of common sense ; 
Banning fount of erudition— 
Miracle of eloquence I 
riin. (Eecii,) Minerva ! hear me : 

Aria, 
At this my call 

A f errent few 

Have come to woo 
The rays that from thee fall. 

Oh, goddess wise 
That lOTest li^ht, 
Endow with sight 
Their unillumined eyes. 
Let fervent words and fervent thoughts be minOi 
That I may lead them to thy sacred shrine I 

Women of Adamant, fair Neophytes — 

Who thirst for such instruction as we give, 

Attend, while I unfold a parable. 

'J'he elephant is mightier than Man, 

Yet Man subdues him. Why ? The elephant 

Is elephantine everywhere but here (tapping Tier forehead). 

And Man, whose brain is to the elepnant's, 

As Woman's brain to Man's — (that's rule of three)— 

Conquers the foolish giant of the woods, 

As Woman, in her turn, shall conquer Man. 

In Mathematics, Woman leads the way — 

The narrow-minded pedant still believes 

That two and two make four! Why we can prove, 

We women — household drudges as we are — 

That two and two make five— or three— or seven ; 

Or five and twenty, if the case demands ! 

Diplomacy ? The wiliest diplomate 

Is absolutely helpless in our hands. 

Be wheedles monarchs — ^woman wheedles him 1 

Logic? Why, tyrant Man himself admits 

It's waste of time to argue with a woman I 

Then we excel in social qualities : 

Though Man professes that he holds our sex 

In utter scorn, I venture to believe 

He'd rather spend the day with one of you, 

Than with five hundred of his feUo^-t£i«ii\ 

JJL \a 
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In all things we excel. Believing this, 
A hundred-maidens here have svrom to nlace 
Their feet upon his neck. If we succeed, 
Well treat him better than he treated us : 
But if we fail, why then let hope £Edl too I 
Let no one care a penny how she looks- 
Let red be worn with yellow — Wue with green- 
Crimson with scarlet — ^violet with blue 1 
Let all your things misfit^ and you yourselves^ 
At inconvement moments come undone I 
Let hair-pins lose their virtue : let the hook 
Disdain the fascination of the eye — 
The bashful button modestly evade 
The soft embraces of the button-hole I 
Let old associations all dissolve, 
Let Swan secede from Edgar — Cask from Gask^ 
Sewell from Gross— Lewis from AUenbvI 
In other words — ^let Chaos come again I 
{Coming down) Who lectures in the Hall of Arts to-day ? 

Bid. I, madam, on Abstract Fhiloeo^y. 
There I propose oonndering, atlength. 
Three points— The Is, the Might Be, andihe Must: 
Whether the Is, from being actual fact. 
Is more important than the vague Might Be^ 
Or the Might Be, from taking wider scope. 
Is for that reason greater than the Is: 
And lastly, how the Is and Might Be stand 
Compared with the inevitable Must ! 

Prin. The subject's deep— how do you treat it, pray ? 

Bla, Madam, I take three possibilities^ 
And strike a balance, then, between the throe I 
As thus : The Princess Ida Is our head. 
The Lady Psyche Might Be — ^Lady Blanche, 
Neglected Blanche, inevitably Must. 
Given these three hypotheses— to find 
The actual betting against each of them I 

Frin. Your theme's ambitious : iH»y you bear in mind 
Who highest soar fall farthest. Fare you well. 
You and your pupils I Maidens, follow me. 

[Exeunt Pbingess cund Maidens, nnging refrain of 
chorus, **And thu$ to empyrean heights,^* etc 
Nonet Ladt Blakoiib. 

Bla, I should conmiand here — ^I was bom to rule. 
But do I rule? I don't Why? I don't know. 
I ahall some day. Not yet. I Idde my time. 
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I once was Some One — nnd the Was Will Be, 

'J'he Present as we speak becomes the Past, 

The Past repeats itself, and so is Future! 

This sounds involved. It*s not. It's right enough. 

Song. — Ladt Blanohb. 

Come mighty Must ! 

Inevitable Shall! 
Id thee I trust. 

Time weaves my coronal I 
Go, mocking Is ! 

Go, disappointing Was ! 
That I am tbis 

Te are the cursed cause ! 
Yet humble second shall be first, 

I ween; 
And dead and buried be the curst 
Has Been ! 

Oh, weak Might Be ! 

Oh, May, Might, Could, Would, Should I 
How powerless ye 

For evil or for good I 
In every sense 

Tour moods I cheerless call, 
Wliate*er your tense 

Ye are Imperfect, all I 
Ye have deceived the trust that I\*c shown 

In 3-e I 
Away I The Mighty Must alone 

Shall be I 

\Exii Lady Blanche. 

Enlet IIiLAlilON, Cyril, and Florian, dimbing over tvall, and 
creejnng cautiously among the trees and rocks at the back of 
the stage. 

Trio.— IIiLARio:r, Cyril, Florl^ln. 

Gently, gently, 
Evidently 

We are safe so far, 
After scaling 
Fence and paling. 

Here, at last, we are I 
In this college 
Useful knowledge 

Everywhere one finds. 
And already. 
Growing steady, 

We've enlarged otut mVa^ 
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Cyr. 


WeVe learnt that prickly cactus 
Has the power to attract ns 

When we fall. 


All. 


When we fall! 


mi. 


That nothing man unsettles 
Like a bed of stinging nettles, 

Short or talU 


An. 


Short or tall ! 


Flor. 


That bull-dogs feed on throttles— 
That we don't like broken bottles 
OnawalL 


All. 


On a wall! 


mi. 


That spring-guns breathe defiance ! 
And that barglary*8 a science 
After aU. 


All. 


After aU I 



Recitativk.— Floriak. 
A Woman^s college I maddest folly going ! 
What can girls learn within its widls worth knowing? 
V\\ lay ft crown (the Princess shall decide it) 
1*11 teach them twice as much in half an hour outside it. 

HiLABION. 

Hush, scoffer ; ere you sound your puny thunder. 
List to their aims, and bow your head in wonder I 

They intend to send a wire 

To the moon — ^tn the moon ; 
And they'll set the Thames on fire 

Very soon— very soon ; 
Then they learn to make silk purses 

With their rips — ^with their rigs 
From the ears of Lady Circe's 

Piggy-wigs— piggy-wigs. 
And weazels at their slumbers 

They trepan — ^they trepan ; 
To get sunbeams from cucumbers 

They've a plan — ^theyVe a plan. 
They've a firmly rooted notion 
They can cross the Polar Ocean, 
And they'll find Perpetual Motion, 

If they can — ^if they can. 

These are the phenomena 
That every pretty domina 

Hopes tiiat we shall see 

At this Universitee. 

AlU These are the phenomena 

That every pretty domina 
Hopes that we shall see 
At this Universitee I 
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Cyr, As for fashion, they forswear it, 

So they say — so they say — 
And the circle — ^they will square it 

Some fine day — some fine day- 
Then the little pigs they're teaching 

For to fly— for to fly ; 
And the niggers they'll be bleaching, 

By-and-by — by-and-by ! 
Each newly joined aspirant 

To the clan — to the clan — 
Mast repudiate the tyrant 

KnoMm as Man — known as Man— 
They mock at him and flout him, 
For they do not care about him, 
And they're "going to do without him" 

If they can — ^if they can ! 

These are the phenomena 
That every pretty domina 

Hopes that we shall see 

At this Universitee. 

JIU These are the phenomena, etc. 

Eil. So that's the Princess Ida*s castle I Well, 
They must be lovely girls, indeed, if it requires 
Such walls as those to keep intruders off! 

Cyr. To keep men off is only half their charge, 
And that the easier half. I much suspect 
The object of these walls is not so much 
To keep men off as keep the maidens in I 

Flo, But what are these? 

\Examining some collegiate roles, 

HU. (looking at them). Why, Academic robes. 
Worn by the lady undergraduates. 

When they matriculate. Let's try them on. [They do so. 
Why, see — ^we're covered to the very toes. 
Three lovely lady undergraduates 
Who, weary of the world and all its wooing — 

Flo, And penitent for deeds there's no undoing — 

Cyr, Looked at askance by well-conducted maids— 

All, Seek sanctuary in these classic shades I 

Trio.— HiLARiow, Ctbil, Flobian. 

Bil, I am a maiden, cold and stately. 
Heartless I, with a face divine. 
What do I want with a heart, innately? 
Every heart I meet is mine I 

All, Haughty, humble, coy, or free. 

Little care I what maid m«y \i^ 
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So that a maid is fkir to see, 
Eveiy maid is the maid for me I Ifianoe, 

Cyr, I am a maiden frank and simple, 

Brimming with joyous rogaeij ; . 
Merriment larks in eyerv dimple, 
Nobody breaks more hearts than I ! 

AIL Haughty, hnraUe^ eoy, or free, 

Little care X what maid may be. 
So that a maid is fair to see, 
Ereiy maid is the maid for me I [Doner. 

Flo* I am a maiden coyly bliohing, 
Timid I as a startled hind ; 
"Every suitor sets me flushing t 
I am the maid that wins mankind I 

Ali, Hanghty, humble, coy, or free, 

little care I what maid may be. 
So that a maid is fair to see. 
Every mud is tb» maid for me ! 

Enter the Pbikcbss, reading. 8ke does not see them. 

Flo. Bat who comoB here ? The PrinoeB8» as I live ! 
What shall we do? 

Eil. (aside). Why, we must hn!?e it out ! 

^Aloud). Madam, accept our humblest reTerence. 

llTiey boWf men suddenly recollecting themsdveSy 
curtsy. 
Frin, (surprised). We greet you, ladies. What would 

you with us ? 
im. (aside). What shall I say ? (Aloud.) We are three 
students, ma'am. 
Three well-born maids of liberal estate^ 
Who wish to join this University. 

[EiLABiOK and Flobiah eurtsy again. Cybil hoivs 
extravagantly^ l^i/en, heing recalled to himself by 
Flobiak, curtsys. 
Prin. If, as you say, you wish to join our ranks, 
Aud will subscribe to all our rules, tis welL 
Flo. To all your rules we cheerfully subscribe. 
Frin. You say you're noblewomen. Well, you'll find 
No sham degrees fcur noblewomen here. 
Tou'U fiod no sizars here, or servitors, 
Or other cruel distincti(»is, meant to draw 
A line 'twixt rich and poor : you'll find no tufts 
To mark nobility, except such tufts 
As indicate nobility of brain. 
Ab for your fellow-studentSi mark mo well : 
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There are a hundred maids within these walls. 
All good, all learned, and all beautiful : 
They are prepared to love you : will you swear 
To give the fulness of your love to them ? 

J2it7. Upon our words and honours, ma'am, we will 1 

Frin, But we go further : will you undcrtako 
That you will never marry any man ? 

Flo, Indeed we never will I 

JBrin, Consider well, 

You must prefer our maids to all mankind I 

Hil. To all mankind wo much prefer your maids ! 

Cyr, We should bo dolts indeed, if wo did not, 
Seeing how fair — 

Wd. (aside to Cybil). Take care— that's rather strong ! 

Frin, But have you left no lovers at your home 
Who may pursue you here ? 

EH, No, madam, none. 

We're homely ladies, as no doubt you see. 
And we have never fished for lover's love. 
We smile at girls who deck themselves with gems^ 
False hair^ and meretricious ornament. 
To chain the fleeting fancy of a man, 
But do not imitate them. What we have 
Of hair, is all our own. Our colour, too. 
Unladylike, but not unwomanly. 
Is Nature's handiwork, and man has learnt 
To reckon Nature an impertinence. 

Frin, Well, beauty counts for naught within these walls ; 
If all you say is true, you'll spend with us 
A happy, happy time f 

Oijr, If, as you say, 

A hundred lovely maidens wait within. 
To welcome us with smiles and open arms, 
I think there's very little doubt we shall I 

Quartette. —Princess, Hilarion, Ctril, Floeiav* 
Prin, The world is but a broken toy, 

Its pleasure hollow— false its joy, 

Unreal its loveliest hue. 

Alas! 

Its pains alone are true, 

Alas! 

Its pains alone are true. 

Mih The world is everything vou say, 

The world we think has had its day. 
Its merriment is slow^ 
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Alas! 
WeVe tried it, and we know, 

Ala%1 
WeVe tried it and we know. 

Turn. 

Pbinoess. Hilarion, Cyril, Floriait. 

The world is but a broken toy, The world is but a broken toy, 
Its pleasures hollow — ^false its joy, We freely give it up with joy, 

Unreal its loveliest hue. Unreal its loveliest hue. 

Alas ! Alas ! 

Its pains alone are true. We quite agree with you, 

Alaal Aks! 

Its pains alone are true I We quite agree with you I 

\Exit Pbincess. Tht three Gentlemen tmtch her off. 

Lady Psyche entera, and regards them ivith amazement. 

ML I*faith, the plunge is taken, gentlemen I 
For, willy-nilly, we are maidens now, 
And maids against our will we must remain ! 

lAU laugh heartily, 

Psy, (aside). These ladies are unseemly in their mirth. 
^The Gentlemen see her, and, in conftision, resume 
their modest demeanour, 

Flo, (aside,) Here's a catastrophe, Hilarion I 
This is my sister 1 Shell remember me, 
Though years have passed since she and I have met ! 

Hil, (aside to Florian). Then make a virtue of necessity 
And trust our secret to her gentle care. 

Mor, (to PsYOHE, who lias watched Cybil in amazement). 
Psyche. 
Why, don't you know me ? Florian I 

Psy, (amazed). Why, Florian I 

Flor, My sister ! (Embraces her.) 

Psy, Oh, my dear I 

What are you doing here — and who are these ? 

EU, I am that Prince Hilarion to whom 
Your Princess is betrothed. I come to claim 
Her plighted love. Your brother Florian 
And Cyril, come to see me safely through. 

P«y. The Prince Hilarion? Cyril too? How strange I 
My earliest playfellows I 

EU, Why, let me look I 

Are you that learned little Psyche who 
At school alarmed her mates because she called 
A buttercup '' ranunculus bulbosus ? '' 



CASTLE ADAMANT. 153 

Cyr. Are you indeed that Lady Psycbe who 
At children's parties drove the conjuror wild, 
Explaining all his tricks before he did them ? 

Eil, Are you that learned little Psyche, who 
At dinner parties, brought into dessert, 
Would tackle visitors with '* You don't know 
Who first determined longitude — I do — 
Hipparchus 'twas^B.c. one sixty- three I " 
Are you indeed that small phenomenon ? 

Tsy, That small phenomenon indeed am I! 
But, gentlemen, 'tis death to enter here : 
We have all promised to renounce mankind I 

Flo, Eenounce mankind? On what ground do you base 
This senseless resolution ? 

Tsy, Senseless ? No. 

We are all taught, and, being taught, believe 
That Man, sprung from an Ape, is Ape at heart. 

Cyr. Q'hat's rather strong. 

P«y. The truth is always strong. 

Sono.—Lady Psyche. 
Thi Ape and the Lady, 
A Lady fair, of lineage high, 
Was loved by an Ape, in the days gone by— 
The Maid was radiant as the sun. 
The Ape was a most unsightly one— - 

So it would not do — 

His scheme fell through. 
For the Maid, when his love took formal shape, 

Expressed such terror 

At his monstrous error, 
That he stammered an apology and made his *scape, 
The picture of a disconcerted Ape. 

With a view to rise in the social scale, 

He shaved his bristles, and he docked his tail, 

He grew moustachios, and he took his tub. 

And he paid a guinea to a toilet club- 
But it would not do. 
The scheme fell through — 

For the Maid was Beauty's fairest QueeUf 
With golden tresses, 
Like a real princess's. 

While the Ape, despite his razor keen. 

Was the apiest Ape that ever was seen ! 

He bought white ties, and he bouprht dress suiti^ 
He crammed his feet into bright tip:ht boots— 
And to start in life on a bian new pUn, 
He christened himself Darwimaa MaoiV 
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Bat it would not do, 

The sehcme fell through^- 
For the Maiden fair, whom the monkey cxaTedf 

Was a radiant Bein^, 

With a brain far-seeine — 
While a Man, however well-behaved^ 
At best ia only a monkey shaved ! 

During this Melissa has etiiered umbierved: the looks on in 
amazement 

Mel, (coming dovm). Oh, Lady Psyche I 

Fsy, (terrified)^ What ! you heard us then ? 

Oh, all is lost! 

Md. Not so! m breathe no word! 

[Advancing in astonishment to 'FuoBiA'S* 
How marvellously strange I and are you then 
Indeed young men ? 

Flo* Well, yea, just now we are— 

But hope by dint of study to become, 
In course of time, young women. 

Md. (eagerly), No^ no, no- 

Ob, don^t do that 1 Is this indeed a man ? 
I've often heard of them, but, till to-day. 
Never set eyes on one. .They told me men 
Were hideous, idiotic, and deformed! 
They're quite as beautiful as women are I 
As beautiful, they're infinitely more so! 
Their checks have not that pulpy softness which 
One gets so weary of in womankind : 
Their features are more marked — and — oh, their chins! 
How curious! [Feeling his chin. 

Flo. I fear it's rather rough. 

Md. (eageily). Oh, don't apologize— I like it sol 

QunfTETTE.— Psyche, Melissa, Hilabion, Ctbil, Flokiait, 

Fsy* The woman of the wisest wit 

May Bometimes be mistakes, O ! 
In Ida*8 views, I must admit, 
My faith is somewhat shaken, O t 

Cyfm On every other point than this. 
Her learning is unshaken, O ! 
But Man*s a theme With which she la 
Entirely onacqaainted, O ! 
— acquainted, 1 
— acquainted, O I 
Entirely unacquainted, O \ 
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AU* Then jump for joy and gaily bound, 

The truth is found — ^the truth ia found I 

Set bells a-ringin^ through the air — 

Ring here and there and ever3rwhere— 

And echo forth the joyous sound, 

The truth is f onnd— the truth is found ! [Dance. 

Meh My natural instinct teaches me 
(And instinct is important, O !) 
Tou*re everything you ought to be. 
And nothing that you oughtu*t, 1 

UU, That fact was seen at once by you 

In casual conversation, O ! 

Which is most creditable to 

Tour powers of observation, O ! 

— servation, ! 

— servation, O ! 

Your powers of observation, O ! 

All. Then jump for joy, etc. 

[Exeunt Psyche, Hilabion, Oybil, and Florian. 
Melissa going. 

Enter Lady Blanche. 

Lla. Melissa ! 

Mel. (returning). Mother! 

Bla, Here — a word with you. 

Those are the three new students ? 

Mel. (con/used). Yes, they are. 

They're charming girls. 

Bla. Particularly so. 

So graceful, and so very womanly I 
So skilled in all a girl's accomplishments I 

Mel, (confused). Yes — ^very skilled. 

Jila. They sing so nicely too! 

Mel, They do sing nicely ! 

Bla. Humph ! It's very odd. 

One is a tenor, two are baritones I 

Mel. (mttch agitated). They've all got colds ! 

Bla. Colds! Bah! D'ye think I'm blind ? 

These " girls " are men disguised I 

Meil. Oh no — indeed ! 

You wrong these gentlemen —I mean — ^why see, 
Here is an etui dropped by one of them (picking up an itui), 
Containing scissors, needles, and — 

Bla. {opening it.) Cigars ! 

Why these are men ! And you know 11\\s,'^cw.\si\ki« 



156 PRINCESS IDA : OR^ 

Mel, Oh, spare them — they are gentlemen indeed. 
The Prince Hilarion (married years ago 
To Princet-S Ida) with two tiiisted friends I 
Consider, mother, he's her husband now, 
And has been, twenty years ! Consider too, 
You're only second here — ^you should be first. 
Assist the Princess plan, and when he gains 
The Princess Ida, why, you will be first. 
You will design the fashions — think of that — 
And always serve out all the punishments ! 
The scheme is harmless, mother — wink at it! 

Bla, (aside). The prospect's tempting I Well, well, 
well, 111 try- 
Though I've not winked at anything for years ! 
'Tis but one step towards my destiny — 
The mighty Must I the inevitable Shall I 

DuBT.— Melissa and Ladt Blahchs. 
Mel, Now wouldn't yon like to role the roast, 

And guide this University ? 
Bki. I must agree 

'Twould pleasant be. 

(Sing hey a Proper Pride I) 

Mel, And wouldn't you like to clear the coast 

Of malice and perversity ? 
Bla, Without a doubt 

1*11 bundle *em out, 
Sing hey, when I preside I 

Both, Sing, hoity, toity ! Sorrv for some I 

Marry come up, and j J^^ j- day will come I 

Sing Proper Pride 
Is the horse to ride, 
And Happy-go-lucky, my Lady, 1 

Bla, For years Pve writhed beneath her sneers, 

Although a bom Plantagenet ! 
Mel, I ou*re much too meek, 

Or you would speak, 
(Sing hey, I'll say no more I) 

Bla, Her elder I, by several years. 

Although you*d never imagine it 
Mel, Sing, so Pve heard 

But never a word 
Have I ever believed before I 

Both, Sing, hoity, toity ! Sorry for some I 

Marry come up, < ^J^ > day will come I 
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Sing, she shall learn 
That a wonn will turn. 
Sing, Happy-go-lucky, my Lady, O ! 

\Ex%% Lady Blanche. 
Mel, Saved for a time, at least t 

Enter Flobian, on tiptoe. 

Flo. (whispering). Melissa — come! 

MeL Ob, sir I you must away from this at once— 
My mother guessed your sex I It was my fault — 
I blushed and stammered so that she exclaimed, 
** Can these be men ? " Then, seeing this, " Why 

these " 

'* Are men" she would have added, but " are men " 
Stuck in her throat I She keeps your secret, sir, 
For reasons of her own — but, fly irom this 
And take me with you — that is — ^no — not that I 

Flo. rU go, but not without you I {Bell.) Why, what's 
that? 

Mel. The luncheon bell. 

Flo. ni wait for luncheon then ! 

Enter Hilarion vnth Prtkcess, Cyril with Psyche, Lady 
Blanche and Ladies. Also " Daughters of the Plough " 
bearing luncheon, which they spread on the rocks. 

Chorus. 
Merrily ring the luncheon bell I 
Here in meadow of asphodel, 
Feast we body and mind as well, 
So merrily ring the luncheon bell I 

Solo. — ^Blanohb. 
Hunger, I beg to state, 
Is highly indelicate, 
This is a fact profoundly true 
So learn your appetites to subdue. 
Alh Yes, yes, 

We*ll learn our appetites to subdue t 

Solo. — Cyril (eating). 
Madam, your words so wise. 
Nobody should despise, 
Cursed with an appetite keen I am 
And I'll subdue it — 
And I'll subdue it — 
And I'll subdue it with cold toast VvxBSa\ 
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Alh Yes, yei— 

We'll Bubdae it with cold roast lamb ! 
Chonu. Merrily ring, etc 

Prin. You say you know the court of Hilikbrand? 
There is a Prince there — I forget his name — 

nil. Hilarion? 

Frin, Exactly — is he well? 

Ilih If it be well to droop and pine and mope. 
To sigh •* Oh, Ida I Ida I " all day long, 
'* Ida I my love I my life I Oh come to me I " 
If it be weU, I say, to do all this, 
Then Prince HilaSnon is very well. 

Frin, He breathes our name? Well, it's a common 
one I 
And is the booby comely ? 

HU, ' Pretty well. 

I've heard it said that if I dressed myself 
In Prince Hilarion's clothes (supposing this 
Consisted with my maiden modesty), 
I might be taken for Hilarion's self. 
But what is this to you or me, who think 
Of all mankind with undisguised contempt? 

Frin, Contempt ? Why, damsel, when I tlunk of man, 
Contempt is not the word. 

Cyr, (getting tipsy), Fm sure of that. 

Or if it is, it surely should not be I 

Bil, (aside to Cybil). Be quiet, idiot, or they'll find 
us out. 

Cyr. The Prince Hilarion's a goodly lad I 

Frin, You know him then ? 

Cyr, (tipsily), I rather think I do ! 

We are inseparables I 

Frin, Why, what's this ? 

You love him, then ? 

Cyr, We do indeed— all three ! 

Eil. Madam, she jests I (Aside to Cyril.) Remember 
where you are I 

Cyr* Jests ? Not at all I Why, bless my heart alive, 
You and Hilarion, when at the Court, 
Bode the same horse I 

Frin, (horrified). Astride? 

Cyr, Of course I Why not ? 

Wore the same clothes — and once or twice, I think, 
Got tipsy in the same good company I 

Frin, Well, these are nice young ladies, on my woi-d 1 
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Cyr, (tipsy). Don't you remember that old kissing-song 
Ho'd sing to blushiDg Mistress Lalage, 
The hostess of the Pigeons ? Thus it ran : 

SoNo. — Ctbil. 

[During symphony Hilarion and Florian try to $top 
Cyril, He shakes them off angrily. 

Would you know the kind o£ maid 

Sets my heart a flame-a? 
Eyes must be downcast and staid. 
Cheeks must flush for shame-a ! 

She may neither dance nor sing, 

But, demure in everything, 

Hang her head in modest way, 

With pouting lips that seem to say 
"Kiss me, kiss me, kiss me, kiss me. 

Though I die of shame-a," 
Please you, that's the kind of maid 

Sets my heart a flame-a I 

When a maid is bold and gay 
With a tongue goes clang-a, 
Flaunting it in brave arrav, 
Maiden may go hang-a! 

Sunflower gay and hollyhock 

Kever shall my garden stock : 

Mine the blushing rose of May, 

With poutin|i; lips that seem to say, 
'*0h, kiss me, kiss me, kiss me, kiss me. 

Though I die for shame-a ! " 
Please you that's the kind of maid 

Sets my heart a flame-a 1 

Prin, Infamous creature, get you hence away ! 

[HiLABiON, wTio has teen with difficulty restrained 
hy Flobian during this song, breaks from him 
and strikes Oyuil furiously on the breast. 
Ell, Dog I there is something more to sing about ! 
Cyr, (sobered), Hilarion, are you mad ? 
Prin, {horrified). Hilarion? Help! 

Why these are men 1 Lost I lost ! betrayed I undone I 

[Bunning on to bridge. 
Girls, get you hence I Man-monsters, if you dare 

Approach one step, I Ah I 

[Loses her haHancej and falls into the stream, 
Psy, Oh ! save her, sir I 

Bla. It's useless, sir — you'll only catch your death ! 

[HiLAEioK springs in. 
Sack, He catches her 1 
Mel, And now b^ \^\& \i«t %^\ 
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Again she's in his gras p 

F%y, And now shc*8 not« 

He seizes her back hair 1 
Bla, (not looking). And it comes off I 

Fsy. No, no I She's saved ! — she's saved ! — she's saved I 
— she's saved ! 

[HiLAiiiON is seen swimming with Phincess in one 
arm. The Pbincess and he are brought to land. 

Finale. 

CnORUS OP L4DIES. 

Oh I joy, OUT chief is saved, 
And by Hilarion's hand ; 
The torrent fierce he braved, 
And brought her safe to land ! 
For his intmsion we must own 
This doughty deed may well atone ; 
Prtn. Stand forth ye three, 

Whoe'er ye be. 
And hearken to our stem decree ; 
IliL, Cyr.f and Ho. Have mercy, lady — disregard your oaths I 
Frin, I know not mercy, men in women's clothes ! 
The man whose sacrilef^ions eyes 
Invade our strict seclusion, dies. 
Arrest these coarse intruding spies I 
{They are arrested hy the " Daughters of the Plough." 

Ho., Cyr., and Ladies, Have mercy lady — disregard your oaths I 
Prin, 1 know not mercy, men in women's clothes. 

[Cyril and Florian are hound. 

SoNG.—HlLABION. 

Whom thou hast chained must wear his chain^ 

Thou canst not set him free, 
Ho wrestles with his bonds in vain 

Who lives by loving thee ' 
If heart of stone for heart of fire, 

Be all thou hast to give, 
If dead to me my heart's desire. 

Why should I wish to live ? 
No word of thine — no stem command 

Can teach my heart to rove, 
Then rather perish by thy hand, 

'llian live without thy love ! 
A loveless life apart frum thee 

Were hopeless slavery, 
If kindly death will set me free, 

Why should I fear to die ? 

\Ee is hound hy two of the attendants^ and the three 
Gentlemen are marched off. 
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BaixT Mbussa. 

Ud. Madam, witihont the castle walls 

An armed band 
Demand admittance to our lialls 
For Hildebrahd 1 

AlU Oh, horror I 

Prtn* Deny them ; 

We will defy them I 

AlU Too late— too late ! 

The castle gate 
Is battered by them ! 

\ThA gate yidda. Hildebband and Soldiers rush in. 
Arao, Guron, and Soynthius are with them^ hut 
with their hands handcuffed. 

All (Soldiers and Ladies). Too late— too late. 
The castle gate 
Is battered by them I 

Ensemble. 

GxBLS. Men. 

Bend the air with walling. Walls and fences scaling, 

Shed the shameful tear I Promptly we appear ; 

Walls are unavailing, Walls are unavailing, 

Man has entered here I We have entered here. 

Shame and desecration Female execration 

Are his staunch allies, Stifle if you're wise, 

Let your lamentation Stop your lamentation, 

Echo to the skies ! Dry your pretty eyes I 

Reoitatiyb. 
Prin. Audacious tyrant, do you dare 

To beard a maiden in her lair ? 

King^ Since you inquire, 

We*ve no desire 
To beard a maiden here, or anywhere 1 

Soi* No, no— weVe no desire 

To beam a maiden here, or anywhere I 

Solo.— HiLDEBRAND. 

Some years ago. 

No doubt you know 
(And if you don't I'll tell yon so}} 

You gave your troth 

Upon your oath 
To Hiuirion my son. 

A vow you make 

You must not break, 
(If you think you may, it's a great mistake^ 
IIL ^ 
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For a bride's a bride 

Though the knot were tied 
At the early age of one I 

And I'm a peppery- kind of King, 
Who's indisposed for parleying 
To fit the wit of a bit of a chit, 
And that's the long and the short of It I 

AlU For he's a peppery kind of King, etc 

If you decide 
To pocket your pride, 
And let Hilarion claim his bride. 
Why, well and good, 
It's imderstood 
We'll let bygones go by— ^ 
But if you choose 
To sulk in the bines, 
I'll make the whole of yon shake in your shoei. 
I'll storm yoar walls, 
And level your halls, 
In the twinkling of an eye ! 

For Tm a peppery Potentate, 

Who's little mclined his claim to bate. 

To fit the wit of a bit of a chit, 

And that's the long and the short of it 

Tbio.— Arao, Gubon, and Sctnthiub. 

We may remark, though nothing can 

Dismay us, 
That, if you thwart this gentleman. 

He'll slay us, 
We don't fear death, of course— we're taught 

To shame it ; 
But still upon the whole we thought 

We'd name it, 
{To each other). Tes, yes, better perhaps to name it. 

Our interests we would not press 

With chatter, 
Three hulking brothers more or less 

Don't matter ; 
If you'd pooh-pooh this monarch's phtn. 

Pooh-pooh it, 
But when he says he'll hang a man. 

Hell do it. 
{To each other), Tes, yes, devil doubt he'll do it, 

Prin, (Becit,^. Be reassured, nor fear his anger blind. 
His menaces are idle as the wind. 
He dares not kill you— vengeance lurks behind I 

Ar,f Qur,, Scyn, We rather think he dares, but never mind ; 

No, no, — ^never, never mind i 

King, Enough of parley — as a special boon— 
We give you till to-morrow afternoon 1 
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Release Hilarion, then, and be his bride, 
Or you'll incur the guilt of fraticide 1 

Ensbmble, 
Pbikcess. Thb Others. 

To yield at once to such a foe Oh ! yield at once, 'twere better so 

With shame were rife ; Than risk a strife ! 
So quick ; away with him, al- And let the Prince Hilarion go-^ 
though He saved thy life ! 
He saved my life ! Hilarion*8 fair, and strong, and 
That he is fair, and strong, and tall- 
tall, A worse misfortune might befal— 
Is very evident to all. It's not so dreadful, after all, 
Tet I will die before I call To be his wife 1 
Myself his wife 1 

Solo. — Princess . 
Though I am but a girl. 
Defiance thus I hurl, 

Our banners all 

On outer wall 
We fearlessly unfurl, 

AWm Though she ia but a glrJ, clc* 

Princess. The Others. 

That he is fair, etc. Hilarion's fair, etc 

[2%e Princess stands, surrounded by the Girls kneeling. 
The KiNQ and Soldiers stand on built rocks at hack 
and sides of stage. Ficture, 

GCJETAIN. 



ACT III. 

Scene. — Outer Walls and Courtyard of Castle Adamant, 
Melissa, Sachabissa, and Ladies discovered, armed with 
haUle-aoces. 

Chorus. 
Death to the invader ! 

Strike a deadly blow. 
As an old Crusader 
Struck his Paynim foe ! 
Let our martial thunder 
Fill his soul with wonder^ 
Tear his ranks asunder, 
Lay the tyrant lo^ V 
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80L0.—- Melissa. 
Thus our courage, aU nntandshed 

We*ie instracted to display : 
Bat, to tell the tnith imvarmBhedf 

We are more inclined to say, 
*' Please yon, do not hurt ns«" 

AU, <* Do not hart as, if it please yoo I * 

Md. «* Please yoa let as be.*' 

AU. « Let as be— let as be I" 

MeL ** Soldiers disconcert us." 

AIL " Disconcert us, if it please you ! " 

Meh ** Friffhtened maids are we." 

AiL "^ Haids are we— maids are we I " 

Melissa* 

But 'twould be an error 
To confess our terror. 
So, in Ida's name, 
Boldly we exclaim: 

Chobus* 

Death to the invader 

Strike a deadly blow. 
As an old Crusader 
Struck his Payntm foe 
Let our martial thunder 
Fill his soul with wonder. 
Tear his ranks asunder. 
Lay the tyrant low 1 

Flourish, Enter Fbincess, armedf attended hy Blanche and 
Psyche, 

Frin, I like your spirit, girls! We have to meet 
Stem bearded warriors in fight to-day : 
Wear caught but what is necessary to 
Preserve your dignity before their eyes, 
And give your Imibs full play, 

Bla, One moment, ma*am« 

Here is a paradox we should not pass 
Without inquiry. We are prone to say 
'« This thing is Needful— that. Superfluous *'— 
Yet they invariably co-exist 1 
We find the Needful comprehended ia 
The circle of the grand Superfluous, 
Yet the Superfluous cannot be bousht 
Unless you^re amply furnished wim the NeedfuL 
These singular considerations are — 

Frin, Superfluous, yet not Needful— so you see 
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The terms may independently exist. 

{To Ladies.) Women of Adamant, we have to show 

That Woman, educated to the task, 

Can meet Man, face to face, on his own ground, 

And boat him there. Now let us set to work ; 

Where is our lady surgeon ? 

BoAi, Madam, here! 

Trin. We shall require your skill to heal the wounds 
Of those that fall. 

Bac. (alarmed). What, heal the woimded? 

Frin. » Yes! 

Sac And cut ofif real live 1^8 and arms ? 

Prin. Of course I 

Sac, I wouldn't do it for a thousand pounds I 

Frin, Why, how is this? Are you faint-hearted, girl ? 
YouVe often cut them off in theory I 

Sac, In theory I'll cut them off again, 
With pleasure, and lis often as you uke, 
But not in practice. 

Frin, Coward 1 get you hence^ 

Tve craft enough for that, and courage too ; j 
I'll do your work. My fusiliers, advance I 
Why, you are armed with axes ! Gilded toys I 
Where are your rifles, pray ? 

CMoe, Why, please you, ma'am. 

We left them in the armoury, for fear 
That in the heat and turmoil of the fight 
They might gooff! 

Frin, " They might ! " Oh, craven souls I 

Go off yourselves ! Thank Heaven, I have a heart 
That quails not at the thought of meeting men ; 
/ will discharge your rifles! Off with you ! 
Where's my Imndmistress ? 

Ada, Please you, ma'am, the band 

Do not feel weU, and can't come out to-day I 

Frin, Why, this is flat rebellion I I've no time 
To talk to them just now. But, happily, 
I can play sereral iustruments at once. 
And I wfll drown the shrieks of those that foil 
With trumpet music, sucn as soldiers love ! 
How stand we with respect to gunpowder? 
My Lady Psyche — ^you who superintend 
Our lab'ratory — ^are you well prepared 
To blow these bearded rascals into shreds ? 

Fay, Why, madam^ 
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Prin. Well? 

Psy, Let U8 try gentler means. 

We can dispense with fulminating grains 
While we have eyes with which to flash our rage 1 
We can dispense with villainous saltpetre 
While we have tongues with which to hlow them up! 
We can dispense, in short, with aU the arts 
That hrutalize the p!racti(»il pdemiat ! 

Prin. (contemptuofullyy. 1 never knew a more dispensing 
chemist I 
Away, away — ^I'll meet these men alone, 
Since all my women have deserted me ! 

l^ceunt aU hut Pbinoess, singing reftnin of ** Death 
to the Invader" pianitiimo. 

Pri. So fail my cherished plans — so foils mv fiuth — 
And with it hope, and all that oomea of hope I 

SoNO.— Pbihgobss. 

I built apon a rock ; 
Bat ere Destruction's hand 

Dealt equal lot 

To Court and oot 
My rock had tamed to sand I 

Ah, faitfaleta rock. 

My simple faitili to mock ! 

I leant upon an oak ; 
But in the hour of need, 

Alack-a-day, 

My trusted stay 
Was but a bruised reed 1 

Ah, trait'rous oak, 

Thy worthlessness to cloak I 

I drew a sword of steel ; 
But when to home and hearth 
The battle's breath 
Bore fire and death, 
My sword was but a lath I 
. Ah, coward steel, 

lliat fear can nnanneal t 

I8he tinka an a hanh 

Enter Ghloe and aU the Ladies. 

OMoe, Madam, your £either and your brothers claim 
An audience ! 

Prin, What do they do here ? 

Chloe, They come 

To fight for you I 
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THn. Admit them I 

BUi, Infamous I 

One's brothers, ma'am, are men ! 
Pnn. So I have heard; 

But all my women seem to fail me when 

I need them most. In this emergency, 

Even one's brothers may be turned to use. 

Enter Gama, quite jpaU and unnerved. 

Qama. My daughter! 

Prin. Father I thou art free! 

QavMi, Ay, free I 

Free as a tethered ass I I oome to thee 
With words from Hildel^and. Those duly given, 
I must return to black captivity. 
Fm free so far. 

Frin. Your message. 

Qama, Hildebrand 

Is loth to war with Women. Pit my sons, 
My three brave sons, against these popinjays. 
These tufted jack-a-daidy featherheads. 
And on the issue let thy hand depend I 

Prin, Insult on insult's head I Are we a stake 
For fighting men ? What fiend possesses thee, 
That thou bast come with oflEers such as these 
From such as he to such an one as I? 

Chuna, I am possessed 
By the pale devil of a shaking heart I 
My stubborn will is bent. I dare not face 
That devilish monarch's black malignity 1 
Ho tortures me with torments worse than death, 
I haven't anything to grumble at I 
He finds out what particular meats I lovo^ 
And gives me them. The very choicest wines, 
The costliest robes*— the richest rooms are mine : 
He suffers none to thwart my Amplest plan. 
And gives strict orders none should contradict mo ! 
He's made my life a curse I IWeeps. 

Prin. My tortured fother ! 

Soiro.— Oama* 

Whene'er I spoke 
Sarcastic joke. 
Bq>lBte with maliee v^SMnlt 
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This people mild 

Politely smiledi 
And voted me delightf al I 

Now when a wight 

Sits ap all night 
Ill-natared jokes devisingt 

And all his wiles 

Are met with smiles, 
It*B hard, there's no disgoising ! 
Oh, don*t the dajs seem lank and long 
When all goes nght and nothing goes wrong, 
And isn^t your lue extremely flat 
With notlung whatever to gmmble at ! 

When German bands 

From music stands 
Flayed Wagner imper/ecfly-^ 

I bade them go — 

They didn't say no, 
But off they went directly I 

The organ boys 

They stopped their noise 
With readiness snrprising, 

And grinning herds 

Of hurdy-g^ds 
Retired apologizing I 
Oh, don't the days seem lank and long, etow 

I offered gold 

In sams untold 
To all who'd contradict me— 

I said I'd pay 

A pound a day 
To any one who kicked mo— 

I bribed with toys 

Great vulgar boys 
To utter something spitefal| 

But, bless you, no 1 

They would be so 
Confoundedly politef ul ! 

In short, these aggravating lads 
They tickle my tastes, they feed my fads, 
They give me this and they give me that, 
And IVe nothing whatever to grumble at I 
\^He hursts into tearsy and/aUs sobhing on a hanJc* 
Prin. My poor old fieither I How he must have suffered ! 
Well, well, I yield 1 

Gama. (hysterically). Slie3deldsl I'm saved, Tm saved I 
Prin. Open the gates — ^admit these warriors, 
Then get you all within the castle walls. 

IThe gates are opened, and the Girls mount the 
battlements as Hildebband enters with Soldiers. 
Also Abac, Guboh, and SoYiirrHins. 
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Chobus of Soldiebs, 

When anger spreads his wing, 

And all seems dark as night for it| 

There*s nothing but to fi^t for ity 
But ere you pitch your ring, 

Select a pretty site for i^ 

(This spot is suited quite for it). 
And then you gaily sing, 

« Oh, I love the jolly rattle 
Of an ordeal by battle, 
There's an end of tittle-tattle. 

When your enemy is dead. 
It*8 an arrant molley coddle, 
Fears a crack upon the noddle, 
And he*s only fit to swaddle, 

In a downy feather-bed !-« 

AlU For a fight's a kind of thing 

That I love to look upon, 
So let us sing. 
Long live the King, 
And his son Hilarion I 

\J}ur%ng ikia, Hilabiok, Flobian, cmd Cyril are 
brought out hy the ^ Daughters of the Plough.*' 
They are stiU hound and wear the roles. 

Oama, Hilarion ! Cyril ! Florian ! dressed as women 1 
Is this indeed Hilarion ? 

Eil. Yes, it is! 

Gama. Why, you look handsome in your women's 
clothes 1 
Stick to 'em 1 men's attire becomes yon not ! 
{To Cybil and Flobian.) And you, young ladies, will you 

please to pray 
King Hildebrand to set me free again ? 
Hang on his neck and gaze into his eyes, 
He never could resist a pretty face I 

EU, You dog, you'll find though I wear woman's garb, 
My sword is long and sharp ! 

Oama. Hush, pretty one 1 

Here's a virago 1 Here's a termagant ! 
If length and sharpness go for anything, 
You'll want no sword while you can wag your tongue I 

Cyril. What need to waste your words on such as he? 
He's old and crippled. 

Oama, Ay, but Tve three sons, 

Fine fellows, young, and muicokr, vsAXscvt^^ 
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They\e well worth talkiDg to I Come, what d*ye say ? 

Arac, Ajf pretty ones, engage yourselves with us, 
If three rude warriors affright you not ! 

HU. Old as you are Fd wring your shrivelled neck 
If you were not the Princess I<£k's father. . 

Oama, If I were not the Princess Ida's fother. 
And so had not her brothers for my sons, 
No doubt you'd wring my neck — ^in safety too ! 
Gome, come, Hilarion, b^n, begin I 
Give them no quarter^ — ^they will give you none. 
You've this advantage ovor warriors 
Who kill their country's enemies for pay — 
Tou know what you are fighting for— kok there ! 

[Faif^ing to Ladies on the battlements. 

Soiro.— A&Aa 

This helmet, I mppoae, 
Was meant to ward off blows, 

It's veiy hot. 

And weighs a lot, 
As many a gnaxdsman knows, 
So off that helmet goes. 

The Three Kniffhte. Tes, yes. 

So off that helmet s^oes ! 

lowing their helmets to attendants, 

Arac, This tight-fitting cuirass 

Is but a useless mass, 

Jt*s made of steel, 

And weighs a deal, 
A man is but an ass 
Who fights in a cuirass, 
So off goes that cmiass. 

All Three, Yes, yes. 

So off goes that cuirass t [JRemoving cuirasses, 

Arac, ^ These brassets, truth to tell. 
May look uncommon well, 

But in a fi^t 

They're much to tis^t, 
They're like a lobster shell I 

Ail Tlnrc. Yes, yei^ 

They're like a lobster shell. 

IJSemoving their brassets^ 

Arac, These things I treat the same, llruUcatinff leg pieces. 

(I quite forget their name) 
They turn one's legs 
To eribbage pegs— 
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Their aid I thus discUim, 
Though I forget their name. 

Ml Three. Tea, yes, 

Though we forget th^ name, 
Their aid we thus disclaim I 

IThey remove their leg pieces and wear close fitting 

shape suits, 
^Desperate fight hetweer^ the three Princes and the 

three Knights during which the Ladies on the 

hattlements and the Soldiers on the stage sing 

the following choru^^^ 

This is our duty plain towards 

Our Princess all immaculate 
We ought to bless her brothers* swords 
And piously ejaculate : 
Oh, Hungary I 
Ohf Hungary! 
Oh, doughty sons of Hungary I 
May aU success 
Attend and bless 
Tour warlike ironmongery ! 

[By this time. Abac, Gubon, and Soynthius are 
on the ground, wounded^'ExLKBiois, Cyril 
and Flobian stand over them. 
Prin, (entering through gate and followed hy Ladie<i.) 
Hold I stay your hands ! — we yidd ourselves to you I 
Ladies, my brothers all lie bleeding there I 
Bind up their wounds — but look the other way. 
{Coming down,) Is this the end? (Bitterly to Lady 

Blanche.) How say you. Lady Bknche — 
Can I with dignity my post resign? 
And if I do, will you then take my place? 

Bla. To answer this, it's meet that we consult 
The great Potential Mvsteries; I mean 
The five Subjunctive rosubilities — 
The May, the Might, the Would, the Could, the Should. 
Can you resign ? The prince May claim you ; if 
He Might, you Could — and if you Should, I Would 1 

Prin. I thought as much ! Then, to my Fate I yield- 
So ends my cherished scheme 1 Oh, I had hox«d 
To band all women with my maiden throng, 
And make them all abjure tyrannic Man 1 
Hild, A noble aim I 

Prin, You ridicule it now j 

But if I carried out this glorious f&cbeay^ 
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At my exalted name Posterity 
Would bow in gratitude I 

HM. But pray reflect^ 

If you enlist all women in your cause, 
And make them all abjure tyrannic Man, 
The obvious question then arises, ^ How 
Is this Posterity to be provided? " 

Frin. I never thought of that ! My Lady Blanche, 
How do you solve the riddle? 

Bla, Don't ask me— 

Abstract Philosophy won't answer it. 
Take him— he is your Shall Give in to Pate I 

Prin. And you desert me. I alone am staunch ! 

EM. Madam, you placed your trust in Woman — ^well. 
Woman has failed you utterly — try Man, 
Give him one chance, it's only &ir — ^besides, 
Women are far too precious, too divine 
To try unproven theories upon. 
Experiments, the proverb says, are made 
On humble subjects — try our grosser clay, 
And mould it as you will ! 

Cyr, Remember, too^ -^ 

Dear Madam, if at any time you feel, 
A-weary of the Prince, you can return 
To Castle Adamant, and rule your girls 
As heretofore, you know. 

Prin, And shall I find 

The Lady Psyche here? 

Psy. If Cyril, ma'am. 

Does not behave himself, I think you will. 

Prin. And you, Melissa, shall I find you here? 

Md. Madam, however Florian turns out, 
Unhesitatingly I answer, No I ^ 

Qama. Consider this, my love, if your mamma 
Had looked on matters from your point of view 
(I wish she had), why where would you have been? 

Pla. There's an unbounded field of speculation, 
On which I could discourse for hours I 

Prin. No doubt 1 

We will not trouble you. Hilarion, ; 

I have been wrong — I see my error now. j 

lake mo, Hilarion — "We will walk the world I 

Yoked in all exercise of noble end I 
And so through those dark gates across the wild 
That no man knows I Indeed, I love thee — Come 1 * 
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Finale, 

Princett, With joy abiding, 

Togetaer gliding 

Throngh life's varictj' 
In sweet society, 
And thus enthroning 
The love I*m owning, 
On this atoning 
I will rely ! 

CAoruf* It were profanity 

For poor humanity 
To treat as vanity ^ 

The sway of Love^ 
In no localit;^ 
Or principality 
Is our mortality 

Its sway above t 

EUarion. When day is fading, 

With serenading 

And such ^volity 
Of tender quality-— 
With scented showers 
Of fairest flowers, 
The happy hours 
Will gaily fly I 

Chor» It were profanity, eto» 
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THE TOWN OF TITIPU. 
ACT I. 

S( FAE. — Courtyard of Ko-Ko's Palace in Titipu. Japanese 
Nobles discovered standing and sitting in attitvdcs stiggested 
hy native drawings. 

GnoBus. 

If you want to know who we are, 
We are gentlemen of Japan : 
On many a vase and jar — 
On many a screen and fan, 
We figure in lively paint : 
Our attitudes queer and quaint— 
You're wrong if you think it ain*t» 

If yon think we are worked by strings, 

Like a Japanese marionette, 

You don't understand these things : 

It is simply Court etiquette. 

Perhaps you suppose this throng 
Can't keep it up aU day long ? 
If that's your idea, you're wrong. 

Enter Nanki-Poo in great excitement. He carries a native 
guitar on his hach^ and a bundle of ballads in his hand. 

Kkoitativb. — ^Nanki-Poo. 
Gentlemen, I pray you tell me, 
Where a lovely maiden dwelleth, 
Named Yum-Yum, the ward of Ko-Ko ? 
In pity speak— oh, epeak, \ i^tkj 'jomX 
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A NoUe. Wliy, who are you who ask this qncstion ? 

Xiank, Come, gather round me, and I'll tell yoiu 

SOKO. — ^NjkNKI-PoO. 

A wandering mitistrcl I — 

A thing of Phrcds and patcheB^ 
Of b&Uada, eongs, and gnutchca^ 

A drcasoy lullaby I 

My «^nUtogue ia lon^, 

Tbroneh ftv'cn' jiJiflaion ranginf^, 
And ta yottr humouru changing 

I lout my supple song I 

Axe you m sentimental mood? 
rU eiji^h vriUi you, 

Oh, willoWj willoiv I 
On maiden's coldness do you brood? 
I'll do BO too — 

Oh, willow, willow I 
111 diarm your wjJHng cats 
WHh songa of lover's fears, 
While Fym pathetic tean 
M}" cteekH bcdow — 
II Oh, willow, willow I 

• But it pntrjotic aentitnont is wanted, 

I*Te patriotic baUads cnt and dried ; 
For wbere*er our country ^a banner may be plixntej. 

All otbfr locnl bannors arc defied ! 
Our vvarriorai in semed rank a as^embW^ 

Never quail— or they codccaI it if they (bn— 
And I sbouldn't be ear prised if nations trcuibled 
Before the mighty troops of Titipu I 

And if you call for a song of the aea, 

Well heaye the capsUn round, 
With a yco heave hoj for the wind is free, 
Her anchor's a-trip and her helm's a-lcc, 
Ilurrab for the homeward bound I 

Yeo-ho— heave bo — 
Iluriali for the homeward bound t 

To lay aloft in a howling brocaa 

iClay tickle a landsman'a taate, 
But the happieft hours a sailor seeJ 
Is when he* a down 
At an inland t«wn, 
With hta Nancy on his knees, yco ho 1 
And his arm around her waist i 

Then man the eapstan — off we go, 
As the fiddler swings us roundf 
With A yeo heave bo. 
And a rum below* 
* Hurrah for the homeward bound I 

A w^uderLug minitrel I, Qt^ 
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EnUfT PiSH-TusH. 

Fish. And what may be your business with Tum-Tum? 

If^anh. I'll tell you. A year ago I was a member of the 
Titipu town band. It was my duty to take the cap round for 
contributions. While discharging this delicate office, I saw 
Yum- Yum. We loved each other at once, but she was be- 
trothed to her guardian, Ko-Ko, a cheap taUor, and I saw that 
my suit was hopeless. Overwhelmed with despair, I quitted 
the town. Judge of my delight when I heard, a month ago, 
that Ko-Ko bad been condemned to death for flirting! I 
hurried back at once, in the* hope of finding Yum-Yum at 
liberty to listen to my protestations. 

Fuk. It is true that Eo-Eo was condemned to death for 
flirting ; but he was reprieved at the last moment, and raised to 
the exalted rank of Loni High Executioner under the following 
remarkable circumstances : — 

Bono.— PisH-TusH. 

Our great Mikftdo, virtaom man, 
When he to rule our land began, 
Resolved to tiy 
A plan whereby 
Young men might best be steadied* 
So he decreed, in words succinct, 
That all who flirted, leered, or winked 
(Unless connubially linked), 

Should forthwith be beheaded. 
And I expect you'll all a^ree 
That he was nght to so decree* 
And I am right. 
And jou are rignt, 
And all is right as right can be I 

C%ortts. And I expect, etc. 

This stem decree, you'll understand, 
Caused great dismay throughout the land ; 
For young and old 
And shy and bold 
Were equally affected. 
The youth who winked a roving eye^ 
Or breathed a non-K^onnubial sigh. 
Was thereupon condemned to cue- 
He usually objected. 

And you'll allow, as I expect, 
That he was right to so object. 

And I am right, 

And you are right, 
And everything is quite correct I 

ChwuB* And you'll aUow^ «a \ ^x^^cX^ ^\a« 
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And BO we straight let out on bail 
A convict firom the county jail, 
Whose head was next, 
On some pretext, 
Condemned to be mown off. 
And made Aim Headsman, for we said, 
" Who*s next to be decapited 
Cannot cat off another's head 
Until he's cut his own off.** 

And we are ri^ht, I think you'll say, 
To argue in this kind of way, 

And I am right, 

And you are right. 
And all is righi— too-looral-lay ! 

CTiortMt And they were right, etc lExeurU CnoRUs. 

Enter Pooh-Bah. 

Nank. Eo-Ko, the cheap tailor. Lord High Executioner of 
Titipu I Why, that's the highest rank a citizen can attain I 

Fooh. It is. Onr logical Mikado^ seeing no moral difference 
between the dignified jndge, who condemns a criminal to die, 
and the industrious mechanic who carries oat the sentence, has 
rolled the two offices into one, and erery jndge la now his own 
executioner. 

Nank. But how good of you (for I see that you are a noble- 
man of the highest rank) to condescend to tell all this to me, 
a mere strolling minstrel ! 

Pooh, Don't mention it. I am, in point of fSact, a particularly 
haughty and exclusive pNBrson, of pre-Adamite ancestral descent. 
You will understand this when I tell you that I can trace my 
ancestry back to a protoplasmal primordial atomic globule. 
Consequently, my family pride is something inconceivable. I 
can't help it I was bom sneering. But I straggle hard to over- 
come this defect. I mortify my pride continually. When all 
the great officers of State resigned in a body, because they were 
too proud to serve under an ex-tailor, did I not unhesitatingly 
accept all their posts at once ? 

Pish. And the salaries attached to them ? You did. 

Pooh. It is consequently my degrading duty to serve this 
upstart as First Lord of the Treasury, Lord Chief Justice, 
Commander-in-Chief, Lord High Admiral, Master of the Buck- 
hounda, Groom of the Back Slj^irs, Archbishop of Titipu, and 
Lord Mayor, both acting and elect, all rolled into one. And at 
a salary! A Pooh-Bah paid for his services! I a sahried 
minion ! But I do it I It revolts me, but I do it. 

J^fi^, And it does 70a credit. 
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Took, But I don't stop at that. I go and dine with middle- 
class people on reasonahle terms. I dance at cheap suburban 
parties for a moderate fee. I accept refreshment at any hands, 
however lowly. I also retail State secrets at a very low figure. 
For instance, any further information about Yum.- Yum would 
come under the head of a State secret. (Nakki-Poo takt^ the 
hint, and gives him money,) {Aside,) Another insult, and, I 
think, a light one 1 

SoHO.— Pooh-Bah* 
YonDg man, despair, 
Likewise go tO| 
Ynm-Tam the fkix 
You must not woo. 
It will not do : 
Pm sorry for yon, 
Ton very imperfect ablutionerl 
This very diqr 

From school Yum-Yum 
Will wend her way, 
And homeward come 
With beat of drmn, 
And a ram-tam-tum. 
To wed the Lord High Executioner t 
And the brass will crash. 
And the trampets bray, 
And they'll cot a dash 
On their wedding-day. 
From what I say, yon may infer 
It's as good as a play for him and hefy 
Shell toddle away, as all aver, 
With the Lord High Executioner ! 

It's a hopeless case 

As yon may see^ 
And in your place 

Away Pa flee; 

But don't blame me— 

Pm sorry to be 

Of your pleasure a diminutlonei; 

They'll vow their pact 

Extremely soon, . 
In point of fkct 

This afternoon 

Her honeymoon. 

With that buffoon. 
At seven, commences, so you shun her I 
AU» The brass will crash, etc. 

BsoiTATiyB. 
Nank» And have I journeyed for a month, or nearly. 

To learn that Tnm-Tum, whom I love so deax^i^ 
This day to Ko-Ko is to \>« \mi\«i\ 
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Vooh, The fact appears to be as youVe recited : 

Bat here he comes, equipped as suits his station; 
He'll give you any further information. 

Enter Ko-Ko, attended. 
Chorus. 
Behold the Lord High Executioner ! 

A personage of noble rank and title— 
A dignified and potent officer, 
Whose functions are particularly vital. 

Defer, defer^ 
To the noble Lord High Executioner I 

Solo. — ^Ko-Ko. 
Taken from the county jail 

By a set of curious chances ; 
Liberated then on bail, 

On my own recognizances ; 
Wafted by a favouring gale 

As one sometimes is in trances 
To a height that few can scale, 

Save by long and weary dances ; 
Surely, never had a male 

Under such like ciroumstanccB 
So adventurous a talCj 

Which may rank with most romances* 

Chorus. 
Behold the Lord High Executioner, etc. 

Ko, Gentlemen, I'm much touched by this reception. I can 
only trust that by strict attention to duty I shall ensure a con- 
tinuance of those favours which it will ever be my study to 
deserve. Gentlemen, I expect my three beautiful wards, Yum- 
Yum, Peep-Bo, and Pitti-DiDg, in a few minutes. If you will 
kindly receive them with a show of abject deference, I shall foel 
obliged to you. I know how painful it must be to noblemeii 
of your rank to have to humiliate yourselves before a person of 
my antecedents, but discipline must be observed. (Chorus bow 
and exeunt) Pooh-Bah, it seems that the festivities in connec- 
tion with my approaching marriage must last a week. I should 
like to do it handsomely, andi I want to consult you as to the 
amount I ought to spend upon them. 

Fooh. Certainly. In which of my capacities? As First 
Lord of the Treasury, Lord Chamberlain, Attorney-General, 
Chan(5feUor of the Exchequer, Privy Purse, or Private Secretary? 

Ko. Suppose we say as Private Secretary. 

Fooh. Speaking as your Private Secretary, I should say 
that, as the city will have to pay for it, don't stint yoursclt^ 
do H well. 
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Ko, Exactly — as the city will haye to pay for it. That is 
your advice. 

Tooh, As Private Secretary. Of course you will understand 
that^ as Chancellor of the Exchequer, I am bound to see that 
due economy is observed. 

Ko, Oh. But you said just now " Don't stint yourself, do 
it well." 

FooK As Private Secretary. 

Ko. And now you say that due economy must be observed. 

Took. As Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

Ko. I see. Come over here, where the Chancellor can't hear 
us. {They cross stage.) Now, as my Solicitor, how do you 
advise me to deal with this difficulty ? 

Pooh. Oh, as your Solicitor, I 8lM)uld have no hesitation in 
saying, " Chance it " 

Ko. Thank you. {Shaking his hand.) I will. 

Pooh. If it were not that, as Lord Cluef Justice, I am bound 
to see that the law isn't violated. 

Ko. I see. Come over here where the Chief Justice can't 
hear us. {They cross the stage.) Now, then, as First Lord of 
the Treasury ? 

Pooh. Of course, as First Lord of the Treasury, I could pro* 
pose a special vote that would cover all expenses, if it were not 
that, as leader of the Opposition, it would be my duty to resist 
it, tooth and nail. Or, as P^ymast«>G«ueral, I could so cook 
the accounts, that as Lcord Hieh Auditor I should never discover 
the fraud. But then, as Archbishop of Titipu, it would be my 
duty to denounce my dishonesty and give myself into my own 
custody as First Commissioner of Police; 

Ko. That's extremely awkward. 

Pooh. I don't sav that all these people .couldn't be squared ; 
but it is right to tell you that I shouldn't be sufficiently degraded 
in my own estimation Unless I was insulted with a very con- 
siderable bribe. 

Ko. The matter shall have my careful consideration. But 
my bride and her sisters approach, and any little compliment 
on your part, such as an abject grovel in a characteristic Japancso 
attitude, would be esteemed a favour. 

Enter procession of Yum-Yum's school/elloioSf heralding 
Yuai-YuM, Pkep-Bo, and Pim-SiNO. 
Chohus. 
Comes a train of little ladies 

From scholastic trammels free, 
Each a little bit afraid ia^ 
Wondering what ihe ^ot\4 casi'\^\ 
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Is it but a world of trouble- 
Sadness set to song? 
Is its beauty bat a bubble 
Bound to break ere long? 

Are its palaces and pleasures 

Fantasies that fade? 
And the glory of its treasures 

Shadow of a shade? 

Schoolgirls we, eighteen and under. 

From scholastic trammels free, 
And we wonder — how we wonder !— 

What on earth the world can be ! 

Tbio.— YuM-YuM, Pbbp-bo, and Pitti-Singu 

Tke Three, Three little maids from fichool are we, 
Pert as a schoolgirl well can be, 
Filled to the brim with girlish glee, 
Three little maids from school ! 

Tum-Tum. Everything is a sonrce of fun. (Chuckle), 

Peep-Bo, Nobody's safe, for we care for none I (Chuckle), 

Pitti'Sing, Life is a joke that's just begun ! (Chuckle), 
The Three, Tmree little maids from school I 

All (dancing). Three little maids who, all uiwary, 

Gome from a ladies' seminary, 

Freed from its genius tutelary— 
Tlie Three (suddenly demure). Three little maids from school I 

Jfum' Yum, One little maid is a bride, Yum- Yum— 

Peep-Bo, Two little maids in attendance come— > 

Pitti-Sing, Three little maids is the total sum. 
Tlie Three, Three little maids from school I 

Yum- Yum, From three little maids take one away— » 

Peep-Bo, Two little maids remain, and they — 

Piiti-Sing, Won't have to wait very long, they say— 
The Three, Three little maids from school ! 

All (dancing). Three little maids who, all uiwary, 
Come from a ladies' seminary. 
Freed from its genius tutelary — 
The Three (suddenly demure). Three little maids from school f 

Ko, At last, my bride that is to be I (^Ahont to embrace her.) 

Yum, You're not going to kiss me before all these people ? 

Ko, Well, that was the idea. 

Yum, (aside to Peep-Bo). It seems odd, don't it? 

Peep, It's rather peculiar. 

Pitti, Oh, I expect it's all right. Must have a beginning, 
you know. 

Yum, Well, of course I know nothing about these things; 
but I've no objection if it's usual. 
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Ko, Ob, it's quite usual, I tbiiik. Eh, Lord Chamberlain? 
{Appealing to Pooh-Bah.) 

Fooh, I have known it done. (Ko-KO mibraces Tier,) 

Yum, That's over! {Sees Nanki-Poo, and rushes to him). 
Why, that's never you? The Three Girls rush to him and 
shake his hands^ all speaking at once,) 
^ Yum, Oh, I'm so glad I I haven't seen you for ever so 

long, and I'm right at the top of the school, and I've got 

three prizes, and I've come home for good, and I'm not going 

back any more I 
Feep, And have you got an engagement? — ^Yum-Yum's got 

one, but she don't like it, and she'd ever so much rather it 

was you. I've come home for good, and I'm not going back 

any more I 
Fitti, Now tell us all the news, because you go about 

everywhere, and we've been at school ; but, thank goodness, 

that's all over now, and we've come home for good, and we're 

not going back any more I 

: [These three speeches are spoken together in one breath, 

Ko, I beg your pardon. Will you present me ? 

Yum, ( Oh, this is the musician who used 

Feep, I Oh, this is the gentleman who used 

Fitti, ( Oh, it is only Nanki-Poo who used 

Ko, One at a time, if you please. 

Yum, He's the gentleman who used to play so beautifully on 
the — on the 

Fitti, On the Marine Parade. 

Yum. Yes, I think that was the name of the instru- 
ment. 

Nank, Sir, I have the misfortune to love your ward, Yum- 
Yum — oh, I know I deserve your anger I 

Ko, Anger ! Not a bit, my boy. Why, I love her myself. 
Charming little girl, isn't she? Pretty eyes, nice hair. Taking 
little thing, altogether. Very glad to hear my opinion backed 
by a competent authority. Thank you very much. Good-bye, 
(To PiSH-TuBH.) Take him away. (Pish-Tcjbh removes him,) 

Fitti, {who has been examining Pooh-Bah). I beg your 
pardon, but what is this ? Customer come to try on ? 

Ko, That is a Tremendous Swell. {She starts back in alarm,) 

Fooh, Qo away, little girls. Can't talk to little girls like 
you. Go away, there's dears. 

Ko, Allow me to present you, Pooh-Bah. These are my 
three wards. The one in the middle is my bride elect. 

Fooh, What do you want me to do to them ? Miad^ I iiyUi 
not kiss them. 
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Ko, No, no, you shan't kiss them: a little bow — a mere 
nothing — you needn't mean it, you know. 

Fooh, It goes against the grain, lliey are not young ladies, 
ther are young persons. 

Ko, 0[>me, come, make an effort, there's a good noble- 
man. 

Pooh (aside to Ko-Ko). Well, I shan't mean it. ( With a great 
effort,) How de do, How de do, little girls I {Aside,) Oh, my 
protoplasmal ancestor I 

Ko, That's very good. (Girls indulge in suppressed laugliter.) 

Fooh, I see nothing to laugh at. It is very painful to me to 
have to say " How de do. How de do, little girls," to young 
X)ersons. I'm not in the habit of 8a3ring *< How de do. How do 
do, little girls " to anybody under the rank of a Stockbroker. 

Ko. (aside to Girls). Don't laugh at him — ^he's under treat- 
ment for it. (Aside to Pooh-Bah.) Never mind them, they 
don't understand the delicacy of your position. 

Fooh, We know how delicate it is, don't we ? 

Ko, I should think we did I How a nobleman of your im- 
portance can do it at all is a thing I never can, never shall 
understand. [Eo-Eo retires up and goes off, 

QUABTETTB AKD ChOBUS. 

TuM-YuM, Pebp-Bo, akd Pitti-Sincu 
So please yon, sir, we much regret 
If we have failed in etiquette 
Towards a man of rank so high— 
We shall know better by-and-by. 
But youth, of course, must have its fling. 
So pardon us, 
So pardon us. 
And don't in ^rlhood*s happy spring. 
Be hard on us, 
Be hard on us. 
If we're disposed to dance and sing, 

Tra la la, etc. (Dancing,) 

Chortu ofGirU, But youth of eoune, etc. 

PcoA* I think you ought to recollect 

You cannot show too much respect 
Towards the highly-titled few ; 
But nobody does, and why should yon? 
That youth at us should have its fling. 
Is hard on us. 
Is hard on us ; 
To our prerogative we cling — 
So pardon us, 
So pardon us. 
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If we dedine to dance and sin^ — 

Tia la la, etc. Q)anc%ng^ 

Chona of Girls, But youth, of course, must have its fling, etc. 

{^Exeunt aM hut Yum-Ydm. 
Turn. How pitiable is the condition of a young and innocent 
child brought from the gloom of a ladles* academy into the full 
blown blaze of her own marriage ceremony ; and with a man 
for whom I care nothing I True, he loves me; but everybody 
does that. ^ 

. JBw^cr Nanki-Poo. 

Nank. Yum- Yum, at last we are alone I I have sought you 
night and day for three weeks, in the belief that your guardian 
was beheaded, and I find that you are about to be married to 
him this afternoon ! 

Turn. Alas, yes ! 

Nank, But you do not lave him? 

Yum. Alas, no I 

Na/nk. Modified rapture I But why do you not refuse 
him? 

Yum, What good would that do? He's my guardian, and 
he wouldn't let me marry you ! 

N<mk, But I would wait until you were of age ! 

Yum, You forget that in Japan girb do not arrive at years 
of discretion until they are fifty. 

Nank, True; from seventeen to forty- nine are considered 
years of indiscretion. 

Yum, Besides, a wandering minstrel, who plays a wind 
instrument outside tea-houses, is hardly a fitting husband for 
the ward of a Lord High Executioner. 

Nank. But (Aside,) Shalll tell her? Yea I She will 

not betray me ! (AUmcL) What if it should prove that, after 
all, I am no musician 1 

Yum, There I I was certain of it, directly I heard you 
play ! 

Nank, What if it should prove that I am no other than the 
son of his Majesty the Mikado ? 

Yum, The son of the Mikado! But why is your Highness 
disguised? And what has your Highness done? And will 
your Highness promise never to do it again? 

Nank, Some years ago I had the misfortune to captivate 
Katisha, an elderly lady of my father's court. She mis- 
construed my customary afiability into expressions of «.^<^\!vks^^ 
and claimed me in marriage, uoidAt ift^ l<a?^«£^ ^SK«• '^^ 
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father, the Lucius Junius Brutus of his race, ordered me to 
marry her within a week, or perish ignominiousiy on the 
scaffold. That night I fled his court, and, assuming the 
disguise of a Second Trombone, I joined the band in which you 
found me when I had the happiness of seeing you I (^ApTproach- 
ing her,) 

Yum, (retreating). 11 you please, I think your Highness had 
better not come too near. The laws agMnst flirting are exces- 
sively severe. 

Nank, But we are quite alone, and nobody can see us. 

Yum, Still that don't make it right To flirt is illegal, and 
we must obey the law. 

Nank, Deuce take the law 1 

Yum. I wish it would, but it won't I 

Nank, If it were not for that, how happy we might be ! 

Yum. Happy indeed ! 

Nank. If it were not for the law, we should now be sitting 
side by side, like that. (Sits by her.) 

Yum. Instead of being obliged to sit half a mile off, like 
that. (Crosses and sits at other side of st<ige.) 

Nank. We should be gazing into each other's eyes, like that. 
(Approaching and gazing at her sentimentcdly.) 

Yum. Breathing yows of unutterable love — like that. 
(Sighing and gazing lovingly at him.) 

Nank. With our arms round each other's waists like that. 
(Emhradng her.) 

Yum. Yes, if it wasn't for the law. 

Nank. If it wasn't for the law. 

Yum. As it is, of course, we couldn't do anything of the kind. 

Nank. Not for worlds I 

Yum, Being engaged to Ko-ko, you know I 

Nank. Being engaged to Ko-ko I 

Nank, So, in spite of all temptation. 

Such a theme Til not discuss, 
And on no consideiation 

Will I kiss you fondly thus — {kissing her) 
Let me make it clear to you, 

This, oh, this, oh, this, oh, this— (^itstn^ Iier) 
This is what I'll never do ! 

[Exeunt in opposite directions 

Enter Ko-KO. 
Ko. (looking after Yuii'Yuv). There she goes I To think 
how entirely my future happiness is wrapped up in that little 
pBrco] J Eeally, it hardly seems worth wmle 1 Oh, matrimony! 
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EnUr Pooh-Bah and, FiSH-TasH. 

Now then, what is it? Can't you see I'm soliloquizing ? 
You have interrupted an apostrophe, sir I 

Pf'sA. I am the hearer of a letter from His Majesty the Mikado. 

Ko. (taking it from him reverentially). A letter from the 
Mikado I VIThat in the world can he have to say to me? 
(Heads letter.) Ah, here it is at last I I thought it would 
cornel The Mikado is struck by the fact that no executions 
have taken place in Titipu for a year, and decrees that, unless 
somebody is beheaded within one month, the post of Lord High 
Executioner shall be abolished, and the city reduced to the 
rank of a village I 

Fish. But that will involve us all in irretrievable ruin ! 

Ko. Tes. There's no help for it, I shall have to execute 
somebody. The only question is, who shall it be ? 

Fooh. Well, it seems unkind to say so, but as you're already 
under sentence of death for flirting, everything seems to point 
to^oti. 

Ko. To me ? WBftt are you talking about ? I can't execute 
myself. Recorder I 

Fooh. Wbynot? 

Ko. Why not ? Because, la the first place, self-decapitation 
is an extremely difficult, not to say dangerous, thing to 
attempt; and, in the second, it's suicide, and suicide is a 
capital offence. 

Fooh. That is so, no doubt 

Fish, We might reserve tbat point 

Fooh. True, it could be argued six months hence, before the 
full Court. 

Ko. Besides, I don't see how a man can cut off his own head. 

Fooh. A man might try. 

Fish. Even if you only succeeded in cutting it half off, that 
would be something. 

Fooh. It would be taken as an earnest of your desire to 
comply with the Imperial will. 

Ko. No. Pardon me, but there I am adamant. As official 
Headsman, my reputation is at stake, and I can't consent to 
embark on a professional operation unless I see my way to a 
successful result. 

Fooh. This professional conscientiousness is highly creditable 
to you, but it places us in a very awkward position. 

Ko. My good sir, the awkwardness of your position is grace 
itself compared with that of a man engaged in the act of cw^^.xsi'i^ 
cll'his own head. 
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Fish, I am afraid tliat, unless you can obtain a substi- 
tute 

Ko, Asubstitue? Oh, certainly— notliing easier. (2b Pooh- 
Bah.) Poob-Bah, I appoint you my substitute. 

Pooh, I should like it above all things. Such an appoint- 
ment would realize my fondest dreams. But no, at any 
sacrifice, I must set bounds to my insatiable ambition I 



Ko-Eo, 
My brain it teems 
With endless schemes, 
Both good and new 
For Titipu ; 
But if I flit, 
The benefit 
That I*d diffuse 
The town would lose ! 
Kow every man 
To aid his clan 
Should plot and plan 
As well as he can. 

And so, 

Although 
I'm ready to go. 
Yet recollect 
*Twere disrespect 
Did I neglect 
To thus effect 
This aim direct, 
So I object — 
So I object — 
So I object — 

All. 



Trio. 

Pooh-Bah. 
I am so mrood, 
If I allowed 
My family pride 
To be my guide, 
I'd volunteer 
To quit this sphere 
Instead of yon. 
In a minute or two. 
But family ^ride 
Must be denied, 
And set aside, 
And mortified, 

And so, 

Although 
I wish to ^o. 
And ^reauy pine 
To brightly shine. 
And tiu^e &e line 
Of a hero fine, 
With grief condign 
I must decline — 
I must decline — 



PISH-TUSH. 

I heard one day, 
A gentleman say 
That criminals who 
Are cut in two 
CSan hardly feel 
The fatal steel, 
And so are slain 
Without much pain. 
If this is true 
It's jolly for you ; 
Your courage screw 
To bid u8 adieu, 

And go 

And show 
Both firiend and foe 
How much yon dare, 
I'm quite aware 
It's your affair, 
Yet I declare 
I'd take your share, 
But I don't much care— 
I don't mnch care — 
I don't much < 



I must declme — 

To sit in solemn silence in a dull, dark dock. 
In a pestilential prison, with a life-long lock, 
Awaiting the sensation of a short, sharp shock, 
From a cheap and chippy chopper on a big black block ! 

[Exeunt all hut Eo-Eo. 
Ko. This is simply appalling I I, who allowed myself to be 
respited at the last moment, simply in order to benefit my 
native town, am now required to ^e within a month, and that 
by a man whom I have loaded with honours I Is this public 
gratitude? Is this 

Enter Nanki-Poo, with a rope in his hands. 

Go away, sir? How dare you? Am I never to be per- 
mitted to soliloquize? 

Nank, Oh, go on— don't mind me. 

JSTo, What are you going to do with that rope? 
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Nank, I am about to terminate an unendurable existence. 

Ko, Terminate your existence ? Oh, nonsense I What for I 

Nanh, Because you are going to marry the girl I adore. 

Ko, Nonsense, sir. I won't permit it. I am a humane man, 
and if you attempt anything of the kind I shall order your 
i nstan t arrest. Gome, sir, desist at once, or I simmnon my guard. 

Nanh, That's absurd. If you attempt to raise an alarm, I 
instantly perform the Happy Despatch with this dagger. 

Ko. No, no, don't do that. This is horrible I {Suddenly.) 
Why, you cold-blooded scoundrel^ are you aware that» in taking 
your life, you are committing a crime which — which — ^which 
is Oh I (StruekhyanideoL.) 

Nanh. What^s the matter? 

Ko. Is it ahwlvidy certain that yon are resolved to die? 

Nank. Absolutely! 

Ko. Will nothing shake your resolution ? 

Kanh. Nothing. 

Ko. Threats, entreaties, prayers — ^all useless ? 

Nank. All ! My mind is made up. 

Ko. Then, if you really mean what you say, and if yon are 
absolutely resolved to die, and if nothing whatever will shake 
your determination — don't spoil yourself by oonmiitting 
suicide, but be beheaded handsomely at the hands of the Public 
Executioner I 

Nank. I don't see how that would benefit me. 

Ko. You don't? Observe: youli have a month to live, and 
you'll live like a fighting-cock at my expense. When the day 
comes, there'll be a grand public ceremonial — ^youll be the 
central figure — ^no one will attempt to deprive you of that 
distinction. There'll be a procession — ^bands — dead march-— 
liells tolling — all the girls m tears — Yum-Yum distracted — 
then, when it's all over, general rejoicings, and a display of 
fireworks in the evening. You won't see them, but they'll be 
there all the same. 

Nank. Do yon think Yum-Yum would really be distracted 
at my death? 

Ko. I am convinced of it. Bless you, she's the most tender- 
hearted little creature alive. 

Nank, I should be sorry to cause her pain. Perhaps, ailer 
all, if I were to withdraw from Japan, and travel in Europe 
for a couple of years, I might contrive to forget her. 

Ko. Oh, I don't think you could forget Yum-Yum so easily, 
and, after all, what is more miserable than a love-blighted life? 

Nank. True. 

Ko. Life without Yum-Yum — why, it «&c:tCL<& ^'awxW 
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Nank. And yet there are a good many people in tlie world 
who have to endure it. 

Ko, Poor devils, yes I You are quite right not to be of their 
number. 

Nank, (suddenly). I won't be of their number I 

Ko. Noble fellow I 

Nank. Ill tell you how we'll manage it. Let me marry 
Yura-Ynm to-morrow, and in a month you may behead me. 

Ko. No, no. I draw the line at Yum- Yum. 

Nank. Very good. If you can draw the line, so can I. (Pre^ 
paring rope.) 

Ko. Stop, stop— listen one moment— be reasonable. How 
can I consent to your marrying Yum- Yum, if Fm going to 
marry her myself? 

Nank. My good friend, she'll be a widow in a month, and 
you can marry her then. 

Ko. That's true, of course. I quite see that, but, dear me, my 
position during the next month will be most unpleasant — most 
unpleasant I 

Nank. Not half so impleasant as my position at the end of it 

Ko. But — dear me — well — I agree. After all, it's only 
putting off my wedding for a month. But you won't prejudice 
her against me, will yon ? You see, I've educated her to be 
my wife ; she's been taught to regard me as a wise and good 
man. Now, I shouldn't like her views on that point disturbed. 

Nank. Trust me, she shall never learn the truth from me. 
Finale. 

Enter Chorus, Pooh-Bah, and Pish-Tush. 

Chobus. 
With aspect stem 

And gloomy stride. 
We come to learn 

How yon decide. 
Don't hesitate 

Your choice to name, 
A dreadful fate 

Yoa'll suffer all the same. 
Pooh. To ask you what you mean to do we punctually appear. 
Ko, Congratulate me, gentlemen, I've found a Volunteer I 
All. The Japanese equivalent for Hear, Hear, Hear I 
Ko. (presenting him). ^Tis Nanki-Pooh I 
All. Hail, Nanki-Poohl 

£o. I think he'll do? 

All. Yes, yes, he'll do I 

Ko, He yields his life if I'll Yum -Yum surrender ; 

Now, I adore that girl with passion tender, 
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And could not yield her with a ready will. 
Or her allot, 
If I did not 
Adore myself with passion tenderer still I 
All. Ah, yes ! 

He loves himself with passion tenderer still I 
Ao. {ji,o Nanki-Poo.) Take her— she's yours I 

Enter Yum-Yum, Pbep-Bo, amd Pitti-Sino. 
Nank* and Turn-Turn^ Oh, rapture ! 

Ensbmblb, 
Yum-Yum and Nanhi^Poo, The threatened cloud has passed away. 
And brij^tly shines the dawning day ; 
What though the night may come too soon, 
There's yet a month of afternoon I 
Then let the throng 
Our joy advance, 
With laughing song, 
And merry dance, 
With joyous shout and ringing cheeri 
Inaugurate our brief career I 

Then let the throng, etc. 
A day, a week, a month, a year — 
Or be it far^ or be it near. 
Life's eventime comes much too soooi 
You'll live at least a honeymoon ! 
Then let the throng, etc. 

Solo.— Pooh-Bah. 
As in three weeks you've got to diei 

If Ko-ELo tells us true, 
'Twere empty compliment to cry 

Long life to Naxud-Poo I 
But as you've ^ot three weeks to live 

As fellow citizen. 
This toast with three times three we'll give-* 
»* Long life to you— till then I " 

May all good fortune prosper you. 
Hay you have health and riches toO| 
May you succeed in all you do. 
Long life to you— till then 1 

Dakos. 

Enter Katisha, melodramatically. 

Your revels cease— assist me all of you I 

Why, who is this whose evil eyes 

Rain blight on our festivities '/ 
I claim my perjured lover, Nanki-Poo ! 
Oh, fool ! to shun delights that never cloy I 
Come back, oh, shallow fool ! come back to ys^ V 



Chorus, 
PiUi-Sing, 



AU. 



Chorus* 



Kat. 
Chorus. 

Kat. 



m. 
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Chonis, 60, leave thy deadly work undone | 

Away, away ! ill-favoured one ! 
Nank, {aiide to Yum-Yum). Ah ! 

'TisKatiaha! 

The maid of whom I told yon. {About to go,) 
Kat, (detaining him). No ! 

Ton shall not go, 

These arms shall thus enfold you I 

SONO.— E^ATISHA. 

(Addressing Naxki-Foo.) Oh fool, that flcest 

My hallowed joys I 
Oh blind, that seest 

No equipoise ! 
Oh rash, that judgest 

From half, the whole I 
Oh base, that gmdgest 
Love's lightest dole ! 
Thy neart unbind, 
Oh fool, oh blind I 
Give me my place, 
Oh rash, oh base 1 
Chorui, If she*s thy bride, restore her place. 

Oh fool, oh blind, oh rash, oh base I 
Kat (addressing Yum-Yux)v Pink cheek, that rulesfc 
Where wisdom serves! 
Bright eye, that f oolest 

Steel-tempered nerves ; 
Bose^lip, that scomest 
Lore-laden years — 
Sweet tongpe, that wamest 
Who rightly hears — 
Thy doom is nijg^h, 
Pink cheek, bright eye I 
Thy knell is rung, 
Bose-lip, sweet tongue. 
Chorus, If true her talej thy knell is rung, 

Pink cheek, bnght eye, rose-lip, sweet tongue! 
ntti-Sing, Away, nor prosecute your quest — 

From our intention well expressed, 

Ton cannot turn us I 
The state of your connubial views 
Towards the person you accuse 
Does not concern us ! 
For he*s going to marry Yum-Yum— 
AIL Yum-Yum! 

Pitti, Your an^r pray bury. 

For all will be merry, 
I think you had better succumb — 
All, Cumb— cumb I 

PittU And join our expressions of gleOi 

On this subject I pray you be dumb — 
AJL Dumb — dumbi 
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Pittu Toa*ll find tiieie axe many 

Wholl wed for a penny — 
The word for your guidance is, " Mum"— 

All, Mum — ^mum ! 

Pittit There's lots of good fish in the sea ! 

All* There's lots of good fish in the sea ! 

And you'll find there are many, ete. 

Solo.— EATidHA. 
The hour of gladness 

Is dead and gone ; 
In silent sadness 
I live alone ! 
The hope I cherished 
All lifeless lies, 
And all has perished 

Save love, which never dies ! 
Oh, faithless one, this insult yon shall rue ! 
In vain for mercy on your knees you'll sue. 
I'll tear the mask from you disguising ! 
Nanh, (aside). Now comes the blow ! 

KaL Prepare yourself for news surprising ! 

Jfanh, (aside). How foil my foe ? 

Kat, No minstrd he, despite bravado ! 

Yum, (asidef struck by an idea). Ha I ha 1 I know f 

Kat, He is the son of your 

[Nanki-Poo and Tum-Tuh, interrupting^ sing Japanese 
words to drown her voice, 

O ni I bikkozi shakkuri to ! 
O sa I bikknri shakkuri to ! 
Kat, In vain yon interrupt witii this tornado : 

He is the only son of your 

All, O nil bikknri shakkuri to 1 

Kat. m spoil 

Alt, O ni 1 bikkuri shakkuri to ! 

Kat, Your gay gambado I 

He is the son— « 
All, O ni I bikkuri shakkuri to 1 

Kat, Of your 

All, Oni! bikkuri shakkuri to ! 

Ensbublb* 

Katisha. Thb Others. 

Ye torrents roar I We'll hear no more 

Ye tempests howl ! Ill-omened owl, 

Your wrath outpour Tojoy we soar, 

With angry growl I Despite your scowl 
Do ye your worst, my vengeance The echoes of our festival 

call Shidl rise triumphant over all 1 

Shall rise triumphant over all I Away you go, 

Prepare for woe. Collect your hordes ; 

Ye haughty lord% Proclaim your woe 

At once I go In dismal chords \ 
Mikado-wardSi 
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And when he leams his son is fonnd, We do not heed iheir dismal sonnd. 
My wrongs with vengeance will be For joy reigns everywhere around ! 
crowned ! 

[Katisha rushes furiously up stage, clearing the crotvd 
away right and Itft, finishing on steps at the hack of 
stage* 

ACT IL 

S«3BNE. — ^Ko-Ko's Garden. Yum- Yum discovered seated at Tier 
bridal toilet, surrounded by Maidens, wJio are dressing her 
hair and painting her face and lips, as she judges of the 
effect in a mirror. 

Chobus. 
Braid the raven hair — 

Weave the supple tresa* 
Deck the maiden fair 
In her loveliness — 
Paint the pretty face^ 

Dye the coral lip- 
Emphasize the grace 

Of her ladysMp ! 
Art and natore, thus allied, 
Go to make a pretty bride 1 

Solo. — Pitti-Sino. 
Sit with downcast eye— 

Let it brim with dew — 
Try if you can cry — 

We will do so, too. 
When you're summoned, starti 

Like a frightened roe — 
Flutter, Uttle heart. 

Colour, come and go ! 
Modesty at marriage-tide 
Well becomes a pretty bride I 

Chorus. 
Braid the raven hair, etc. [Exeunt Chorus. 

Yum. (looking at herself in glass). Yes, I am indeed 
beautiful I Sometimes I sit and wonder, in my artless Japanese 
way, why it is that I am so much more attractive than anybody 
else in tiie whole world? Can this bo vanity? No I Nature 
is lovely and rejoices in her loveliness. I am a child of Nature, 
and take after my mother. 

Song.— ^YuM-YuM, 
The sun, whose rays 
Are all ablaze 
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With ever living glory, 
Does not deny 
His majesty — 

He scorns to tell a story I 
He don't exclaim, 
** I blush for shame, 

So kindly be indulgent." 
But, fierce and bold. 
In fiery gold, 

He glories all effulgent ! 

I mean to rule the earth, 

As he the sky— 
We really know our worthy 

The sun and 1 1 

Observe his flame, 
That placid dame, 

The moon*B Celestial Highness ; 
There's not a trace 
Upon her face 

Of diflldence or shyness : 
She borrows light 
That, through the night. 

Mankind may all acclaim her I 
And, truth to tell, 
She lights up well, 

So f, for one, don't blame her ! 

Ah, pray make no mistake, 

We are not shy ; 
We're very wide awake. 

The moon and I ! 

Yum. Yes, everything seems to smile upon me. I am to be 
married to-day to the man I love best, and I believe I am the 
very happiest girl in Japan ! 

Peep, The happiest girl indeed, for she is indeed to be envied 
Tvho has attained happiness in all but perfection. 

Yum, In " all but " perfection ? 

Fee/p, Well, dear, it can't be denied that the fact that your 
husband is to be beheaded in a month is, in its way, a 
drawback. 

Fiiii, I don't know about that. It all depends I 

Feep, At all events, Ad will find it a drawback. 

Fiiti, Not necessarily. Bless you, it all depends I 

Yum. (in tears), I think it very indelicate of you to refer 
to such a subject on such a day. If my married happiness is 
to be — to be— — 

Feep, Cut short 

Yum, Well, cut short — ^in a month, can't you let me fot^^ 
it? iWeeping.) 
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Enter 'Saistki-Voo followed ly Pish-Tush. 

Nank, Yum-Yum in tears — and on her wedding morn I 

Yum. (sobbing). They've been reminding me that in a 
month you're to be beheaded I (Bursts into tears.) 

Fitti. Yes, we've been reminding her that you're to be 
beheaded. (Bursts into tears.) 

Feep. It's quite true, you know, you are to be beheaded I 
(Bursts into tears.) 

Nank. (aside). Humph I How some bridegrooms would 
be depressed by this sort of thing I (Aloud.) A month? 
Well, what's a month? Bah I These divisions of time are 
purely arbitrary. Who says twenty-four hours make a day ? 

Fitti. There's a popular impression to that effect. 

Nank. Then we'll efface it. We'll call each second a minute 
— each minute an hour— each hour a day — and each day a 
year. At that rate we've about thirty years of married happi- 
ness before us I 

Feep. And at that rate, this interview has already lasted 
four hours and three-quarters I [Eayit Peep-Bo. 

Yum. (still sobbing). Yes. How time flies when one is 
thoroughly enjoying one's self I 

Nank. That's the way to look at it I Don't let's be down- 
hearted ! There's a silver lining to every cloud. 

Yum. Certainly. Let's— let's be perfectly happy I (Almost 
in tears.) 

Fish. By all means. Let's — ^let's thoroughly enjoy our- 
selves. 

Fitti. It's — it's absurd to cry I (Trying to force a laugh.) 

Yum. Quite ridiculous I (Trying to laugh.) 

\^All break into a forced and mdanchdy laugh. 

QUABTBTTB. 

YuM-TuM, PiTTi-Siira, Nanki-Poo, akd Pish-Tush, 
Brightly dawns our wedding-day ; 

Joyous hour, we give thee greetmg I 

Whither, whither art thou fleeting ? 
Fickle moment, prithee stay ! 

What though mortal joys be hollow ? 

Pleasures come, if sorrows follow : 
Though the tocsin sound, ere long, 

Dingdong! Bingdoj^I 
Yet until the shadows fall 
Over one and over all, 
Sing a merry madrigal — 
Amadngall 

FaT-lar— f al-la ! etc. {Ending in tears,) 
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Let us diy the ready tear, 

Though the hoon are snreljr creeping^ 

Little need for woeful weeping, 
Till the sad sondown is near. 

All most sip the cup of sorrow-— 

I to-day and thou to-morrow : 
This the close of every song — 

Ding doDg ! Ding dong ! 
What, though solemn shadows fall, 
Sooner, later, over all ? 
Sing a merry madrigal — 
A madrigal ! 

Fal-la— fal-lal etc. {Ending in tearu"^ 

[Exewni Pitti-Sing and Fish-Tush. 

Nanki-Poo tmbraces Tum-Yum. Enter Eo-Eo. Nanki-Poo 
releases Yum-Yum. 

Ko. Go on — don't mind me. 

Nank. Vm afraid we're distressing you. 

Ko. Never mind, I must get used to it. Only please do it 
by degrees. Begin by putting your arm round her waist. 
(Nanki-Poo does so,) There ; let me get used to that first. 

Yum. Ob, wouldn't you like to retire ? It must pain you 
to see us so affectionate together t 

Ko, No, I must learn to bear it ! Now oblige me by allow- 
ing her head to rest on your shoulder. (He does so — Ko-Ko 
much affected.) I am much obliged to you. Now — kiss her I 
(He does so — ^Ko-Ko writhes tuith anguish.) Thank you — it's 
simple torture I 

Yum, Come, come, bear up. After all, it's only for a month. 

Ko. No. It's no use deluding one's self with false hopes. 

Nank, and Yum. (together). What do you mean ? 

Ko. (to Yum-Yum). My child — ^my poor child. (Aside,) 
How shall I break it to her ? (Alotui,) My little bride that 
was to have been. 

Yum, (delighted). Was to have been I 

Ko. Yes ; you never can be mine 1 

Yum. (in ecstasy). What ! ! 1 

Ko. Pve just ascertained that, by the Mikado's law, when a 
married man is beheaded^his wife is buried alive. 

Nank. and Yum. (together). Buried alive 1 

Ko. Buried alive. It's a most unpleasant death. 

Nank. But whom did you get that from ? 

Ko. Oh, from Pooh-Bah. He's my solicitor. 

Yum. But he may be mistaken 1 

Ko. So I thought, so I consulted th^ M^xnt^rS'-Qi^'^^'^^ '^^ 
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Lord Chief Justice, the Master of the Rolls, the Judge Ordinary, 
and the Lord Chancellor. They're all of the same opTnion. 
Never knew such unanimity on a point of law in my life ! 

Nanh. But^ stop a bit ! This law has never been put in 
force? 

JTo. Not yet. You see, flirting is the only crime punishable 
with decapitation, and married men never flirt. 

Nanh. Of course they don't. I quite forgot that ! Well, 
I suppose I may take it that my dream of happiness is at 
an end 1 

Yum^ D&rling, I don't want to appear selfish, and I love 
you with all my heart — I don't suppose I shall ever love 
anybody else half as much — ^but when I agreed to marry you, 
my own, I had no idea, pet, that I should have to be buried 
alive in a month ! 

Bank. Nor 1 1 It's the very first Tve heard of it I 

Yum. It — ^it makes a difference, doesn't it? 

Bank. It dbes make a difiference, of course ! 

Yum. You see— burial alive — it's such a stuffy death ! You 
see my difficulty, don't you ? 

Bank. Yes ; and I see my own. If I insist on your carrying 
out your promise, I doom you to a hideous death ; if I release 
you, you marry Ko-Eo at once I 

Taio.— YuM-YuM, Nanki-Poo, and Eo-Ko» 
Fujiit Here's a how-de-do 1 

If I many you, 
When your time has come to perish, 
Then me maiden whom you cnerish 
Must be slaughtered too I 
Here's a how-de-do I 

Bank. Here's a pretty mess I 

In a month, or less, 
I must die without a wedding I 
Let the bitter tears I'm shedding 

Witness my distress, 

Here's a pretty mess ! 

Ko. Here's a state of things I 

To her life she clings ! 

Matrimonial devotion 

Doesn't seem to suit her notion- 
Burial it brings ! 
Here's a state of things ! 

Enseuble. 
YuM-YuM AND Nanki-Poo. Ko-Ko, 

With a passion that's intense With a passion that's intense 

J worn^p and adore^ Yon worship and adore, 
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But the laws of common ff3nse Bat the laws of common sense 
We oughtn't to ignore. You oughtn't to ignore. 

If what he says is true, If what I say is true, 
It is death to marry you ! It is death to marry you ! 

Here's a pretty state of things ! Here's a pretty state of things ! 
Here's a pretty how-de-do ! Here's a pretty how-de-do ! 

\Exit YuM-YuM. 

Ko, (going up to Nanki-Poo). My poor boy, I'm really 
very sorry for you. 

Nanh, Thanks, old fellow. I'm sure you are. 

Ko. You see I'm quite helpless. 

Nank, I quite see that. 

Ko. I can't conceive anything more distressing than to have 
one's marriage broken off at the last moment. But you shan't 
be disappointed of a wedding — ^you shall come to mine. 

Nank, It's awfully kind of you, but that's impossible. 

Ko. Why so? 

Nank. To-day I die. 

Ko. What do you mean? 

Nank. I can't live without Yum-Yum. This afternoon I 
perform the Happy Despatch. 

Ko. No, no— pardon me — I can't allow that. 

Nank. Why not? 

Ko. Why, hang it all, you're under contract to die by the 
hand of the Public Executioner in a month's time I If you 
kill yourself, what's to become of me? Why, I shall have to 
oe executed in your place I 

Nank. It would certainly seem so I 

Enter Pooh-Bah. 

Ko. Now then, Lord Mayor, what is it? 

Fooh. The Mikado and his suite are approaching the city, 
and will be here in ten minutes. 

Ko. The Mikado ! He's coming to see whether his orders 
have been carried out I (To Nakki-Poo.) Now, look here, 
you know — this is getting serious — a bargain's a bargdn, and 
you really mustn't frustrate the ends of justice by committing 
suicide. As a man of honour and a gentleman, you are bound 
to die ignominiously by the hands of the Public Executioner. 

Nank. Very well, then — behead me. 

Ko. What, now? 

Nank. Certainly; at once. 

Ko. My good sir, I don't go about prepared to execute 
gentlemen at a moment's notice. Why, I never even kUlod «^ 
blue-bottle 1 
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Pooh. Still, as Lord Higli Executioner 

Ko. My good sir, as Lord High Executioner I've got to 
behead him in a month. I'm not ready yet. 1 don't know 
how it's done. I'm going to take lessons. I mean to begin 
with a guinea-pig, and work my way through the animal 
kingdom till I come to a second trombone. Why, you don't 
suppose that, as a humane man, I'd have accepted the post of 
Lord High Executioner if I hadn't thought the duties were 
purely nominal? I canH kill you — ^I can't kill anything! 
{Weeps.) 

Nanh. Come, my poor fellow, your feelings do you credit ; 
but you must nerve yourself to this— you must, indeed. We 
all have unpleasant duties to discharge at times; and when 
these duties present themselves we must nerve ourselves to an 
effort. Gome, now — ^after all, what is it? If I don't mind, 
why should you? Bemember, sooner or later it must be 
done. 

Ko. (springing up suddenly). Must itf Fm not so sure 
about that 1 

Nank. What do you mean ? 

Ko. Why should I kill you when making an affidavit that 
you've been executed will do just as well ? Mere are plenty of 
witnesses — the Lord Chief Justice, and Lord High Admiral, 
Commander-in-Chief, Secretary of State for the Home Depart- 
ment, First Lord of the Treasury, and Chief Commissioner of 
Police. They'll all swear to it — won't you? (2b Pooh-Bah.) 

Fooh. Am I to understand that all of us high Officers of 
State are required to perjure ourselves to ensure your safety ? 

Ko. Why not ? You'll be grossly insulted as usual. 

Fooh. Will the insult be cash down, or at a date? 

Ko. It will be a ready-money transaction. 

Fooh. (aside). Well, it will be a useful discipline. (Aloud.') 
Very good. Choose your fiction, and I'll endcnrse it I (Aside.) 
Ha I ha I Family Pride, how do you like that, my buck ? 

Nank. But I tell you that life without Yum-Yum 

Ko. Oh, Yum-Yum, Yum-Yum I Bother Yum-Yum I Here, 
Commissionaire (to Pooh-Bah), go and fetch Yum-Yum. (Exit 
Pooh-Bah.) Take Yum-Yum and marry Yum-Yum, only go 
away and never come back again. 

Enter Pooh-Bah with Yum-Yum and Pitti-Sino. 
Here she is. Yum-Yum, are you particularly busy? 
Yum. Not particularly. 
Ko. You've five minutes to spare ? 
Yum. Yes. 
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Ko. Then go along with his Grace the Archbishop of Titipu; 
he^U marry you at once. 

Turn, But if Pm to he buried alive? 

Ko. Now don't ask any questions, but do as I tell you, and 
Nanki-Poo will explain all. 

NanJe. But one moment 

Ko, Not for worlds. Here comes the Mikado, no doubt to 
ascertain whether Pve obeyed his decree, and if he finds you 
alive, I shall have the greatest difficulty in persuading him 
that Pve beheaded you. (Exeuni N^j?ki-Poo cmd Yum-Yom, 
followed hy Pooh-Bah.) Close thing that, for here he comes! 

March, Enter procesnoUf heralding Mikado, wUh Eatisha. 
Chobits. 
«« March of the Mikado* t troops:' 
Miya sama, miya sama, 
On ma no maye nl 
Piia-Pira butu no wa 
Nangiana 
Toko tonyar^ tonyar^ na ! 

Duet.— Mikado and Katisha. 

Mikado. From every kind of man 

Obedience I expect ; 
Pm the Emperor of Japan. 
Kat, And I'm his daoj^ter-in-law elect I 

He'll many hu son 
(He has only ^ot one) 
To his danghter-in-law elect. 
Mik^ My morals have been declared 

Particularly correct; 
Kat, But they're nothing at all, compared 

With those of his daughter-in-law elect I 

Bow! Bowl 
To his dau^ter-in-law elect I 
All. Bow I Bow I 

To his danghter-in-law elect, 

Mik, In a fatherly kind of way 

I govern each tribe and sect, 
All cheerfully own my sway — 
Kat, Except his daughter-in-law elect I 

As tough as a bone, 
With a will of her own, 
Is his daughter-in-law elect ! 
Mik. My nature is loye i^nd light— 

My freedom from all defect-^ 
Kat* Is insignificant qiute. 

Compared with his daughter-in-law elect! 
6owI Bowl 
To his dauf^tec-m-AsL^ «^ft&\.\ 
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AU, Bowl Bowl 

To his daughter-in-law elect* 

Song. — MixADOi 
A rnofG h^tnimc Mikado ncTer 
Did in Japan exist, 
To BoboiJj second, 
I*m certainly reckoned 
A tniB philanthropiflt. 
Jt is my very humane eadeoTou* 
To makej to some extent, 
Each evil lirer 
A running river 
Of bormkss memment. 

My ohject aH sublime 
1 flhall &<^bicYe in time- 
To let the puni all meat fit the crime — 
ITie punishment fit the crime ; 
And' make each prisoner pent 
Unwillingly repreaent 
A source of innocflot merriment, 
Of innocent memmcntl 

All prosy dull society Bmnere^ 
Who chatter and bleat and bore, 

Are sent to hear sermona 

From mystical Gennons 
Who preach from ten to f owr* 
The amateur tenor, whoso vocal vjllainlea 
All deBiie to shirk. 

Shall, during os-honra, 

Exhibit his powers 
To Mfldame Tuasaud'B waxwork. 

My object all sablimei etc- 

The lady who di«$ a chemical yellow. 
Or stains her grey hair pucej 

Oj pinches bet tlgger, 

la blanked like a nig^r 
With permanent walnut juice. 
The idiot who, in railway carriftgeSj 
Scribbles on window panes, 

We only suffer 

To ride on a buffer 
In parliamentary trains* 

My object all sublime, ete. 

The advertising quack who wearies 
With tales of countless cures, 
His teeth, IVe enacted, 
Shall all be extracted 
By terrified amateurs. 
The music-hall singer attends a series 
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Of masses and fugues and " opa ** 

By Bach, interwoyen 

With Spohr and Beethoven, 
At classical Monday Pops. 

My object all snblime, etc. 

Tbe billiard sharp whom any one catches^ 
nis doom's extremely hard — 

He's made to dwell— 

In a dmigeon cell 
On a spot tnat's always barred. 
And there he plays extravagant matches 
In fitless finger-stalls 

On a cloth untrue 

With a twisted cue, 
And elliptical billiard balls I 

My object all sublime, etc 

WnUir Pooh-Bah, who hands a paper to Ko-Ko. 

Ko, I am honoured in being permitted to welcome your 
Majesty. I guess the object of your Majesty's visit — ^your 
wishes have ^en attended to. The execution has taken place. 

Mik, Oh, you've had an execution, have you ? 

Ko, Yes. The Coroner has just handed me his certificate. 

Fooh. I am the Coroner. (Eo-Ko hands certificate to Mikado.) 

Mik. (reads). ''At Titipu, in the presence of the Lord 
Chancellor, Lord Chief Justice, Attorney-General, Secretary of 
State for the Home Department, Lord Mayor, and Groom of the 
Second Floor Front." 

Fooh, They were all present, your Majesty. I counted them 
myself. 

Mik. Very good house. I wish I'd been in time for the 
performance. 

Ko. A tough fellow he was, too — a man of gigantic strength. 
His struggles were terrific. It was really a remarkable 
scene. 

Trio.— Ko-Ko, Pitti-Sing, akd Pooh-Bah. 
K<K The criminal cried, as he dropped him down, 

In a state of wild alarm — 
With a frightful, frantic, fearful frown 

I bared my big right arm. 
I seized him by his little pig-tail. 
And on his knees fell he. 

As he squirmed and struggled 
And gurgled and guggled, 
I drew my snickersnee I 
Oh, never shall I 
Forget the cry. 
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Or the shriek that shriekkl he^ 
As I gnashed ray teeth. 
When from its sheath 
I drew my snickersnee 1 

Chorus. 

We know him well| 
He cannot teU 

Untrue or groundless tales- 
He always tries 
To utter lies, 

And every lime he fails, 

Pitti'&ing, He shiyered and shook as he gave the sign 
For the stroke he didn't deserve ; 
When all of a sudden his ejre met mine, 

And it seemed to brace his nerve, 
For he nodded his head and kissed his haad^ 
And he whistled an air, did he, 

As tiie sabre true 

Cut cleanly through 
His cervical vertebrn 1 

When a man's afinid, 

A beautiful maid 
Is a cheering sight to see. 

And it*8 oh, Pm glad 

That moment sad 
Was soothed by sight of me 1 

Chorus. 

Her terrible tale 

Ton can't assail. 
With truth it quite agrees ; 

Her taste exact 

For faultless fact 
Amounts to a disease. 

Pooh. Now though you'd have said that head was dead 
(Fdr its owner dead was he)j 
It stood on its neck with a smile well bred. 
And bowed three times to me I 

It was none of your impudent ofE-hand nod% 
But as humble as could be ; 

For it clearly knew 

The deference due 
To a man of pedigree ! 

And it^i oh, I vow, 

This deathly bow 
Was a touching sight to see ; 

Though trunkless, yet 

It coudn't forget 
The deference due to me I 
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Chorus. 

This haughty youth 

He speaks the truth 
Whenerer he finds it pays. 

And in this case 

It all took place 
Exactly as he says ! \^xeuni Chorus. 

M:iK All this is very interesting, and I should like to have 
seen it. But we came about a totally different matter. A 
year ago my son, the heir to the throne of Japan, bolted from 
our imperial court. 

Ko, Indeed ? Had he any reason to be dissatisfied with his 
position ? 

KaU None whatever. On the contrary, I was going to marry 
him — ^yet he fled ! 

Fooh, I am surprised that he should have fled from one so 
lovely ! 

KaU That's not true. You hold that I am not beautiful 
because my face is plain. But you know nothing; you are still 
unenlightened. Learn, then, that it is not in the face alone 
that beauty is to be sought. But I have a left shoulder-blade 
that is a miracle of loveliness. People come miles to see it. 
My right elbow has a fascination that few can resist. It is on 
view Tuesdays and Fridays, on presentation of visiting-card. 
As for my circulation, it is the largest in the world. Observe 
this ear. 

Ko, Large. 

KaU Large ? Enormous ! But think of its delicate internal 
mechanisHL It is fraught with beauty! As for this tooth, 
it almost stands alone. Many have tried to draw it, but in 
vain. 

Ko, And yet he fled 1 

Mik. And is now masquerading in this town, disguised as a 
second trombone. 

JSTo., Fodh.^ and Pitti, (together). A second trombone 1 

Mik. Yes ; would it be troubling you too much if I asked 
you to produce him ? He goes by the name of Nanki-Poo. 

Ko. Oh no ; not at all— only 

Mik. Yes? 

Ko. It's rather awkward; but, in point of fact, he's gone 
abroad 1 

JlfiX;. Gone abroad? His address I 

Ko. Knightsbridge I 

Kat. (wiw %8 reading certificate of death). Ha 1 

Mik. What's the matter? 

Kai. See here — his name — ^Nanki-Poo----bQhQ&dfiil\^^^T&ssc:^ 
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ing ! Oh, where shall I find another ! Where shall I find 
another ! [Ko-ko, Pooh-Bah, and J^vm-^T&Q fall on their knees, 

Mik. (looking at paper). Dear, dear, dear ; this is very 
tiresome. {To Ko-ko.) My poor fellow, in your anxiety to 
carry out my wishes, you have Iwheaded the heir to the throne 
of Japan I 

(Ko, But I assure you we had no idea — 

Together. -J Fooh. But, indeed, we didn't know — 

\Pitti. We really hadn't the least notion — 

Mik. Of course you hadn't. How could you ? Come, come, 
my good fellow, don't distress yourself — ^it was no fault of yours. 
If a man of exalted rank chooses to disguise himself as a second 
trombone, he must take the consequences. It really distresses 
me to see you take on so. I've no doubt ho thoroughly deserved 
all he got. (They rise.) 

Ko. We are infinitely obliged to your Majesty. 

Mik. Obliged ? Not a bit. Don't mention it. How could 
you tell? 

Fooh. No, of course we couldn't know that he was the Heir 
Apparent. 

Fitti. It wasn't written on his forehead, you know. 

Ko. It might have been on his pocket-handkerchief, but 
Japanese don't use pocket-handkerchiefs 1 £[a ! ha ! hal 

Mik, Ha! hal ha I {To Eat.) I forget the punishment 
for compassing the death of the Heir Apparent. 

Ko.f Fooh., and Fitti. (together). Punishment I (TTiey drop 
dowf*' on their knees again.) 

Mik. Tes. Something lingering, with boiling oil in it, I fancy. 
Something of that sort. I think boiling oil occurs in it, but 
Pm not sure. I know it's something humorous, but lingering, 
with either boiling oil or melted lead. Gome, c<)me, don't fret 
— ^I'm not a bit angry. 

Ko. (in abject terror). If your Majesty will accept our 
assurance, we had no idea 

Mik. Of course you hadn't. That's the pathetic part of it. 
Unfortunately the fool of an Act says ** compassing the death of 
the Heir Apparent." There's not a word about a mistake, or 
not knowing, or having no notion. There should be, of course, 
but there isn't. That's the slovenly way in which these Acts 
are drawn. However, cheer up, it'll be all right. I'll have it 
altered next session. 

Ko. What's the good of that ? 

Mik. Now, let's see — will after luncheon suit you? Can you 
wait till then ? 

Ko.^ Fitti. and Pooh. Oh yes — we can wait till then I 
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Mih. Then we'll make it after luncheon. I'm really very 
sorry for you all, but it's an unjust world, and virtue is 
triumphant only in theatrical performances. 

Glee. 
Mikado, Eatisha, Eo-Ko, Pooh-Bah, and Pitti-Sing. 
Mik. and Kat, See how the Fates their gifts allot. 

For A is happy — ^B is not. 
Tet B is worthy, I dare say. 
Of more prosperity than A I 
J?o., Pooh,^ and Pitti, la B more worthy ? 
Mik. and KaU I should say 

He's worth a great deal more than A* 

EirSBlCBLB. 

Yet A is happy ! 

Oh, so happy I 
Laughing, Ha f ha ! 
Chaffing, Ha ! ha ! 
Kectar ^oaffing. Ha ! ha I ha ! ha I 
Ever joyous ever gay, 
Happy, undeserving A I 
Ko»^ Pooh,f and Fitii, If I were fortune — ^which I*m not-^ 
B should enjoy A's ha^py lot. 
And A should die in miserie. 
That is, assuming I am B. 
Mik, and KaU But shoM A pensh ? 

£b., Pooh.i and Pitti. That should he, 

(Of course assuming I am B)« 



B should be happy I 

happy ! 
Laughing, Ha ! ha I 



Oh, so happy 



GhaflSng, Ha ! ha ! 
Kectar quaffing. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha I 
But condemned to die is he. 
Wretched, meritorious B I 
[Exeunt Mikado and Katisha. 
Ko, Well I a nice mess you've got us into, with your nodding 
head and the deference due to a man of pedigree I 

Pooh. Merely corroborative detail, intended to give artistic 
verisimilitude to a bald and unconvincing narrative. 
Pifti, Corroborative detail indeed I Corroborative fiddlestick ! 
Ko, And you're just as bad as he is, with your cock-and-a- 
bnll stories about catching his eye, and his whistling an air. 
But that's so like you I Yon must put in your oar I 
Pooh. But how about your big right arm? 
Pitti. Yes, and your snickersnee I 

Ko. Well, well, never mind that now. There's only one 
thing to bo done. Nanki-Poo hasn't started yet--;he must come 
to life again at once, 
ni. ^ 
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Enter Nakki-Po ani Yum-Yum T^rcpare for journey. 

Here he comes. Here, Nanki-Foo, I've good news for you — 

you're reprieved. 
Nanh. Ob, but it's too late. Fm a dead man, and Fm ofif for 
i my honeymoon. 

Ko. Nonsense. A terrible thing has just happened. It seems 
j' you're the son of the Mikado. 

I Nanh. Yes ; but that happened some time ago. 

! Ko. Is this a time for airy persiflage? Your father is here, 

and with Eatisha. 
Nanh. My father I And with Kattshal 
Ko. Yes ; he wants you particularly. 
[: Pooh. So docs she. 

[ lum. Oh, but he's married now. 

L Ko. But, bless my heart, what has that to do with it ? 

t Nanh. Eatisha claims me in marriage, but I can't marry her 

J because I'm married already — consequently she will insist on 

I ray execution, and if Fm executed, my wife will have to be 

I buried alive. 

jl Turn. You see our difficulty. 

} Ko. Yes. I don't know what's to be done. 

k Nanh. There's one chance for yon. If you could persuade 

i Eatisha to marry you, she would have no further claim on me, 

; and in that case I could come to life without any fear of being 

; put to death. 

■* Ko. I marry Eatisha 1 

[ Yum, I really think it's the only course, 

j Ko. But, my good girl, have you seen her? She's something 

*. appalling I 

' IHtti. Ah, that's only her face. She has a left elbow which 

people come miles to see ! 
Pooh, I am told that her right heel is much admired by 

connoisseurs. 
Ko. My good sir, I decline to pin my heart upon any lady's 

right heel. 
Nanh. It comes to this : while Eatisha is single, I prefer to 

be a disembodied spirit. When Eatisha is married, uxistence 

wiU be as welcome as the flowers in spring. 

Duet.— Nakki-Poo and Ko-Eo. 

Nank. The flowers that bloom in the spring, 

Tra la, 
I Breathe promise of merry snnghine-M 

As we merrily dance and we sing, 
Tiala, 
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We welcome the liope that they biing, 
Trala, 
Of a BummeT of roses and wine ; 
And that's what we mean when we say that a thing 
Is welcome as flowers that bloom in the spring. 
Tra la la la la la, etc. 

AlU And that's what we mean, etc. 

Ko. The flowers that bloom in the spring, 

Trala, 
Have nothing to do with the case. 
IVe got to take under my wing, 

Trala,. 
A most unattractive old thing, 
Trala, 
With a caricature of a face ; 
And that's what I mean when I say, or I sing;, 
** Oh bother the flowers that bloom in the spring I 
Tra la la la la la, etc. 
All. And that's what he means when he ventures to sing, etc. 

\paw:e and exeunt Nanki-Poo, Yum-Yum, Pooh-BaH| 
and PiTTi-Sma. 

Enter Katisha. 

Reoitatiyb, 
Alone, and yet alive ! Oh sepulchre I 
My soul is still my body's pnsoner I 
Remote the peace that Death alone can give— 
' My doom to wait I my punishment to live I 

SOKO. 

Hearts do not break I 
They sting and ache 
For old sake'g sake^ 

But do not die ! 
Though with each breath 
They long for death, 
As witnesseth 

The living 1 1 
Oh Uving I ! 
Gome, tdl me why, 
When hope is gone 
Dost thou stay on? 
^ Why linger here, 
Where lOl is drear? 
May not a cheated maiden die? 

Ko. (amn'oaching her timidly). Eatisba! 

Kat. The miscreant who robbed me of my love! But 
vengeance pursues — ^they are heating the cauldron I 

Ko, E^atishar— behold, a suppliant at your feetl Eati8lLar-» 
tnercyl 
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KaL Mercy? Had you mercy on himV See here, you! 
You have slain my love. He did not love me, but he would 
have loved me in time. I am an acquired taste — only the 
educated palate can appreciate me, I was educating his palate 
when he left me. Well, he is dead, and where shrfU I find 
another? It takes years to train a man to love me — ^am I to go 
through the weary round again, and, at the same time, implore 
mercy for you who robbed me of my prey — ^I mean my pupil — 
just as his education was on the point of completion? Oh, 
where shall I find another I 

Ko, (suddenli/f and vjUh great mhmmntey Here \ — Here J 

Kat, Whatill 

Ko, (with tjitense passion), Kiitisba, for jtm-TB I have loved 
you with a uhito-hot passion that is slowly but surely con- 
suming my very vitala 1 Ah, shrink not from me 1 If there 
is aught of womEitr'a mercy in your heart, turn not away from 
a love-sick suppliant whose every fibre thrills at your tiniest 
touch! TruG it ia that, under a poor mask of disgust, I have 
endeavoured to conceal a passion whose inner fires are broiling 
the soul within me. But the firo will not be Bmuthercd— it 
defies all attempts at eitinction, and, breaking forth, all the 
more eagerly for its long restraint, it declares itself in wonU 
that will not bo weighed — that cannot be schooled — that should 
not be too seTcrely criticized* Eatisha, 1 date not ho];>e for 
your love — but 1 will not live without it I 

Kat. YoUp whose hands still reek with the blood of my 
betrothed, dare to address words of passion to the woman you 
have so foully wronged ! 

Ko. I do — ^accept my love, or I perish on the spot ! 

Kat, Go to ! Who knows so well as I that no one ever yet 
died of a broken heart ! 

Ko, You know not what you say. Listen 1 

SoKO.— Eo-Ko. 

On a tree by a river a little torn-tit 

Sflng, "Willow, titwillowj titwillow!** 
And I Biiid to him, ** Dicky-lit rd^ Tvliy do yon eit 

Sin^itig * Willow, titwilloWj titwillow*?** 
**I8 it fl ea^lsneea of Intellect, birdie ? *' I cried, 
**0r a rather tough ■fform in youi little inside?" 
With a fhtike of his poor Uttic head he replied, 
" Oh, wJUow, titwillow, titwillowl" 

He slapped at his chest, as he sat on that bongb, 
Singing, " Willow, titwillow, titwillow T 

And a cold perspiration bespangled his brow, 
Oh, willow, titwillow, titwillow I 
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ITe sobbed and he sighed, and a gurgle he gave, 
Then he threw himself into the billowy wave, 
And an echo arose from the suicide's grave — 
**0h, willow, titwillow, titwillow! " 

Now, I feel just as sure as Fm sure that my name 

Isn't willow, titwillow, titwillow. 
That 'twas blighted affection that made him exclaim, 

" Oh, willow, titwillow, titwillow I " 
And if you remain callous and obdurate, I 
Shall perish as he did, and you will know why. 
Though I probably shall not exclaim as I die, 
" Oh, willow, titwillow, titwillow ! " 

{During this song Katisha has been greatly affected^ 
and at the end is a>lmost in tears. 

Kat, (whimpering). Did he really die of love ? 

Ko, He really did. 

Kat All on account of a cruel little hen ? 

Ko, Yes. 

Kat, Poor little chap I 

Ko, It's an affecting tale, and quite true. I knew the bird 
intimately. 

Kat, Did you ? He must have been very fond of her I 

Ko, His devotion was something extraordinary. 

Kat, (still whimpering). Poor little chap ! And — and if I 
refuse you, will you go and do the same ? 

Ko, At once. 

Kat, No, no — ^you mustn't I Anything but that I (Falls on 
his breast,) Oh, I'm a silly little goose I 

Ko, (making a wry face). You are I 

Kat, And you won't hate me because Pm just a little teeny 
weeny wee bit blood-thirsty, will you ? 

Ko, Hate you? Oh, Eatisha! is there not beauty even in 
blood-thirstiness? 

Kat, My idea exactly ! 

Duet.— Ko-Ko and Katisha. 

Kat, There is beauty in the bellow of the blast, 

There is grandeur in the growing of the gale, 
There is eloquent out-pouring 
When the lion is a-roaring, 
And the tiger is a-lashing of his tale I 

Ko, Yes, I like to see a tiger 

From the Congo or the Niger, 
And especially when lashing of ms tail I 

Kai, Volcanoes have a splendour that is grim^ 

And earthquakes only tomty VVi^ ^q\\a^ 
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Bat to him who*! teientifie 
There*! nothing tfaai^f terrific 
In the falling of a fli^t of tiinnderbolti I 

Kxu TeST in epite uf all mf meekness, 

If I have a little WBaknesA, 
Il'i ■ passion for a flight of tbunderliolta* 

Both. If eiat is so, 

Sing derry ^own deny ! 
It's «rid«iit, veiy, 

Otir tuetefi oito one. 
Away we'll go, 

And merrily marry. 
Nor tardily' tarnr 

Till diy is 'd(>ne! 

JTo. Thete is beaaty in extreme old age- 

Do yOB fancy yon are elderly enough 7 

Ifjformattoti I*m r&^jn eating 

On a subject intcreatit^g : 
Ib a maiden aU the better when 8he*a tough 

KaU Throtii^hout this wide dominion 

It's tbo general opinion 
Hint ihe'U laat a good deal longer when she'g lough . 

Ko* Ato you old eoouglx to marry do yon think ? 

Won*t TOn wait *till yon are ** eiffhty in the shade " ? 
l'h£?re*s n fascinivtion frantie 
Iri a min \htiX'% romantic ; 
Do you think you are siifficiently decayed ? 

KaU To the matter that yon mention 

1 have glreu Home attentioa, 
And I think 1 am sulQcleaUy decayed. 

Boili, If that is so, 

Sing derry down deny I 
It's evident, very, 
Our tastfs are one ! 
Away we'll go, 

And merrily marxy, 
Not tardiljr tarry 
Till day is done ! \^xtufA togeihir. 

Flourish, Enter tJie Mikado^ attended hy Pish-Tush, and 
Court. 

Mik, Now then, we*ve had a capital lunch, and we're quite 
ready. Have all the painful preparations been made? 

Piah, Your Majesty, all is prepared. 

Mik, Then produce the unfortunate gentleman and his twc 
wcJ/'Wc/iDwg hut misguided accomj^ioes* 
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EnUr Ko-Ko, Katisha, Pooh-Bah, aind Pitti-Sino. Th&y 
throw themselves at the Mikado's /ee^. 

Kat, Mercy! Mercy for Ko-Kol Mercy for Pitti-Singl 
Mercy even for Pooh-Bah ! 

Mik. I beg yonr pardon, I don't think I quite caught that 
remark. 

Kat, Mercy I My husband that was to have been is dead, 
and I have just married this miserable object. 

Mik, Oh I You've not been long about it I 

Ko. We were married before the Registrar. 

Pooh. I am the Registrar. 

Mik. I see. But my difficulty is that, as you have slain the 
Heir-Apparent 

Enter Nanki-Poo and Yum-Yum. They kneel. 

Nank, The Heir-Apparent is not slain. 

Mik, Bless my heart, my son ! 

Turn. And your daughter-in-law elected I 

Kat, (seizing Eo-Eo). Traitor, you have deceived me I 

Mik. Yes, you are entitled to a little explanation, but I 
think he will give it better whole than in pieces. 

Ko. Your Majesty, it's like this. It is true that I stated 
that I had killed Nanki-Poo-- — 

Mik. Yes, with most affecting particulars. 

Pooh. Merely corroborative detail intended to give veri- 
similitude to a bald and 

Ko, WUl you refrain from putting in your oar ? (2b Mik.) 
It's like this : when your Majesty says, *' Let a thing be done," 
it's as good as done--practlcally, it is done — ^because your 
Majesty's will is law. Your Majesty says, " Eill a gentleman," 
and a gentleman is told off to be killed. Consequently that 
gentleman is as good as dead— practically he is dead — and if he 
is dc»d, why not say so ? 

Mik. I see* Nothing could possibly be more satisfactory. 

FllTALB. 

Turn and Nank. The threatened cloud has passed away. 
And brightly shines the dawning day ; 
What though the night may come too soo% 
WeVe years and years of afternoon I 
p/t\ Hien let the throng 

Our joy advance. 
With laughing song 
And meny dance, 
With joyous shout and ringing cheer. 
Inaugurate our new career I 

Then let the tlhioni;) ^\a« 
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THE WITCH'S CURSE. 
ACT I. 

BcEmt,—l^e fishing village of Bederring (in OornttHxU), Rosa 
' Matbud's cottage ie seen 

Eniet Chorus of Bridesmaids. They range themselves in front 
of Boss's cottage. 

Chobus of Bbidesmaids. 
Fair is Rose as the bright May-da}r • 

Soft is Rose as the warm west-wind ; 
Bweet is Rose as the new-mown hay—* 
Rose is the oaeen of maiden-kind I 
Rose^ all p^lowing 

With virgin blushes, say- 
Is anybody going 
To marry you to-day ? 

SOLO.-rZORAH. 

Every da;^, as the days roll on, 

Bridesmaids* garb we paily don, 

Sare that a maid so fairly famed 

Won*t veiy long remain tmclaimed. 

Hour by hour, and day by day, 

Several months have passed away. 

And though she's the fairest flower that blowSy 

Kobodyiyet has married Rose I 

Chobus. 
Rose, all glowing 

With virgin blushes, say- 
Is anybody going 

To marry you to-d&y 'i 
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Enter Old Hannah, ^om cottage, 

Han. Nay, gentle maidens, you sing well but vainly, for 
Bose is still heart-free, and looks but coldly upon her many 
suitors. 

Zor. It*s very disappointiiig. Every young man in the 
village ia in love with her, but they are appalled by her 
beauty &nd modesty, and won^t declare theraselve,'? ; so, until 
she makes her own choice^ there*a no chance for anybody 
else. 

Buth, This is, perliapa, the only village in the world that 
posses&ea an endowed corpg of profesajooal bridesmaidB who are 
boimd to be on duty every clay from ten to fouc — and it is at 
least six months sitice our ear vices were required. The pious 
charity by which we esiBfe is practically wasted I 

Zor* We shall be disendowed — ►that will bo the end of it! 
Dame Hannah^ — you're a nice old person — ^ou could marry if 
you liked. Theresa old Adam — Robin's faithful servant — he 
loves you with all the frenzy of a boy of fourteen, 

Han* Kay — that may never be, for I am pledged 1 

AU* To whom ? 

Han. To an eternal maidenhood 1 Many years ago I was 
betrothed to a god-like youth, who woo'd mo under an assumed 
name* But on the very day upon which our wedding was to 
have been celebrated, I diacovered that he waa no other than 
Sir Roderic Hurgatroyd, one of the bad Baronets of Huddigore, 
and the uncle of the man who now bears that title. As a son 
of that accursed race he waa no husband for an honest girl, 
so, madly as I loved him, I left him then and there. He died 
but ten years since, bnt I never saw him again. 

Zor. But why should you not marry a bad Baronet of 
Ruddigore ? 

Buth. All baronets are bad ; but was he worse than other 
baronets? 

Han. My child, he was accursed. 

Zor, But who cursed him ? Not you, I trust ! 

Han. The curse is on all his line, and has been ever since 
the time of Sir Rupert, the first Baronet. Listen, and you 
shall hear the legend. 

LEGENO.—HANNAfi. 

Sir Rupert Muigatroyd 

His leisure and his riches 
He ruthlessly employed 
V, In persecuting witdies. 

With fear he'd make tiiem quake— 
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He*d duck them in his lake— 

He'd break their bones 

With sticks and stones, 
And bum them at the stake ! 

Chortia, This sport he much enjoycdy 

Did Rupert Murgatroyd — 
>«o sense of shame 
Or pity came 
To Rupert Murgatroyd ! 

Once, on the village green, 
A palsied hag he roasted, 
And what took place, 1 ween. 

Shook his composure boasted ; 
For, as the torture grim 
Seized on each withered limb, 
The writhing dame, 
'Mid fire and flame. 
Yelled forth this curse on him :•* 

"Each lord of Ruddigore, 

Despite his best endeavour. 
Shall do one crime, or more. 
Once, every day, for ever 1 
This doom he can't defy 
However he may try. 
For should he stay 
His hand, that day 
In torture he shall die ! " 

The prophecy came true : 

Each heir who held the title 
Had, every day, to do 

Some crime of import vital ; 
Until, with guilt o'erplied, 
** I'll sin no more I " he cried| 
And on the day 
He said that say, 
In agony he died I 

Choni$9 And thus, with sinning cloyed. 

Has died each Murgatroyd, 
And so shall fall, 
Both one and all. 
Each coming Murgatroyd ! 

[^Exeunt Chorus of Bridesmaidg, 

Enter Rose MAYBUD/rom cottage, with small basket on 
her arm, 

Han, Whither away, dear Rose ? On some errand of charity, 
as is thy wont? 

Bose, A few gifts, dear aunt, for deserving villagers. Lo, 
here is some peppermint rock for old g,«i^Qx ^?i^«^'a\\ii^^^'^^^^' 
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false teetli for pretty little Euth Bowbottoin, and a pound of 
snufif for the poor orphan girl on the hill* 

Hicm* Ah, liose, pity that so much gooduesB should aot help 
to make some gallant youth happy for life! Rose, why dost 
thDU harden that Httle heart of thine? Is there none here- 
away whom thou couldst love? 

J?ose, And if there were such, an one, verily it would ill 
become me to tell him eo, 

Ean* Kay, dear one» where tmo love isj there k little need 
of prim formaHty, 

B.OU, Hush, dear aunt, for thy wordfl pain me Borely, Hung 
in a plated dish-corer to the knocker of the workhouse door, 
with nought that I could call mine own, save a change of haby- 
linen and a book of etiqiiettCi little wonder if X have tdways 
regarded that work as a voice from a parent's tomh* This 
hallowed volume (producivg a hook of etiquette), composed , if I 
may believe the ti tie-page, by no leas an authority thau the 
wife of a Lord Mayor, Ims Ikjcu, through life, my guide and 
monitor^ By its solemn precej>t3 i ha^e learnt to test the 
moral worth of all who approach me. The man who bites his 
bread, or eats peas with a knife, I look upon aa a lost creature, 
and ke who has not acquired the proper way of entering and 
leaving a room is the object of my pitying horror. There are 
those iu this village who bite their nails, dear aunt^ and nearly 
all are wont to use their pocket^combs in public places. In 
truth I could pursue this i)ainful theme much further, but 
behold, I have eaid enough. 

Han, But is there not one among them who is faultleis, in 
thine eyes? Por example — young Robin. He combines the 
manners of a Marquis with the morala of a Methodist, Oouldst 
thou not iove him f 

B(m. And even if I could, how should I confess it unto him? 
For lo, he is shy, and eayeth nought I 
Ballad p — Eosjs, 
If HOmehody there cbaoced to he 

Who loved Die in a manner true, 
My heart wouJld pomt Hm qqt to me, 
And I YTould point him out to ^ou. 
(Referring iobook^) But here it eays of those >ho point, 

Their mannerfl must be out of jointr— 
You ma^ not point^ — ► 
YoQ mu^i not points 
It's manuerB out of joint, to point I 
Had I the love ol »tich as he, 

Some quiet apot he'd take me to^ 
Then he eoiild whisper it to me, 
-And I conld wbiBper it to you i 
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(Re/erring to book,) Bat whispering, Fye somewhere met, 
Is contrary to etiquette : 

Where can it be ? (Searching book,) 
Now let me see — (Finding reference,) 
Yes, Yes! 
It's eontifaiy to etiquette I IShotping it to Hannah. 

If any well-bred youth I knew, 

Polite and gentle, neat and trim, 
Then I would hint as much to you, 
And you could hint as much to him* 
(Bef erring to book,) But here it says, in plainest print, 
•< It*s most unladylike to hint "— 
You may not hint, 
You mnut not hin^— 
It says you mustn't hint, in print ! 
jLnd il I loved him through and through-i- 

(True love and not a passing whim), 
Then I could speak of it to you. 

And you could speak of it to him. 
But here I find it doesn't do 
To speak until you're spoken to. 
(Bef erring to book,) Where can it be r (Searching book,) 

Now let me see — (Finding reference,) 
" Don't speak until you're spoken to '* I 

lExit Hannah. 

Eose. Poor aunt I Little did tbe good soul tbink, when she 
breathed tbe hallowed name of Bobin, that he would do even 
as well as another. But he resembleth all tbe youths in 
this village, in that he is unduly bashful in my presence, 
and lo, it is hard to bring him to the point. But soft, he is 
here I \JRobe is about to go when Bobin enters and calls her. 

Bob, Mistress Rose ! 

Eose (surprised). Master Robin 1 

Eoh, I wished to say that — it is fine. 

Eose, It is passing fine. 

Ecb. But we do want rain. 

Eose, Ay, sorely ! Is that all ? 

Bob, (sighing). That is all. 

Eose, GKx)d day. Master Robin ! 

Eob, Good day, Mistress Rose ! (Both going — loth stop,) 

Eose, ) I crave pardon, I — 

Boh. i I beg pardon, I — 

Eose, You were about to say ? 

Eoh, 1 would fain consult you. 

Eose. Truly? 

Boh. It is about a friend. 

Eose, In truth I have a friend myselt 
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7?o5. Indeed? I mean, of course- 



Uosi^. And I would fain consult you 

Rob, (anonousJy), About him ? 

Rose (^prudishly). About her. 

Rob. {relieved). Let us consult one another. 

Duet.— EoBis akd Hose. 

Rob* I know a ynuth who lovea a little m&id~ 

(Hey, but bis face is & sight for to ece 1) 

SUiiat ifl he, for Jae'a raodMt and afraid^ 

(Hey, but W% timid as a 3^c)iitli can bel) 

Rcae* I know a mQid who loves a gallant youth ^ 

(Hey, bnt slie flickens as the days f^o by I) 
She cannot tell htm all the Bad, Bad trutli — 
(Hoy, bwt I think that little maid will die 1) 

Rdb. poor little man I 

]iose» Poor little maid [ 

Bdb, Poor 1 1 ttl e m an ! 

Rose. Poor little miud I 

Both. Now, tell me pray, and tell me tme. 

What in the world tbould the {?i"a["ieQ"''"'} «lo? 

Rob. lie cannot eat and he cannot alccp — 

(Hey, but bis face is a eight for to ace !} 
Daily he go^ii for to wail— for to weep 
(Her, but lie's wretched aa a youth can be 1) 
Ro9e% She's very thin and isbe's very pale— 

(Hey, but she sickena aa the days go by I) 
Daily she goes for to weep — for to wall^ 
(Hey, but I think that litUe maid will die !) 

Rdb. Poor little maid I 

Jiose. Poor little man I 

Rob. Poor little maid I 

Rose. Poor little man I 

Both, Now, tell me pray, and tell me true, 

What in the world should the {Saiden™*^} ^<*^ 
Rose. If I were the youth I should offer her my name — 

(Hey, but her face is a sight for to see !) 
Rob. If I were the maid I should feed his honest flame-^ 

(Hey, but he's bashful as a youth can be !) 
Rose. If I were the youth I should speak to her to-day — 

(Hey, but she sickens as the days go by I) 
Rob. If I were the maid I should meet the lad half way— 

(For I really do believe that timid youth will die !) 

Rose, Poor little man I 

Rob, Poor little maid I 

Rose, Poor little man I 

Rob, Poor little maid I 
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Both, I Uiank you, j ™^®^» I for your counsel true ; 

ru tell that {y<;f^} what {J^\} ought to do ! 

[Exit Rose. 

Hoh. Poor child ! I sometimes think that if she wasn't quite 

so particular I might venture— but no, no — even then I should 

be unworthy of her I {^He sits desponding. 

Enter Old Adam. 

Adam, My kind master is sad ! Dear Sir Ruthven Murga- 
troyd 

lioh. Hush! As you love me, breathe not that hated name. 
Twenty years ago, in horror at the prospect of inheriting that 
hideous title, and with it the ban that compels all who succeed 
to the baronetcy to commit at least one deadly crime per day, 
for life, I fled my home, and concealed myself in this innocent 
village under the name of Robin Oakapple. My younger 
brother, Despard, believing me to be dead, succeeded to the 
title and its attendant curse. For twenty years I have been 
dead and buried. Don't dig me up now. 

Adam. Dear master, it shall be as you wish, for have I not 
sworn to obey you for ever in all things? Yet, as we are here 
alone, and as I belong to that particular description of good old 
man to whom the truth is a refreshing novelty, let me call you 
by your own right title once morel (Robin assents,) Sir 
Ruthven Murgatroyd I Baronet I Of Ruddigore I Whew I 
It's like eight hours at the seaside I 

Eob, My poor old friend I Would there were more like you ! 

Adam. Would there were indeed! But I bring you good 
tidings. Your foster-brother, Richard, has returned from sea — 
his ship the TomrlHt rides yonder at anchor, and he himself is 
even now in this very village ! 

Eoh, My beloved foster-brother? Ko, no— it cannot be 1 

Adam, It is even so — and see, he oomes this way ! 

Enter Chorus of Bridesmaids. 
Chorus. 
From the briny sea 

Comes young Richard, all victorious ! 
Valorous is he— 

His achievements all are glorious I 
Let the welkin ring 
With the news we bring 

Sing it — shout it — 
Tell about it- 
Safe and sound retumeth he ! 
^1 victorious from the sea ! 
JIL ^ 
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Enter RiCHABD. The Oirls wdcome him a$ he greets old 
acguainianees. 

Ballad. — Richard. 

I ihipped, d*ye iee, in a Bereniie sloop, 
And, off Cape Finiitere, 
A mercnantman we see, 
A Frenchman, going free, 
So we made for the bold Mounseer, 

D'ye see? 
We made for the bold MounBeer. 
But she proved to be a Frigate — ^and she up with her porti, 
And fires with a thirty-two ! 
It come uncommon near. 
Bat we answered a cheer. 
Which paralyzed the Parly-Too, 

BVoMe? 
Which paralyzed the Parly-voo I 

Then our Captain he np and he says, says he, 
** That chap we need not fear, — 
We can take her, if we like, 
She IS sartin for to strike, 
For she's only a darned Moonseei^ 

DVesee? 
She's only a darned Monnseer I 
But to fight a French fal-lal— it's like hittb* of a gal~ 
It's a lubberly thing for to do ; 
For we, with aU our faults. 
Why, we're sturdy British salt% 
While she's only a Parley-voo, 

DVesee? 
A miserable Parley-voo ! ** 

80 we np with our helm, and we scuds before the breeze^ 
As we gives a compassionating cheer ; 
Froggee answers with a shout 
As he sees us go about, 
Which was g^tefnl of the poor Mounseer, 

D'ye see? 
Which was grateful of the poor Monnseer ! 
And I'll wager in their joy they kissed each other's cheek 
(Which is what them furriners do), 
And they blessed their lucky stars 
We were hardy British tars 
Who had pity on a poor Parley-Too, 

DVo see? 
Who had pity on a poor Parley-voo ! 

[Exeimt OhoruB, as Bobik comes fonoard. 
Sob. Bichard! 
JRieh. Robin! 
JSob* Mj beloved foBter-brotherf and very dearest friend 
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welcome home again after ten long years at seal It is such 
deeds as you have just described that cause our flag to be loved 
and dreaded throughout the civilized world I 

JKtcA. Why, lord love ye, Rob, that's but a trifle to what wo 
have done in the way of sparing life. I believe I may say, 
without exaggeration, that the marciful little Tom-Tit has 
spared more French frigates than any craft afloat I But 'taint 
for a British seaman to brag, so I'll just stow my jawin' tackle 
and belay. (Robin sighs^ But 'vast heavin', messmate, what's 
brought you all a-cockbill ? 

Boh, Alas, Dick, I love Rose Maybud, and love in vain I 

Bick, You love in vain? Come, that's too good I Why 
you're a fine strapping muscular young fellow — tall and strong 
as a to'-gall'n-m'st — ^taut as a fore-stay — ^ay, and a barrow- 
knight to boot, if all had their rights I 

Bob, Hush, Richard — ^not a word about my true rank, which 
none here suspect. Yes, I know well enough that few men are 
better calculated to win a woman's heart than I. I'm a fine 
fellow, Dick, and worthy any woman's love — Chappy the girl 
who gets me, say I. But I'm timid, Dick; shy, nervous, 
modest, retiring, diffident, and I cannot tell her, Dick, I 
cannot tell her! Ah, you've no idea what a poor opinion I 
have of myself, and how little I deserve it. 

Bich. Robin, do you call to mind how, years ago, we swore 
that, come what might, we would always act upon our hearts' 
dictates? 

Boh. Ay, Dick, and I've always kept that oath. In doubt, 
difficulty, and danger, I've always asked my heart what I should 
do, and it has never failed me. 

Bich. Right 1 Let your heart be your compass, with a clear 
conscience for your binnacle light, and yonll sail ten knots on 
a bowline, clear of shoals, rocks, and quicksands I Well now, 
what does my heart say in this here difficult situation ? Why, 
it says, "Dick," it says — (it calls me "Dick" acos it's known 
me from a babby) — " Dick," it says, **yoi* ain't shy — you ain't 
modest — ^speak you up for him as isl" Robin, my lad, just 
you lay me alongside, and when she's becalmed under my lee, 
I'll spin her a yam that shall sarve to fish you two together 
for life 1 

Boh. Will you do this thing for me? Can you, do you 
think ? Yes. {Feeling his pulse.) There's no false modesty 
about you. Your, wluit I would call bumptious self-assertive- 
ness (I mean the expresssion in its complimentary sense), has 
already made you a bos'n's mate, and it will make an admiral 
of you in time, if you work it properly^ '5 wv^'»»\^\aj5jsai^^\3fi^ 
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old imposter I My dear fellow, I'd give my right arm for one 
tenth of your modest assurance I 

SONO.— BOBIN. 

My boy, yoti may take it fiom me 
Tlrnt^ of all the affilctionfl aecurst 
WHh whf cli a rmnn'B pud died 
And hampered aod addUd, 
A dimdent natnic'j) th(* wont. 
Tliongh cloyer as clever caii be — 
A CricbtOD of earljr romance^ 
You muflt Htir it and Btump it, 
And blow your own tnimpetj 
Of, Inist me, you haven't a chance, 

If you wi&h in tbo world to advance, 
Your merits you're botind to cnhuncop 
You muEt BtiF it and atump it, 
And blow your own trumpet, 
Or, irUBt me, you haYen't a cbance E 
Now take, for example, m^} case : 
IVe a bright intellectual brain — 
In all London city 
There's no one ao witty^ 
Vxf^ thought EO again aad again, 
I've a higbly intelligent fkee— 

My featurcB cannot be denied— 
But, whatever I try, air, 
I fail in — and wby» sir? 
I*m modesty persoaified 1 

If you wiab in the world to advanee, etOt 
As a poet, Fm tender and quaint — 

I've paseiou and fervour and grace — 
From Ovid aad Horace 
To Swinburne and Morris, 
The^ all of them take a back place. 
Then I siDg and 1 play and I paint ; 
Thouj^b none are accomplished aa I, 
1^0 say 80 were treason : 
Yon ask me the reason? 
I'm diffident, modest, and eby I 

If you wiEh in the world to advance, etc, 

\Exii Robin. 
B\6k, (Jooking after him). Ah, it*s a thousand pities he's 
such a poor opinion of himself, for a finer fellow don't walk I 
Well, I'll do my hest for him. " Plead for him as though it 
was for your own father "—that's what my heart's a remarkin' 
to me just now. But, here she comes I Steady I * Steady it is I 

Enter Eose — Tie is much struck hy her. 
By the Port Admiral, but she's a tight little craft! Come, 
come, she's not for you, Dick, and yet— she's fit to marry Lord 
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Nelson I By the Flag of Old England, I can't look at her 
unmoved. 

Rose. Sir, you are agitated. 

Bich. Ay, ay, my lass, well saidl I am agitated, true 
enough I — took flat aback, my girl ; but 'tis naught — 'twill pass, 
(^si^e.) This here heart of mine's a dictatin' to me like any- 
tbink. Question is, have I a right to disregard its promptings ? 

B.o%e, Can I do aught to relieve thine anguish, for it seemeth 

to me that thou art in sore trouble ? This apple {Offering 

a damaged apple,) 

Rich, (looking at it and returning it). No, my lass, 'taint 
that. I'm — I'm took flat aback — I never see anything like you 
in all my born days. Parbuckle me, if you ain't the loveliest 
gal Fve ever set eyes on. There — I can't say fairer than that, 
can I? 

Rose, No. (Aside.) The question is, is it meet that an utter 
stranger should thus express himself? (Refers to book.) Tes, 
— " Always speak the truth." 

Rich. I'd no thoughts of sayin' this here to you on my own 
account, for, truth to tell, I was chartered by another; but 
when I see you my heart it up and it says, says it, " This is 
the very lass for you, Dick — ^speak up to her, Dick," it says 
—(it calls me Dick acos we was at school together) — "tell her 
all, Dick," it says, " never sail under false colours — it's mean I " 
lliafs what my heart tells me to say, and in my rough, 
common-sailor fashion, I've said it, and I'm a-waiting for your 
reply. I'm a tremblin', miss? Lookye here. (Holding out his 
Jiand.) That's narvousncss I 

Rose (aside). Now, how should a maiden deal with such an 
one ? (Consults hook.) " Keep no one in unnecessary suspense." 
(Aloud.) Behold, I will not keep you in unnecessary suspense. 
(Refers to hook.) " In accepting an offer of marriage, do so with 
apparent hesitation." (Aloud.) I take you, but with a certain 
show of reluctance. (Refers to hook.) " Avoid any appearance 
of eagerness." (Aloud.) Though you will bear in mind that I 
am far from anxious to do so. (Refers to hook.) " A little show 
of emotion will not be misplaced I ' (Aloud.) Pardon this tear. 
(Wipes her eye.) ' 

Rich. Rose, you've made me the happiest blue-jacket in 
England I I wouldn't change places with the Admiral of the 
Fleet, no matter who he's a huggin' of at this present moment I 
But, axin' your pardon, miss (wiping his lips with his hand), 
might I be permitted to salute the flag I'm a-goin' to sail 
under? 

Rose (referring to hook). " An engaged youu^ lad^ ^<5?cl^^ 
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not permit too many familiarities." {Movd^ Once ! (Richabo 
IwMtB her,) 

DUKT*— ElCHARD A2?D EOSK* 

£iok, The buttle'a loar is over, 

1117 love t 
£mljrac«t thy tender lover, 
O my love I 
From tempests' wdteti 
I From war's aliwinB, 

give me etelter 

Within those arms I 
Thy smile allaring, 
AIL hfi^rt-nohe curmg^ 
Gives peftce enduring, 
my love I 

JSoMt If h&ATt lioth tme aud teDder^ 

O my love 1 
A life-love can engender, 

my love S 
A tmce th sighing 

And teara of briae^ 
For joy undying 

Shall ftje be mioe, 
And thou and I, love, 
ShftU live and die^ love, 
Without a sigh J love — 

My own, my love I 

Enter EoBTtr, with CKorng of BridoamaidB. 
Chorus, 
If well his suit bus sped, 
Oh, may they soon be wed ( 
Oh, tell UB, tetl us, pray, 
Witi&t doth the maiden say? 
In singing are we juaLlfied, 
'Mlail th« Bridegroom— hail the Bride'*? 

Bob, Wdl — what news ? Have you spoken to her? 

Rich. Ay, my lad, I have — so to speak-^poke her. 

Rc^, And she refuaee 7 

Ridh. Wby* no^ 1 can* t truly say she do. 

Rob. Tlien ahe accepts I My darling ! {Emhracts her^) 

BBruESWCAlDSi 

Hail the Bridegroom — hail the Bride t 
Let the nuptial knot be tied, ; 

In fair phntscB 

Hymn their prtiises^ 
Hail tbe'Bridei^oom — hail the Brida I 
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Iio96 (cuide^ re/erring to her book). Now, what should a 
maiden do when she is embraced by the wrong gentleman? 
JiidL Belay, my lad, belay. You don't understand. 
Hose. Oh, sir, belay, I beseech you 1 
Bich. You see, it's like this : she accepts — ^but it's me I 
Rob. You ! [RicHABD embraces Ross. 

Bbidesicaids. • 
Hail the Bride^om— hail the Bride I 
When the nuptial knot is tied 

Rob. (interrupting angrily). Hold your tongues, will youl 
Now then, what does this mean? 

Rich. My poor lad, my heart grieyes for thee ; but it's like 
this: the moment I see her, and just as I was a-goin' to 
mention your name, my heart it up and it says, says it, ** Dick, 
you've fell in love with her yourself," it says. ** Be honest and 
sailor-like — don't sk%dk under false colours — speak up," it says, 
«* take her, you dog, and with her my blessin' I " 

Bbidbsmaids. 
** Hail the Bridegroom— hail the Bride I " 

Rob. Will you be quiet 1 Cro away 1 (Chorus make facte 
at him and exeunt) Vulgar girls ! 

Rich. What could I do? I'm bound to obey my heart's 
dictates. 

Rob. Of course— no doubt. It's qiute right — I don't mind — 
that is, not particularly-— only it's-^it ie disappointing, you 
know* 

Rose (to Robin). Oh, but, sir, I knew not that thou didst 
seek me in wedlock, or in very truth I should not have 
hearkened unto this man, for behold, he is but a lowly mariner, 
and very poor withal, whereas thou art a tiller of the land, and 
thou hast &t oxen, and many sheep and swine, a considerable 
dairy farm, and much com and oil ! 

Rich. That's true, my lass; but it's done now, ain't it, Rob? 

Rose. Still it maybe that I should not be happy in thy love. 
I am passing young, and little able to judge. Moreover, as to 
thy character I know naught 1 

Roh. Kay, Rose, I'll answer for that Dick has won thy love 
fairly. Broken-hearted as I am, I'll stand up for Dick through 
thick and thin 1 

Dick (with emotion). Thankye, messmate I that's well said. 
That's spoken honest, lliankye, Rob I (Grasps his hand.) 

Rose. Yet methinks I have heard that sailors are but worldly 
men, and little prone to lead serious and thoughtfid lives ! 

Rob. And wnat then? Admit that Dick is not a atead^ 
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character, and that when he's excited he uses language that 
would make your hair curl. — Grant that — he does. It's the 
truti], aud Tm not goio^ to dauj it. But look at las ijood 
qualities. Ue^B as nimlle as a pony, and his hompipa ia the 
talkoflho fle<?t! 

i?*cA. Thaukye, Bob 1 That's well spoken. Thankye R-sb I 

llo^t. But it maybe that he drinketb strong waters wbicli do 
bemuse a man, and mako Meh tivea as the wild beastd of the 
doaert 1 

i^&. Well, suppose he does, and I don't say be don't, for 
rum's bis bane, and ever baa l:(eeD* H© dot^ drijak — I won't 
deny H* But what of that Look at bia arms — tattooed (o 
the sbo alder I (Djgk: rdU ujp hh deeves.) No, no— I won't bear 
a word a^ainBt Dick I 

Mose, But they say that mariners are but rarely true to those 
whom they profess to love I 

Eob, Granted — granted — and I don't say that Dick isn't as 
bad as any of 'em. (DWK cAw€^?aj.) Tou are, you know you 
are, you dog I a devil of a fellow — a regular out-and-out 
Lothario i But what then? Yon can't hare everytbiug, and 
a better band at turning-in a dead-eye don't walk a deck I 
And what an ciccompli^bment that ia in a family man I No, 
no — not a word against Dick. Vl\ stick up for him through 
thick and thin I 

Bich. Thankye, Rob, thankye. You're a true friend. I've 
acted accordin' to my heart's dictates, and such orders as them 
no man should disobey. 

EnSBMBLB.— KiClLtKRD, ROBIN, RoSE* 

In sailing o*er life's ocean wide 
Tour heart shoold be your only guide ; 
With summer sea and favouring wind 
Yoarself in port you'll surely find. 

Solo.— Richard. 

My heart says, "To this maiden strike- 
She's captured you. 

She's just the sort of girl you like— 
You know you do. 

If other man hei heart should gain, 
I shall resign." 

That's what it says to me quite plaini 
This heart of mine. 

Solo.— Robin. 
My heart says, "You've a prosperous lot> 

With acres wide ; 
Tou mean to settle all you've got 

Upon your bride. 
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It don't pretend to shapoviny acts 

Bjr word or sign ; 
It merely states these simple facts, 

This heart of mine I 

SOLO.—BOSB. 

Ten minutes since my heart said " white "-^ 

ItZnow says •* black." 
It then said " left "—it now says " right "— 

Hearts often tack. 
I mnst obey its latest strain — 

Ton tell me so. [To Richard. 

But should it change its mind again, 

ril let you know. 
{Turning from Biohabd to Bobih who emhracea her, 

EirSBMBUS. 

In sailing o'er life's ocean wide^ 

No doubt the heart should bo your guide, 

But it is awkward when you find 

A heart that does not know its mind I 

[Exeunt Bobin with Boss and Biohabd, weeping. 

Enter Mad Maboabet. She u wildly dretaed in picturesque 
tatters, and is an obvious caricacture qf theatrical mad' 
ness, 

^Sobsa^—Maboabbt. 

Qieerily carols the lark 

I Over the cot. 
Merrily whistles the clerk 
\ Scratching a blot. 
\ But the lark 
And the clerk, 
I remark, 
Comfort me not I 

Over the ripening peach 

Buzzes the bee. 
Splash on the billowy beach 
Tumbles the sea. 
But the peach 
And the beach 
They are each 
Kothing to me I 

And why? 

Who am I? 
Daftliadge! Crazy Megl 
Mad Margaret I Poor Peg! 
He I he I he ! he I he I {Chuckling.) 
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Mad, I? 

Y«S| very I 
Bafc why? 
Mystery I 
Don't call! 
Whiflhtl wtufilitl 

No criawj^ 

Ttat Pm 
Love — loiiely I 
Thttf 8 ftU I 
Whiahti whiahtl 

Ballad, 

To ft gartleti full of poaiea 
Cotnctli on© to gather flowers, 
Arid he wanders tluough Jta bowerv 

Toying with tbe wantoo ros©% 
Who, upriBing from their b€il^ 
Gold on bi^h their BbrtnieksB headi, 

Witli tbeif pretty lips a-poiiting:, 

Never doubting — oever doubting 
That for Cytherean poiaies 
He would gather aught but ro^ca ! 

In a nfiflt of weeds and nettles, 

Lay a violetj half-hiddenj, 

Hoping that his glRiiee uubiddea 
Yet might fall upon her petala, 

Though abe lived alone, apnrt* 

Hope lay n«;stling at her hearfc| 
But, alasj the cruelawakin^ 
Set ker little heaTtVabTeaking, 

For he gathered for hi a poflica 

Only fosefl— only rosea I \BurzU into tears. 

Enter Eosiu 

Bee. A mfiiden, and io toard? Can I do aught to soften 
thy sorrow ? This ap^Je ■ ( Offering apple^) 

Mar, (examims it atid reject9 U). No I {Mf/Atsriouaiy.) Tell 
mo, are yoti mad ? 

Rose. I ? Ko ! That is, I tUnk not- 

Mar. That's welll Then you doa^'t love Sir Despard 
Murgatroyd? -All mad girla love him, Jbyeliim. Tm ix)or 
Mad Margarot— Crazy Meg — Poor Pegt He I he! he! he! 
^Chttckling.) 

Rose. Thou lovest the bad Baronet of Buddigore ? Oh, horrible 
—too horrible? 

Mar. You pity me? Then be my mother! The squirrel 
had a mother; but she drank, and m^ squirrel fledl Hush I 
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They SBg a Ixmre loog in oar pvti — it nms KKnewhit 
thiift:— ('SMfL) 

*Tha at nd fts dair nA flM littk po^ 
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I f<xgei villi tbef Mi down in, biit 10 the song goes I listen^ 
IVe oone to pinch herl 

jRoM. Ifacff vhoml 

Jfor. Yon mew "^ who.* 

J&w. K17I liiitheioeiiMtiTeifiBrtheTertK 

Mar. TnMt. (Wkupen mdotbamaiicany.) I hiTe come to 
IHnchBoMlfiTtRidl 

JRom (adde, olarmtfy Boielfiyhodl 

Mar. Aj 1 I lore him— he Wed me onoe. Bat that^s all 
gone. YmtkXl He gtve me m Italian glance— thaa—(jBti8Mess.) 
— and made me his. He will ^to her an Italian glance, and 
makeAerhk. Bat it ahall not be^ for Fll stamp on her — stamp 
on her— stamp on her ! IMd 70a erer kill anybody ? No r 
Why not? Listen— I killed a fly this morning 1 It bossed, 
and I wouldn't haye it. 80 it died— pop ! So shall she! 

Bom. Bat bdudd, I am Boae Maybod, and I would £un not 
die**pq)." 

Mar. Ton aie Bose Maybad ! 

R<m. Tee, sweet Rose Maybodt 

Mar. Strange 1 They tcdd me she was beautiful I And \€ 
lores yim I No^ no ! If I thought that, I would treat you a^i 
the auctioneer wd land-agent treated the lady-bird — ^I would 
rend you asunder ! 

JSM8. Kay, be pacified, fcff behdd I am pledged to another, 
and lo, we are to be wedded this yery day I 

Mar. Swear me that! Gome to a Oommissioner and let me 
haye it on affidavit! / once made an affidavit — ^but it died — 
it died— it died! But see, they come— Sir Despard and his 
evil crew I Hide, hide — they are all mad— quite mad ! 

Rom. What makes you think that ? 

Mar. Hush! They sing chcnruses in public. That's mad 
enough, |I think! Qo— hide away, or they will seize you. 
Uush 1 Quite softly— quite, quite softly ! 

[ExewiU togeiher^ an tiptoe. 

Enter Chorus of Bucks and Blades, heraldtd hy Chorus of 
Bridesmaids. 

Chobus of BsiDBsicAins. 
Welcome, gentry, 
For your entry 
Sets our tender hearts a-besiing, ^^^ 
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Men of station, 
Admiration 
Prompts this unaffected greeting. 

Hearty greeting offer we ! 

Tour exceeding 

Easy breeding — 
Just the thing our hearts to pillage* 

Cheers us, charms us. 

Quite disarms us: 
Welcome, welcome, to our village ; 

To our village welcome be f 



CnonuB OP BcrCES Ajm Bl^ides, 

%Vhea thoroughly tired 

Of being admired 
By ladica o( gentle degree— degree, 

With Unttery aated» 

lligk-flown and inflated, 
Awny tiQm the city we flee— we flee \ 

From charms tntrftmoral 
To prettin^flB rtiml 
The attddcn transition 
Is simply Elysian, 
So come, AmiLryllia, 
Comi;, Chloe and Phyllis, 
Your alavefl, far the moment, are W« 

All , From chaiois mtr^Lmural, etc. 



Chorus of Bbidbsmaids. 

The sons of the tillage 
Who dwell in the village 

Are people of Inwly d^i^Tee— degree, 
I'hough honest and active 
They're moat unattrRi^tire} 

And awkward as awkward can bc^-can bet 
They're clumsy clodhoppers 
With axGi and choppers, 
And shepherds and plougbmea, 
And drovers and cowmen, 
And hedge ra and reaf»cr3, 
And carters and keefierHj 

But ntjver a lover for me I 

AlU They're clumsy clodhoppers, ete* 

AiU So welcome, gentry 

Sets I ^^ I tender hearts a-beating, etc. 
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Elder Sib Despabd Muboatboyd. 

SONO AHD CHOBU8.--SIB DbSPABD, 

Sir D. Oh, why am I moody and sad ? 

a. Can't gness! 

iS'tr i>. And why am I guiltily mad ? 

Ch. ConfesB! 

Sir />• Because I am thoroughly bad ! 

CA. Oh yes— 

£fir D, Toull see it at once in my face. 

Oh, why am I hnsky and hoarse? 
a. Ah, why? 

Sir A It's the workings of conscience, of coarse. 
CA. Fie, fie ! 

Sir D, And hnskiness stands for remorse, 
Gh, Oh my! 

Sir Z>. At least it does so in my case I 

Sir D, When in crime one is folly employed— 

Oh, Like yon — 

Sir D. Tonr expression gets warped and destroyed t 

Ch. It do. 

Sir D, It's a penalty none can avoid ; 

Ch. How tme ! 

Sir D, I once was a nice-looking youth ; 

But like stone from a strong catapult- 
ed, {explaining to each other), A trico- 
lor J). I rushed at my terrible cul^— 
Ch, (explaining to each other). That's vice— 
SirD, Observe the unpleasant result t j 
Ch, Not nice. 
Sir D. Indeed I am telling the truth I 

Sir D. Oh, innocent, happy though poor I 

Ch, That's we— ■ 

Sir D, If I had been virtuous, I'm surt-* 

Ch, like mt— 

Sir 2>. I should be af nice-looklnf( m yrmV* I 

CA. Maybe. _ . , ,. 

Sir 2>. You are verr nlee-l<iokln(C iii4««4 1 

Oh, innoeentf, listen In ttm#— 
Ch, We Hoe^ 

Sir D. Avoid an exifttiiM of erim*-" 
Ch, Jttst (W— 

Sir D, Or youTl U M uffir M I*m— 
Ch. (loudly). Wo r Ko I „, . 

Sir b. And now, If ytm p»M<Mi, w#1l |ff/iWKi4i 

[ilK /^ Girlf eoDj^m thdr hyrrtif // Hi»» Pwi^'AWO, ^# 

Ae approachti thtm ifny flyfimn Ititni iMifttf nhM^ni 

lecmng Mm dlons on lh9 ntau», ^ ^ . 

Sir. D. Poor children, bow ihny UmiU ma- lim w\tm hi^m 

are certrinly sie^ lo infomjr, bat ¥/hm )mfi U IM» Mi« l^iMi 
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of a littlo ctild \ Bat wbat w a poor baronet to do^ when a 
whole picture-gallery of anceslora step down from their frames 
and threa.tun him with an excruciatiDj]; death ^ if he hesitate 
to coriimit bis daily cnme? Bot^lml hat I am oven with 
tham 1 (^Mysteriouslif.) I get my crime over the first thing in 
the morning, and then, haT ha J for the rest of the day I do 
good — I do good — I do good ! (MslodraTnaticallt/.) Two days 
sinco, I stole a child and huilt an orphan asjhim. Yesterday 
I robbed a bank and endowed a bwbopric. To-day I carry 
off Bose Maybud, and atone with a cathedral I This is what 
it is to be the sport and toy of a Picture Gallery! But I 
will bo bitterly revenged upon them! I will give them all 
to the Nation^ and nobody shall 6vor look upon their faces 
again I 

Ei(^ Ax your honour's pardon, but 

Sir B, Ha ! observed I And by a mariner I What would 
you with me J fellow? 

i?jc/*. Your ]jonour, I*m a poor man-o'-war's man, becalmed 
in the doldrums. 

Sir D. I don't know them, 

MicK And 1 make bold to ax: your honour's advice. Does 
your honour know what it is to have a heart ? 

Sir D. My bononr knows what it is to have a complete 
apparatus for cund acting the circtilaUoa of the blood through 
the veins and arteries of the human body, 

Jlich. Ay, but has your honoiir & hi?art that upa and looks 
you in the face^ and ^ves you quarter-dock orders that it's life 
and death to disobey? 

Sir D. I have not a heart of that description, but I have a 
Picture Oallery that preaumes to take that liberty. 

Rich. Well, your honour, it's like this. Your^ honour had an 
elder brother 

Sir 2). It had. 

Rich. Who should have inherited your title and, with it, its 
cuss. 

SirB. Ay; but he died. OhyRuthvenI 

Bich. He didn't. 

SirB. He did noff 

Rich. He didn't. On the contrary, he lives in this here very 
village, under the name of Bobin Oakapple, and he*s a-going to 
marry Kose May bud this very day. 

SirB. Bnthven alive, and going to miufry Bose Mayhud 
Can this be possible? 
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2?tc%. Now the qnestum I was going to ask your honour ia^ 
ought I to tell your honour this ? 

Sir D, I don't know. It's a delicate point. I think you 
ought. Mind, I'm not sure, hut I think so. 

Etch. That's what my heart says. It says, " Dick," it says 
(it calls me Dick acos it's entitled to take that liherty)— ^^ that 
there young gal would recoil from him if she knowed what he 
reaJly were. Ought you to stand off and on, and let this young 
gal take this felse stq> and never fire a shot across her hows to 
bring her to ? No," it says, ** you did not ought." And I won't 
ought, aocordin'. 

Sir D. Then you really feel yomraelf at liberty to tell me that 
my elder brother lives — ^that I may charge him with his cruel 
deceit, and transfer to his shonlderB tiie hideous thraldom under 
which I have laboured for so many years 1 Free — ^free at last 1 
Free to live a blameless life, and to die beloved and regretted by 
all who knew me ! 



DuxT.— Sm Dbsfabd asd Rzgbabd* 



Eich. 




SirD. 


I think I do; 




Wiik vigour unshaken 




This step shall be token. 
It*8 neaay planned. 




Eiek. 


Ithinkiotoo; 




m readily bet it 




You^ll never regret it ! 



BotK For doty, duty mnit be done ; 

The rule applies to eveiy one. 
And painfoi though that daty be, 
To shirk the task were fiddle-de-dee I 

Sir D The bridegroom comes— 

Etch* lakewise the bride— 

The maidens are very 

Elated and merry ; 
They are her cbums. 
8irl^ To lash their pride 

Were almost a pity. 

The pretty committee 1 

Botkt Bnt duty, dotjjr mnst be done, 

The rule applies to every one, 
And painful though that duty be. 
To shirk the task were fiddle-de-dee t 

\Exeunt Bioha.^d cud ^\s.\^^ssfcKs^« 
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Enter Chorus of Bridesmaids and Bucks. 
Ciionus OP Brtdesmatds. 

Hail the bride of ecTenteen moimers 5 

In fair pb? ases 

Hymn £er praiaca ; 
Lift jouz BOn^ OQ hi^hj aJt coiticrs. 

She rejoices 

In 3'our voicea. 
Bmilmj^ Buminer bears upon her, 
& bedding every blGs^ing on her : 

Maidons, greet her — 

Kindly treat her 
Ton may oil bo bridee Eome day ( 

Chobitb of BncBis* 
Halt the bridef^room who adv&neeo, 

Agitated^ 

Yet elated. 
He' a ia eoey circumBtancosy 

"i oung and Itisty, 

True and trusty : 
JTappineBB untold nvvaitfl them 
When th<s parson consccriitcs them j 

PeopliJ Jiear thctn, 

Loudly cbecx tbom— 
Ton*U be brid^rooms some fine dny I 

Enter Robin, attended hy Richard and Old Adam, meeting 
Rose, attended hy Zorah and Dahe Haknau. Rose arui 
Robin embrace. 

Madrioai,. 
Rose, Whore the bnda ar^ blossoming, 

Snijling welcome to fche spring, 
Lovers choose s wodding-day — 
LLCe h love in merry May ! 

Girlt. Spring is i^reen — Fnl lal la I 

Summer^a rose— Ful inl la I 
AU^ It Is ead when summer ^ces, 

Fal la 1 
Men* Autumn's gold— Fsl lal la ! 

Wiuter'a gray — Fal lal la I 
AUm "Winter still is far away^^ 

Fallal 

Leaves in autumn fade and fall, 
Winter is the end of all. 
Spring and summer teem with glee 1 
Spring and summer, then, for me I 
Fallal 
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Eannah, In the spring-time seed is sown : 

In the summer grass is mown : 
In the autumn you may reap : 
Winter is the time for sleep. 
Girls. Spring is hope — Fal lal la ! 

Summer's joy— Fal lal la ! 
All. Spring and summer never cloy. 

Fallal '* 

Men, Autumn, toil— Fal lal la ! 

Winter, rcsfr-Fal lal Is I 
All, Winter, after all, is best— 

Fallal 
All. Spring and summer pleasure yon, 

Autumn, ay, and winter too— 
Ever^ season has its cheer 
Life IB lorely all the year ! 
Fal la! 

Gayottb. 

After QavottCy enter Snt Despabd. 

^> D, ^old, bride and bridegroom, ere you wed each other, 

I claim young Robin as my elder brother I 
Jtob. {(aide). Ah, lost one I 
Sir D, His rightful title I have long enjoyed : 

I claim him as Sir Ruthven Mnr^atroyd ! 
Rose, (wildly). Deny the falsehood, Robm, as you should* 

It is a plot I 
Eob, I would, if conscientiously I could. 

But I cannot I 
All. Ah, base one I 

SOLO.^ROBXN. 

As pure and blameless peasant, 

I cannot, I regret, 
Deny a truth unpleasant, 
I am that Baronet ! 
AU. He is that Baronet ! 

But when completely rated 

Bad baronet am I, 
That I am what he's stated 
rU recklessly deny I 
A II, He'll recklessly deny ! 

JifA, When I'm a bad bart. I will tell taradiddles I 
AU, He'll tell taradiddles when he's a bad bart. 

Jiob, I'll play a bad part on the falsest of fiddles. 
Alt, On very false fiddles he'll play a bad part ! 

Jiob, But until that takes place I must be conscientious-* 
All, He'll be conscientious until that takes' place. 

7?o6. Then adieu with good grace to my morals sententious 
All. To morals sententious adieu with ffood grace I 

Zor, Who is the wretch who hath betrayed thee ? 
l^t him stand forthl 
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Ji'tch, {coming forward), 'TwasI! 
AU, Die, traitor I 

MioK Hold, my conscience made me ! 

Withhold your wrath I 

■ 

"Within this breast there beats a heart 

WhoM vwice cauH be gainsaicL 
It bode me thy true rank iinpajtj 

And I at once obeyed. 
I knew 'twould blight thy budding fate— 
I knew Hwoaid cause thee an^ui^ih yr cat- 
But did I therefore hesitate? 

No I I at ones obeyed i 
AU* Acclaim him who, wheu bia trnc heart 

13»dc liim young Kobm'i rank imiMirt, 

Immediately obeyed I 

Solo.— EoEB (addressing Eobis). 
FuTcweil I 
Thou hadst my hearts 

'TwaB quickly won I 
But now -we jiart-^ 
Thy face I eUun 1 
Farewell 1 

Go bend the knee 
At Yice*a shrine, 
Of life with me 
All hope r(jfli^a. 
Farewell ! 
(To Sir Dcfpa rd. ) Take me— I am thy bridi I 
Hurrah I 

BltlDESMAIDS, 

Hail the Brido^room^-hall the Bride 1 
^Vlien Uie naptial knot is tied ^ 
FA'ery day will bring aome joy 
That can ncverj never cloy I 

Muter Mai«3ARBT, who UsteTta, 
Sir A Excuse me, I'm a virtu ana poraott now— 
£ose. That's why I wed yon I 

Sir D, And I to Margaret must keep xaj vow I 
Mar, Have I misread you ? 

Oh J joy I with newly kindEcd rapture warmed, 

I kneel before yon ! [Kncelt, 

Sir Dm I once di&Uked you ; now that IVe reformed, 

How I adore you I [ They etnbrace, 

Bktt>ksmait>s. 
HajI the Bridfij^rooai — hail the Bride I 
WMm the jauptial knot ii tied j 



THE WJTCirS CURSE. 243 

Kvery day will bring some joy 
That can never, never doy ! 

llo9€% Kichardi of him I love bereft. 

Through, thy design, 
Thou art the only one that's left, 

So I am thine ! [They embrace. 

Bridesmaids.^ 
Hnil the Bridegroom — hail the Bride I 
Let the nuptial knot be tied ! 

DUBT.— ROSB AHD RiCHARD. 

Oh, happy the lily 

Wnen kissed by the bee ; 
And, sipping tranquilly, 

Qute happy is he ; 
And happy the filly 

That neighs in her pride ; 
But happier than any 
A pound to a penny, 
A lover is, when he 

Embraces his bride ! 

Duet.— Sib Despabd ahd MAROABETt 
Oh, happy the flowers 

That blossom in June, . 
And happy the bowers 

That gain by the boon, 
But happier by hours 

The tnan of descent. 
Who, f oUy regretting, 
Is bent on foiget6ng 
His bad baroneting. 

And means to repent t 

Trio.— Hannah, Apav, and Zorah* 
Oh, happy the blossom 

That blooms on the lea, 
Likewise the opossom 

That sits on a tree, 
But w]iei| yon come across 'em^ 

They cannot compare^ 
Wi£h those who are treadmg 
The dance at a wedding, 
While people are spreading 

The best of good fare I 

Solo.— BoBiN« 
Oh, wretched the debtor 

Who's signing the deedl 
And wretehtid the letter 

That no ooA «saii t«BA.\ 
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But verjr much better 
Their lot it most be 

Than that of the person 

I*m making this verse on, 

Whose head there's a curse on- 
Alluding to me ! 

Bepeat Ensemble with Chorus, 

Dakob. 

fAi the end of the dance Bobik falls senseless on the 
stage, Picture. 



ACT n. 

Scene. — FktuvB Gall^ij m Eii^idifjor® CmtU, TJie walls are 
covered with full-length portraits of the Baronets of Buddi- 
€f ore from the time ^ James L — the first being that of Sib 
JiuPERT, iilhuhd to in the legend ; the last, that of the last 
deceased Baronet^ Sie RoDERia 

J?// ^er Robin and Adam, mtlodramatkaUy. They are greatly 
alter (^d in appearancCf HoaiN" wearmfj the haggard aspect of 
u guilty roui; Adam, that of the wicked steward to such 
a man, 

DlTET. — EdMH AND AdAM» 

Edb% I once was as iiteck as ri new-hom lamb^ 

I'm now Sir Mtirgfttroyd— ha ! ha ! 
With greater precision, 
(Witliout the elision) 
Sir Kuthven Murgatroyd— ha I ha I 

Adam* And 1^ who was once hifl vaUe^-de-sIiam^ 

Ab etcwrtrd I'm now employed — ha 1 ha, I 
The die kens nifvy take him — 
I'll never forsake him I 
As steward Vm now employed — ha I ha I 
Both* How dreadftil when an innocent heart 

ISecfinieat perforc*^ a bad 3*oung Eart,, 
And still more Jijitd on nld Ad^m 
1 1 is former faithful vaiky-di^-sknin ! 

Bob, This ia n piiDful state of thii\ga, Old A dan; ! 

Adam, PaiDful, iDd(?ed ! Ah, my pt.K>r mnster» when I swore 
that, come what would, I would serve you in all things for ever, 
1 little thought to what a pass it would bring me I The con- 
fidential adviser to the greatest villain unhung ! Now, sir, to 
business. What crime do you propose to commit to-day V 
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JJ06. How should I know ? As my confidential adviser, it's 
your duty to suggest something. 

Ada,m. Sir, 1 loathe the life you are leading, but a good old 
man's oath is paramount, and I obey. Eichard Dauntless is 
here with pretty Rose Maybud^ to ask yoxir consent to their 
marriage. Poison their beer. 

Rob, No — ^not that — I know I'm a bad Bart., but I'm not as 
bad a Bart, as all that. 

\ Adam. Well, there you are, you seeJ It's no use my making 
suggestions if you don't adopt them. 

jBo6. (metodrarnatically). How would it be, do you think, 
were I to lure him here with cunning wile — ^bind him with good 
stout rope to yonder post^-and then, by making hideous faces 
at him, curdle the heart-blood in his arteries, and freeze the very 
mojTow in his bones? How say you, Adam, is not the scheme 
well planned? 

Adam, It would be simply rude — ^nothing more. But soft — 
they come I 

Adam and Robin Mire up as Biohabd and Rose enter , preceded 
hi/ Chorus of Bridesmaids. 

DuBT.— Richard aitd Rosi* 

£ioh» Happily coupled are we. 

You see— 
1 am a jolly Jack Tar, 
My star, 
And 3^011 are the fairest, 
The richest and rarest 
Of innocent lasses, yon are, 

By far— 
Of innocent lasses ^ou are I 
Fanned by a f avonnng gale, 

Yon'U saU 
Over life's treacherous sea 
With me, 
And as for bad weather, 
We*ll brave it together, 
And yon shall creep under my Ice, 

My wee I 
And yon shall creep lender my lee ! 
For yon are such a smart little craft- 
Such a neat little, sweet little craft. 
Such a bright Uttle, tight little. 
Slight Uttie,lidbit little, 
Triih little, prim little craft t 

Chorta^ For she is snch, ete. 
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Koiu Hjliopes will be bligbted, I foar, 

My dear; 
In a mouth ymill be Kolug to Be% 
Quitti free, 
And all of loy wiabeB 
T<>u'll tbrow to the fiabcs 
Ab though tbej were never to I)e f 

Poor me \ 
As though they were never to be. 
And I sn&ll be kft all alone 
' To moan, 

And wfrep at your crMel deceit^ 

Complete ; 

While you'll be aBsertin^ 

Your lre<:clom by flirting 

With ^^^rj woman yon meetj 

You cbeat — 
With eveiy woman you meet I 
Tliougb I am auch a smart little craftr— 
Snch a neat little^ sweet little craft. 
Such a bright little^ tif^^ht little j 
I Slight little, light little, 

' Trim little, prim little craft \ 
CliOTHMm Thoiigh Rh« is ench, etou 

M%iltr Robhj, 

JBoft. Soho 1 pretty one — in my power at last, eh ? Know ye 
not that I have those within my call wha» at my lightest bid- 
ding, would immure ye in an imcomfortabla dungeon? (Calling^ 
What ho! within there! 

jRicA. Hold — we are prepared for this, {Frofiuci-ng a Union 
Jack.) Here is a flag that none dare defy i^all kneel), and while 
this glorious rag floats over RoBe Maybud's head, the man does 
not live who would dare to lay unlicensed hand upon her! | 

Boh. Foiletl— and by a Union Jackl But a time will come, 
and then 

Rose. Nay, let me plead with him, {To Robin.) Sir Ruthven,, 
have pity. In my book of eliquetle the case of a maiden abou^; 
to be wedded to one who unexpectedly turns out to be a baronet 
with a curse on him, is not considered, Tinie waa when you 
loved me madly. Prove that this was no selfish love by accord- 
ing your consent to ray marriage with one who, if he be not 
you yourself, is the next best thing— your dearest feiend I 

Ballad, — Eose, 
In bygone days I bad thy lore, 

Tbou badat my heart. 
But Fate, all bumnn Yowa abovfl^ 

Our Jives did part I 
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By the old love thou hadst for'me, 
By the fond heart that beat for thee-** 
By joys that never now can be, 
Grant thou my prayer I 

All. {kneeling). Grant thoa her prayer I 

i?o6. {reciU). Take her— I yield. 

AIL {recit,). Oh, rapture! 

Chorus. Away to the parson we go-^ 

Say we're solieitons very 
That he will turn two into one— 

Smging h6y» derry down derry I 
Rich, For she is waSd a smart little craft. 

Rose. Such a neat little, tweet little craft— 

Rich. Such a bright little— 

Rose. TifffatHttle— 

Rich. Slight little— 

Rose. Li&tlitae— 

Both. Trim little, slim little craft ! 

Chorus. For she is such a smart little craft, etc. 

\Exeunt all hut Bobik. 

Rob. For a week I have fulfilled my accursed doom I I have 
duly committed a crime a-day 1 Not a great crime, I trust, but 
still in the eyes of one as strictly regulated as I used to be, a 
crime. But will my ghostly ancestors be satisfied with what 
I have done, or will they regard it as an unworthy subterfuge ? 
(Addressing Ptctures.) Oh, my forefathers, wallowers in blood, 
there came at last a day when, sick of crime, you, each and 
every, vowed to sin no more, and so, in agony, called welcome 
Death to free you from your cloying guiltiness. Let the sweet 
psalm of that repentant hour soften yoxir long^dead hearts, and 
tune your souls to mercy on your poor posterity I (Kneeling,) 
[^The stage darkens far a moment. It becomes light again^ 
and the Pictures are seen to have become animated. 

Chorus of Family Portraits. 

Piunted emblems of a race, 

All accurst in days of yore. 
Each from his accustomed place 
Steps into the world once more. 
[5f%e Pictures step from their frames and march round 
the stage. 

Baronet of Buddigoze, 

Last of our accursed line, 
Down upon the oaken floor- 
Down upon those knees of thine. 
Coward, iMltroon, shakei; iqiu 
Blockhead, sluggard) d\ilisxa^ 
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Shirker, shuffler, crawler, creepei*, 
Sniffler, snoffler, waller, weeper, 
Kaj-tiiwrui^ ma^^uij LiiJiJuli:, weevil I 
thst apoa thy course of evil 
Lest the Kin^r of Smictre-Land 
bet on the€i hla griaiy hand I 
[T/ie Fpectre qfSi^ BofiEiiic ds&ixuds /ro7n his frame. 
Sir Hod, By the curse upon our ra^ie^ , 

Chortts, Dead and hearsfed 

All accursed 1 • 

Sir Rod, Each iohentlng tliis pla^e — 

Chorus. Sorrowu ahake it ! 

Dtvll take it I 
Sir Rod, Most, perforce, 01 yea or nay— 

Chorus, lea or naying 

Bh obeying 1 
Sir Rod, Do a deadly criitie each day I 

Chorus, Fife and Thunder, 

We knocked uadcr — 
Some atrocious crime committt^d 
Daily ere the world we quilted 1 
Sir Rod, lie ware I beware I beware ! 

^06, Gaunt vision, who art thou, 

That thus, with icy glare 
And ^teni rdenlUss brow, 
Appeareat, who knows how ? 
4&£r Rod, t am the epcctre of the late 

Sif Koderic Jlurgatroyd, 
Who cornea to warn thee that tliy f&tiB 
Thou const not now avoid, 
Rob, M&B, poor ghoat I 

Sir Rod, The pity you 

£zpreBB, for nothing goes : 
We spectres are a jollier crew 
Than you, perliaps, suppose I 
Chorus. lies I yes! 

We spectres are a jollier crew 
Than you, perhaps, suppose I 
Ha! hal 

SoNO.— Sib Rodbrio. 

When the night wuid howls in the chimney cowls, and the bat in the 

moonlight flies, 
And inky clouds, like funeral shrouds, sail over the midnight skies — 
When the footpads quail at the night-biid's wail, and black dogs bay 

the moon. 
Then is the spectre's holiday — then is the ghosts* high-noon ! 
Chorus, Ha! hal 

Then is the ghosts* high-noon ! 
As the sob of the breeie sweeps over the trees, and the mists lie low on 

the fen. 
From grey tomb-stonei are gathered th« bones that once were women 
andmenf 
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And away they go, with a mop and a mow, to the revel that ends too soon, 
For cockcrow limits our holiday — the dead of the night's high-noon ! 
Chorus, Ha! ha! 

The dead of the night's high-noon I 

And then each ghost with his ladye-toast to their churchyard beds 

take flight. 
With a kiss, perhaps, on her lantern chaps, and a grisly grim *'good« 

night;" 
Till the welcome knell of the midnight bell rings forth its j oiliest tnne. 
And ushers our next high holiday — the dead of the night's high-noon I 
Choru9. Ha! ha! 

The dead of the night's high-noon ! 

Boh, I recognize you now — ^you are the picture that hangs at 
the end of the gallery. 

Sir Bod, In a bad light. I am. 

JR06. Are you considered a good likeness ? 

Sir Bod. Pretty well. Flattering. 

Boh, Because, as a work of art you are poor. 

Sir Bod, I am crude in colour, but I have only been painted 
ten years. In a couple of centuries I shall be an Old Master, 
and then you will be sorry you spoke lightly of me. 

2?o5. And may I ask why you have left your frames ? 

Sir Bod, It is our duty to see that our successors commit 
their daily crimes in a conscientious and workmanlike fashion. 
It is ourduty to remind you that you are evading the conditions 
under which you are permitted to exist. 

Boh, Beally I don't know what you'd have. Fve only been 
a bad baronet a week, and I've committed a crime punctually 
every day. 

Sir Bod, Let us inquire into this. Monday ? 

Boh, Monday was a Bank Holiday. 

Sir Bod, True. Tuesday ? 

Boh, On Tuesday I made a fiEklse income-tax return. 

All. Hal hal 

Ut Ghost, Thit's nothmg. 

2nd Ghost. Nothing at idl. 

Srd Ghost. Everybody does that. 

Ath Ghost. It's expected of you. 

Sir Bod. Wednesday ? 

Bc^. (mdodraTnaticcdly). On Wednesday I forged a will. 

Sir Bod. Whose will? 

Boh, My own. 

^V Bod. My good sir, you can't forge your own will I 

Boh. Can't I, though I I like that] I didt Besides, if a 
man can't forge his own will, whose will can hA l^t^l 
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\ii Gho8L There's something in that 

2nd Ghost Yes ; it seems reasonable. 

Srd Ghost At first sight it does. 

ith Ghost Fallacy somewhere, I fancy ! 

Boh. A man can do what he likes with his own ? 

Sir Bod, I suppose he can. 

Bob. Well, then, he can forge his own will, stoopidi On 
Thursday I shot a fox. 

1st Ghost. Hear, hear I 

Sir Bod. That's better. {Addressing Ghosts.) Pass the 
fox, I think? {They assent) Yes, pass the fox. Friday? 

Bob. On Friday I forged a cheque. 

.Sir Bod. Whose cheque? 

Rob, Old Adam's, 

Sir Mod. But old Adam hasn't a haitker. 

Boh. I didn't say I forged his banker — ^T said I forged his 
cheque. On Saturday I disinherited my only son. 

Sir Mod, But you haven't got a son^ 

Mob, No — ^Dot yet. I disinberitod him in advance, to save 
time. You see — by this arrangement— he'll bo born reaily 
disinherited. 

Sir Bod, I see* But I don't think you can do that* 

Mob, My good sir, if I can't di:?iuherit my own unborn son, 
whose unborn son can I disiuheTit? 

jSi'r Bod, Humph 1 These arguments aound very well, but 
r can't help thinking that, \i thoy were r&cluced to syllogistic 
form, tliey \^-ouldn't hold water. Now qui to understand us. 
We are foggy, but we don't permit our fogginesa to bo presumed 
upon* Ualesa yoti undertake to — well, suppose we say, carry 
off a lady? (Addressing Ghosts.) Those who are in favour of 

Ilia carrying off a lady (All hold up their hands except a 

Bishop.) Those of the contrary opinion? (Biahop holds up 
his haTids.') Oh, you're never aatififieii ! Yea, unless you under- 
take to carry off a lady at once — I dou^t care what lady — 
any lady — choose your lady — ^you perish in inconceivable 
agonies. 

Bob. Carry off a lady ? Certainly not, on any account. I've 
the greatest respect for ladies^ and I wouldn't do anything of 
the kind for worlds I No, no. I'm not that kind of baronet 
I assure you 1 If thafs all you're got to say, you'd better go 
back to your frames. 

Sir Bod. Very good — then let the agonies commence. 

[Ghosts make passesi Bobik begins to writhe in agony. 

Bob. Oh I Oh ! Don't do that I I can't stand it I 
M* £od. BalnbA^ isn't it ? It gets worse by degrees. 
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Boh. Oh I Oh! Stop a bit ! Stop it, will you? I waiit to 
speak. 

[Sm BoDERic TMikes signs to Ghosts, wTio resume their 
attitudes. 

Sir Bod. Better? 

Bob. Yes — better now! Whew! 

Sir Bod. Well, do you consent ? 

Boh. But it's such an ungentlemanly thing to do! 

Sir Bod. As you please. (2b Ghosts.) Carry on ! 

Boh. Stop— I can't stand it 1 I agree ! I promise !~ It shall 
be done ! 

Sir Bod. To-day? 

Boh. To-day! 

Sir Bod. At once ? 

Bab. At once! I retract! I apologize! I had no idea it 
was anything like that ! 

Chorus. 

He yields I He answers to our call ! 

We do not ask for more. 
A stordy fellow, after all, 

This latest Ruddigore I 
All perish in miheard-of woe 

Who dare our wills defy ; 
We want your pardon, ere we go. 
For having agonized you so — 

So pardon 1 

So pardon 1 

So pardon i 

Or die! 

B6b» I pardon yon ! 

I pardon you I 
Alh He pardons ns— 

Hurrah! 

[2%e Ghosts return to their frames. 

Choru8» P.n i n < ed emblems of a race. 

All accurst in days of yore, 
Each to his accustomed place 

Steps miwillingly, once more I 

[By this tim$ the Ghosts have changed to pictures again. 
BoBiK is overcome hy emotion. 

Enter Adam:. 

Adam. My poor master, you are not well— — 
Boh. Gideon Crawle, it won't do— I've seen 'em — all my 
ancestors— they're just gone. They say that I is^^\» ^<^ ^kso^s- 
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thing desperate at once, or perish in horrible agonies. Go — go 
to yonder village — carry off a maiden — ^bring her here; at once — 
any one — ^I don't care which 

Adam. But 

Mob. Not a word, but obey I Fly I [Exit Adam. 

Becitatiyb and Sono.— Bobin* 

Away, Remorse I 

Compunctioii, hence ! 
Go, Moral Force ! 

Go, Penitence I 
To Virtue's plea 

A long farewell— 

I ring yonr Itnell I 
Come guiltineaa of d&adlieat hue, 
Gkime deapeFate deeda o£ d^rring do ! 

JTenceforth all the mmes tbat I find in the TTmei 

IVc promififsd to pcrpetrftto dnily ; 
To-uiorrow I startj with a petfided heart, 

On a r(^tilar coime of Old Bailey, 
There*s conMence tricting, bad coin, pocket^pickin^, 

And several other disgracba — 
There's pf*attige-»Unip pri(jjiijing» and then^ thirablB-rigi^g, 

The three-card dolusion at riLcea I 
Oh I a Baronet's rank id exceedingly nice. 
But the title's UQCommouJy dear at the price I 

Ye well-to-do squires, who live in the shires, 

Where petty distinctions are vital, 
Who found Athenaeums and local museums, 

With views to a baronet's title — 
Ye butchers and bakers and candlestick makers 

Who sneer at all things that are tradey— 
Whose middle-class lives are embarrassed by wives 

Who long to parade as "My Lady," 
Oh I allow me to offer a word of advice. 
The title's uncommonly dear at the price I 

Ye supple M.P.'s, who ^ down on your knees, 

Your precious identity sinking. 
And vote black or white as your leaders indite 

(Which saves you the trouble of thinking^. 
For vour country's good fame, her repute, or her shame, 

I ou don't care the snuff of a candle — 
But you're paid for your game when you're told that your name 

Will be graced by a baronet's handle — 
Oh 1 allow me to give you a word of advice— 
The title's uncommonly dear at the price t 

[Exit Robin. 
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Enter Sir Despard and Margaret. They are loth dressed in 
sober black qf formed cut, amd present a strong contrast to 
their appearance in Act 1, 

Duet. 
Des, I once was a very abandoned person-— 

Mar. Making the most of evil chances. 

Des, Nobody could conceive a worse 'un — 

Mar, Even in all the old romances. 

Des, I blush for my wild extravagances. 

But be so kind 

To bear in mind, 
Mar. We were the victims of circumstances I [Dance. 

That is one of our blameless dances. 

Mar. I was an exceedingly odd young lady— 

Des. Suffering much from spleen and vapours. 

Mar. Clergymen thought my conduct shady — 

Des. She didn't spend much upon linen-drapers. 

Mar. It certainly entertained me gapers. 

My ways were strange 

Beyond all range — 
Des. And paragraphs got into all the papers. [Dance, 

Des. We only cut respectable capers. 

Des, I've given up all my wild proceedings. 

Mar. My taste for a wandering life is waning. 

Des, Now Tm a dab at penny-readings. 

Mar. They are not remarkably entertaining. 

Des. A moderate livelihood we're gaining. 

Mar. In fact we rule 

A National School. 
Des. The duties are dull, but I'm not complaining, [Danoe* 

This sort of thing takes a deal of training ! 

Des, We have been married a week. 

Mar, One happy, happy week I 

Des, Our new life 

Mar, Isdelightfulindeed! 

Des, So calm I 

Mar, So unimpassioned ! {WUdly,) Master, all this I owe 
to you I See, I am no longer wild and untidy. My hair is 
combed. My face is washed. My boots fit ! 

Des, Margaret, don't Pray restrain yourself. Remember, 
you are now a district visitor. 

Mar, A gentle district visitor I 

Des, You are orderly, methodical, neat; you have your 
emotions well under control 

Ma/r, I have I ( Wildly,) Master, when I think of all you 
l:ave done for me, I fall at your feet. I embrace your ankles. 
I hug your knees I {Doing so.) 
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Des. Hush. This is not well. This is calculated to provoke 
remark. Be composed, I beg / 

Mar. Ah ! yon are angry with poor little Mad Margaret ! 

Des. No, not angry ; but a district visitor should learn to 
eschew melodrama. Vkit the poor, by all means, ftiul give 
thorn toa and badey-water, but doii*t do it as if yon were ad- 
ministering a bowl of deadly nightshade. It upsets them. 
Then, when you nurse sick people, and find them not as well as 
could be expected, why go into hysterics ? 

Mar, Why not ? 

Des. Because it's too jumpy for a aick*room. 

Mar, How strange I Oh, Master I Master 1 — how shall I 

express the all-abaorbmg gratitude that (^Aboui to throts 

herself at Jii^feeL} 

De$, Nowl {WamingI]/.) 

Mar. Y cs, I know> dear — i t shan't occur agai n , (He i$ seated 
— she ^its on the ground hy him.) Shall I tell you one of poor 
Mad Margaret's odd thoughts ? Well, then, when I am Ijfiog 
awake at night, and the pale moonlight streams through the 
latticed casement, strange fancies crowd upon my poor mad 
brain, and I sometimes thiok that if we could hit upon some 
word for you to use whenever I am about to relapse — some 
word that teema with hidden meaninf^ — like " Basingstoke " it 
might recall me to my saner self. For, after all, 1 am only 
Mad Margaret ! Daft Meg ! Poor Meg I Me I he I ho I 

Des, Poor child, slie wanders I But soft— ?ome one cornea. 
Margaret, pray recollect yourself— Basingstoke, I beg! Mar- 
garet, if you doD^t Basingstoke at once, I ahaJJ bo seriously 
angry. 

Mar. (recovering herself). Basingstoke it isil 

Des. Then make it so. 

Enter Bobik. He starts on seeing them. 

Bob. DespardI And his young wife I This visit is un- 
expected. 

Mar. Shall I fly at hhn ? Shall I tear him limb from limb ? 
Shall I rend him asunder ? Say but the word, and — — 

Des. Basingstoke! 

Mar, (suddevdy demure). Basingstoke it is ! 

Des. {aside). Tlien make it so. {AUmd.) VLj brother — I 
call you brother still, despite your horrible profligacy — we 
have come to urge you to abandon the evil courses to which 
you have committed yourself and at any cost to become a pure 
«nd blameless ratepayer. 
^o3. But Tve done no wrong yet. 
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Mar. (wUdlyy No wrong ! He has done no wrong ! Did 
you hear that! 

Des. Basingstoke. 

Mar, (recovering herself). Basingstoke it is. 

De$. My hrother — I still call you brother, you observe — ^you 
forget that you have been, in the eye of the law, a Bad Baronet 
of Buddigore for ten years — and you are therefore responsible 
— in the eye of the law — for all the misdeeds committed by the 
unhappy gentleman who occupied your place. 

Bob. I see I Bless my heart, I never thought of that I Was 
I very bad ? 

Dcs. AwfuL Wasn't he? ( Jb Mabqabbt.) 

Bob. And I've been going on like this for how long? 

Dee. Ten years! Think <^ all the atrocities yon have com- 
mitted — by attorney as it were — during that period. Bemember 
how you trifled with this poor child's affections — how you raised 
her hopes on high (don't cry, my love — ^Basingstoke, you know), 
only to trample them in the dust when they were at the very 
zenith of their fulness. Ob, fie, sir, fie — she trusted you ! 

Bob. Did she? What a scoundrel I must have been! There, 
there--don't cry, my dear (to Maboabet, who is sobbing on 
BoBni's breast\ it's all right now. Birmingham you know — 
Birmingham-— 

Mar. (sobbing). It's Ba — Ba — ^Basingstoke ! 

Bob. Basingstoke ! of course it is — ^Basingstoke. 

Mar. Then make it so I 

Bob. There, there — ^it's all right — ^he's married you now — 
that is, Tve married you. (Turning to Debpabd.) I say, which 
of us has married her ? 

Des. Oh, i've married her. 

JRo&.(a8»e^). Oh,rmgladoftbat. (To Maboabet.) Yes,^e'« 
married you now (passing her over to Despabd), ana anything 
more disreputable than my conduct seems to have been I've 
never even heard of. But my mind is made up — I wiU defy 
my ancestors. I wiU refuse to obey their behests, thus, by 
courting death, atone in some degree for the infamy of my 
i^reer ! 

Mar. I knew it— I knew it. Qed bless you. (Eysteruxdly.) 

Des. Basingstoke! 

Mar, Basingstoke it is ! (Becovers herself.) 

Patteb-Tbio. 

SoBiN, Despabd abd Margabrt. 

Bob. My eyes are fully open to my awfnl sitnation— 

I shall go at once to Roderic and make him «xv qx^^<cs^ 



256 RUDDIGORE; OR, 

I filiftll tell him IVe rd<:overed my forgotten moral Hcnflci, 
And I don't care twopence httlfpeimy for say cotiacf|Licncefl- 
>Jow, 1 do not vant tfj periBh bj the a word or by the daggier, 
Bnt n martyr rnay indutge & lit;tlB piirdonabl^s HWEif^ger, 
And a word or two of compLimQnt mj vanity would flatter. 
But I've get to die te-aiorro¥v^, ao it really doesn't mRtter I 

/5t?«, So it really doesn't matter^ 

lliir^ So it really doesn't matter— 

All, jSo it really doesuH iiiatter» matter, itiAttar, matter, nsatt«r 1 

Jtfor, If I TFere not a little mad and generally slILyi 

1 ehould f^v^e you my adviofl upon tha subjeot^ willy nilly ; 

I should filiow you in a moment how to grapple with the fpiestioxj, 

And you'd really be aatoniahed at the force of my Buj^gi^tiom 

Hn the Bubject 1 eball write j ou a moit valuable letter, 

Full of escellent Buggestions when I feel a little better, 

But At press ot I'm exraid 1 am as mad a a any hatter, 

So I'U Keep *em to myself, for my opinion doesn't matter I 

U^s, Her opinion doesn't matter^ 

J?o6. Her opinion doesn't matter — 

AU, Her opinion doesn't matter, matter, matter, matter, matter ! 

Z^3p If I had been so lucky as to have a steady brother 

Who oouM talk to me as we are talkiai? now to one another— 
Who could give ma good advice when he dbeovcrcd I waa 

erring, 
fWliieh ifl just the very favonr which on you T am confcpring). 
My storj; would bave made a rather interest-ing idyll, 
And I might bave Hved and died a very decent i^diwiddle. 
This particularly rapid^ nnintelligible patter 
Isn't generally heard, and if it is it doesn't matter I 

jffoft. If it IB it doesn't matter — 

Jl/ar. If it ain't it doesn't matter— 

Aik If it is it doesn't matter, rnntter, matter, matter, matter I 

{^E'^mmt Despaud cin^ Maiigauet, 

J^for Adam. 

Adam (guiltily). Master — the deed is done I 

L'ob. What deed? 

Adam, She is here — alone^ unprotected. 

Bob, Who? 

Adam. The maiden. IVe carried her off — ^I had a hard task, 
for she fought like a tiger-cat I 

Hob, Great Heaven, I had forgotten her! I had hoped to 
have died unspotted by crime, but I am foiled again — ^and by a 
tiger-cat I Produce her — ^and leave us ! 

[Adam introduces Old Hannah, very much excited, and 
exit, 

Rob, Dame Hannah ! This is — this is not what I expected. 

ll<m. Well, sir, and what would you with me? Oh, you 
bave begun br&vely — bravely indeed! Unappalled by the calm 



THE WITCH'S CURSE. 257 

dignity of blameless womanhood, your minion has torn me 
from my spotless home, and dragged me, blindfold and shriekiDg, 
through hedges, over stiles, and across a very difficult country, 
and left me, helpless and trembling, at your mercy I Yet not 
helpless, coward sir, for, approach one step — ^nay, but the 
twentieth part of one poor inch — ^and this poniard {produces a 
very small dagger) shall teach ye what it is to lay unholy 
hands on old Stephen Trusty's daughter ! 

Bob. Madam, I am extremely sorry for this. It is not at all 
what I intended — ^anything more correct — ^more deeply respectful 
than my intentions towards you, it would be impossible for 
any one — however particular — to desire. 

Han. Bah, I am not to be tricked by smooth words, 
hypocrite I But be warned in time, for there are without, a 
hundred gallant hearts whose trusty blades would hack him 
limb from limb who dared to lay unholy hands on old Stephen 
Trasty*s daughter ! 

Roi. And this is what it is to embark upon a career of un- 
licensed pleasure I 

[UA2mAH, who has taken a formidable dagger from one of 
the armed figures, throws her small dagger to Robin. 

Han. Harkye, miscreant, you have secured me, and I am 
your poor prisoner; but if you think I cannot take care of 
myself you are very much mistaken. Now then, it's one to 
one, and let the best man win I (Making for him.) 

Boh. (in <m agony of terror). Don't I don't look at me like 
that ! I can't bear it I Boderic ! Uncle ! Save me ! 

BoDEBic enters^ up trojp in centre of stage. He is visible only 
as far as the waist. 

Bod. What is the matter? Have you carried her off? 

Bob. I have--she is there — ^look at her — she terrifies me 
Gome quite up and save me ! 

Bod. (looking at Haknah). Little Nannikin I 

Han. (amazed.) Boddy-doddy 1 

Bod. My own old love! (Comes completely through trap,) 
Why, how came you here? 

Han. This brute—he carried me off! Bodily I But I'll 
show him I (About to rush at Bobin.) 

Bod. Stop I (To Bob.) What do you mean by carrying off 
this lady? Are you aware that, once upon a time she was 
engaged to be married to me? Tm very angry — ^very angry 
indeed. 

Bob, Now, I hoyiQ this will be a lesson to you in future, not 

111. ^ 
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Bod. Hold your tongue, sir. 

Rob, Yes, uncle. 

Rod, Have you given him any encouragement ? 

Han. (fo Rob). Have I given you any encouragement? 
Frankly now, liave T? 

EnK No, Frankly^ you hare not. Anything more scrupu- 
lously correct than }'our conduct it would ho impossible to 
desire. 

Rrnk Tou go away. 

lioh. Yea, uucle, {Exit Robik. 

Rod^ This is a Btrange meetiog after m many years I 

Han, Very. I thought you were dead* 

Rod, 1 am. 1 died ten ye^ts ago. 

Ban, And are you pretty comfortahle ? 

Rod, Pretty well— that is^ — ^ye&» pretty well, 

Emn* You dou't deserve to be, for I loved you all the while, 
dear ; and it made me dreati fully unhappy to hear of all your 
goings 0% you bad, bad boy I 

Ball a ».— H a ks a u* 

There grew a little flower 

*Kcnth a ^reat oak tre«; 
"When the ten^peat *g.in to lower 

Li tile heeded sbe ; 
No need had she to cower, 
For she dreaded not Hb jiower — 
She was happy in the bower 

Of her ^reat oak tree I 
Sing boy, 
Lactctdity I 
Let the tcura frtirfree 
For the pretty little flower and the great ofik tree! 

Baihi Sing hciy, 

Lai^ad&yl et^. 

When she focmd thut be waa fickle, 

Wu3 that great oak tree, 
She waa in a pretty pkkle^ 

As fihe welJ migbt be- 
But hi a gnllaatrics were mickle 
• For DcRth followed with hie aicklej 

And her tears began to trickle 
For her great oak tree I 
Sinf? hey^ 
Lackaday I etc. 

Bdd she, " He loved me never, 

Did that great oak tree, 
But I'm neUbef rii^h nor clever, 

And so why should he ? 
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But though fate our fortunes severi 
To be constant I'll endeavour, 
Ay, for ever and for ever, 

To TSij great oak tree ! " 

Sing hey, 

Lackaday! etc. 

\FalU weeping on Bodebic's hoeom. 

Enter Robik, excitedly, followed hy dU the characters and 
Chorus of Bridesmaids. 

Hoh. Stop a bit — both of you. 

Jiod, This intrusion is unmannerly. 

ffan, Fm surprised at you. 

Bob, I can't stop to apologize — an idea has just occurred to 
me. A Baronet of Buddigore can only die through refusing to 
commit his daily crime. 

Bod, No doubt. 

Bob. Therefore, to refuse to commit a daily crime is tanta- 
mount to suicide I 

Bod. It would seem so. 

Bob, But suicide is, itself, a crime — ^and so, by your own 
showing, you ought never to have died at all I 

Bod, I see — ^I imderstand ! Then I'm practically alive ! 

i?o&. Undoubtedly! (Sir Bodbbio embraces Hannah.) Bose, 
when you believed that I was a simple farmer, I believe you 
loved me ? 

Bose, Madly, passionately ! 

Bob. But when I became a bad baronet, you very properly 
loTed Bichard instead ? 

Bose, Passionately, madly I 

Bob. But if I should .turn out not to be a bad baronet after 
ally how would you love me then?, 

Bose. Madly, passionately I 

Bob, As before ? 

Bose. Why, of course I 

jBo6. My darling I (They embrace.) 

Bich. Here, I say, belay. 

Bose, Oh, sir, belay, if it's absolutely necessary. 

Bob. Belay ? Certainly not I 

Finale. 

£ob. Having been a wicked baronet a week, 

Once again a modest livelihood I seek, 
Agricultural employment 
Is to me a keen enjoyment, 
For I'm naturally diffident and meek I 
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Hose, When a man has been a naughty baronet, 

And expresses his repentance and regret, 
You should help him if you're able, 
Like the mousie in the fable. 
That's the teaching of my Book of Etiquette* 

Ekh* If you ask me wh^ I do not pipe my eye. 

Like an honest Bntish saUor, I reply. 
That with Zorah for my missis, 
There'll be bread and cheese and kisses. 
Which is just the sort of ration I enjye ! 

Des, and Mar, Tromptcd hf a keen dcaire to evoke, 

All the blesacd calm of mntrimociy's yoke^ 
Wb shall toddle off to-taorrow, 
From tbU iccne of ma. and EorroWf 
For to settle in tbe town of Basio^tok^ I 

AU* For happy the lily 

T (lilt's kissed by tTie bee i 
Andy sipping tranquilly, 

Quite happy ia be ; 
And happy th^ jfilly 

That naighs in hi^r pride { 
But happier tlmn any, 
A pound to a penny, 
A JoFGT ifli when he 

EmbmccB hia bridi} I 

ClTKTAIS. 
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THE 

YEOMEN OF THE GUARD; 

OR, THE 

MERRYMAN AND HIS MAID. 
ACT I. 

Scene. — Tov>er Oreen. Phcebe discovered spinning^ 

Song.— Phcbbb. 
When maiden loves, she sits and sighs, 

She wttnden to and fro ; 
Unbidden tear-drop« fill her eyes. 
And to all qnestions she replies, 
With a sad heigho I 
»TiB bnt a Uttde word— "heigho 1 " 
So soft, 'tis scarcely heard — ** heigho 1** 
An idle breath— 
Tet life and death 
May hang upon a maid's " heigho I " 

When maiden loves, she mopes apart. 

As owl mopes on a tree ; 
Although she keenly feels the smart. 
She cannot tell what ails her heart. 
With its sad «Ah me I" 
'Tis but a foolish sigh—" Ah me I »* 
Bom but to droop and die— "Ah me I " 
Tet all the sense 
Of eloquence 
lies hidden in a maid's " Ah me I " [Weept. 

Enter WiLPBia). 
Wtl. Mistress Meryll I 

PJuB. (looking up). Eh! Oh I it's you, is it! You may go 
away, if you like. Because I don't waut yo\\, -^oivsi >kbss^ • ^— 
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Wih Haven't you anything to say to me ? 

PAcB. Oh yes I Are the birds all caged ? The wild beasts all 
littered down ? All the locks, chains, bolts, and bars in good 
order? Is the Little Ease sufficiently uncomfortable? The 
racks, pincers, and thumbscrews all ready for work ? Ugh ! 
you brute ! 

Wil, These allusions to my professional duties are in doubt- 
ful taste. I didn't become a head-jailor because I like head- 
jailing. I didn't become an assistant-tormentor because I like 
assistant-tormenting. We can't all be sorcerers, you know. 
(Ph(EBB antwyed,) Ah I you brought that upon yourself. 

PAce. Colonel Fairfax is not a sorcerer. He's a man of science 
and an alchemist. 

TTi/. Well, whatever he is, he won't be one long, for he's to 
be beheaded to-day for dealings with the devil. His master 
nearly had him last nigbt, when the fire broke out in the 
Beauchamp Tower. 

PAcB. Oh, how I wish he had escaped in the confusion! 
But take care ; there's still time for a reply to his petition for 
mercy. 

WU. Ah I I'm content to chance that. This evening at half, 
past seven — aj I 

Ph(x, You're a cruel monster to speak so unfeelingly of the 
death of a young and handsome soldier. 

Wil, Young and handsome ! How do you know he's young 
and handsome ? 

PAo?. Because I've seen him every day for weeks past taking 
his exercise on the Beauchamp Tower. (Wilfred utters a cry 
of agony,) There, I believe you're jealous of Atw, now. Jealou3 
of a man I've never spoken to I Jealous of a poor soul who's to 
die in an hour I 

Wil, I am ! I'm jealous of everybody and everything, I'm 
jealous of the very words I speak to you — because they reach 
your ears — and I mustn't go near 'em I 

PAoe. How unjust you are I Jealous of the words you speak 
to me I Why, you know as well as I do, that I don't even like 
them. 

Wil, You used to like 'em. 

Fhod, I used \jq 'pretend I liked them. It was mere politeness 
to comparative strangers. \Exii Phcebb, with spinning wheel. 

Wil, 1 don't believe you know what jealousy is! I don't 

believe you know how it eats into a man's heart — and disorders 

his digestion — and turns his interior into boiling lead. Oh, you 

are a heartless jade to trifle with the delicate organissation of the 

human iDtenorl 
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Enter Crowd of Men ofod Women, followed by Yeomen of the 
Guard, led by Sebgeant MEBTiiL. 

Chorus (as Yeomen march on). 

Tower Warden, 

Under orders, 
Gallant pikemen, valiant Bworders I 

Brave in bearing, 

Foemen scaring. 
In their bygone days of daring I 

17e*er a stranger 

There to danger — 
Each was o*er the world a ranger ; 

To the story 

Of onr gloi^ 
Each a bold contnbntory I 

Chobub of Tbomest. 
In the autumn of onr life 
Here at rest In ample clover, 
We rejoice in telling over 
Our impetuous May and June. 
In the evemng of onr day, 
With the sun of life declining. 
We recall without repining, 
All the heat of bygone noon. 

Solo.— Skbobastt. 
This the autumn of our life, 

This the evening of onr day ; 
Weary we of battle strife, 

Weary we of mortal fray. 
But our year is not so spent. 

And our dajrs are not so faded. 
But that we with one consent, 
Were our lovW land invaded. 
Still would face a foreign foe. 
As in days of long ago. 

Peoplb. Teomejt. 

Tower Warders, In the autumn time of life, etc. 

Under orders, etc. 

lExeunt Crowd. Maneni Teomep. 

Enter Damb Oabbuthebs. 

Dame, A good day to yon. Sergeant. 

Serg. Good day, Dame Carruthers. Busy to^ay ? 

Dame. Busy, ay I The fire in the Beanchamp last nic;ht has 
piven me work enough. A dozen poor prisoners — Richard 
Colfax, Sir Martin Byfleet, Colonel Fairfax, Warren the 
preacher-poet) and half a score others — all packed into one 
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email cell, not six feet square. Poor Colonel Fairfieuc, who's to 
die to-day, is to be removed to No. 14 in the Cold Harbour 
Tower that he may have his last hour alone with bis confessor ; 
and I've to see to that. 

Serg. Poor gentleman ! He'll die brayely. I fought under 
him two years since, and he valued his life as it were a feather ! 

Phod. He's the bravest, the handsomest, and the best young 
gentleman in England I He twice saved my father's life ; and 
it's a cruel thing, a wicked thing, and a barbarous thing that so 
gallant a hero should lose his head — ^for it's the handsomest 
head in England ! 

Dams. For dealings with the deviL Ay 1 if all wore be- 
headed who dealt with Aim, there'd be buay doiDgs on Tower 
Green. 

PAoe, You know very well that Cblonel Fairfai is a student 
of alchemy — ^nothing more, and nothiEg less ; but this wicked 
Tower, like a cruel giant in a fairy-tale, must be fed with 
blood, and that blood must be the best and bravest in England, 
or it's not good enough for the old Blunder bo re. Ugh ! 

Dame, Silence, you aiUy girl j you know not what you say. 
I was boTD in the old keep, and IVe grown grey in it, and, 
please Qod, I shall die and be buried in it ; and there's not a 
8tonf3 in its walis that is not as de^r to me as my own right 
hand. 

When our gallant Norman foea 
Made our m^rry loud their own, 
And the Saxona from the Conqueror were flying, 
At his bidding it arose, 
In its panoply of gtonet 
A scntiDol unliving and imdyiflg, 
Inaengible^ 1 tmw, 
Ab a gentind ahould be, 
Thongh & qii^n to save her head ahnnld come a-suing. 
There's a legend on its brow 
That IB eloquent to me^ 

And it teUa of duty done and duty doing. 
** The screw may twist and the rack may tarn, 
And men may bleed and men may bum, 
On London town and all its hoard 
I keep my solemn watch and ward 1 *' 
Chorus, The screw may twist, etc 

Within its wall of rock 
The flower of the biave 
Have perished with a constancy unshaken. 
From the dungeon to the block, 
From the scaffold to the grave, 
Ib a journey many gallant hearts have taken« 
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And the wicked flames may hiss 
Sound the heroes who have fought 
For conscience and for home in all its beauty ; 
But the ^m old f ortalice 
Takes little heed of aught 
That comes not in the measure of its duty. 

** The screw may twist and the rack may turn, 
And men may bleed and men may bum, 
On London town and all its hoard 
It keeps its silent watch and ward 1 *' 

[Exeunt aU hut Phoebe and Sebgeant Mebyll. 

PAcB. Father! No reprieye for the poor gentleman ? 

Mer, No, my lass ; but there's one hope yet. Thy brother 
Leonard, who, as a reward fcnr his y&lonr in saving his standard 
and cutting his way through fifty foes who would have hanged 
him, has l^en appointed a Yeoman of the Guard, will arrive 
this morning; and as he comes straight from Windsor, where 
the Court is, it may be— it may be-— that he will bring the 
expected reprieve with him. 

Fha, Oh, that he may I 

Mer, Amen! For the Colonel twice saved my life, and Fd 
give the rest of my life to save his I And wilt thou not be 
glad to welcome thy brave brother, with the fame of whose 
exploits all England is a-ringing ? 

FhcB, Ay, truly, if he brings the reprieve. 

Mer, And not otherwise? 

Fha. Well, he's a brave fellow indeed, and I love brave 
men. 

Mer. All brave men ? 

Phcs, Most of them, I verily believe I But I hope Leonard 
will not be too strict with me — ^they say he is a very dragon of 
virtue and circumspection ! Now, my dear old father is kind- 
ness itsislf, and— — 

Mer, And leaves thee pretty well to thine own ways, eh? 
Well, I've no fears for tiiiee; thoa hast a feather-brain, but 
thou'rt a good lass. 

Fhoe, Yes, that's all very true, but if Leonard is going to 
tell me that I may not do this and I may not do that, and I 
must not talk to this one, or walk with that one, but go 
through the world with my lips pursed up and my eyes cast 
down, like a poor nun who has renounced mankind — ^why, as 
I have not renounced mankind, and don't mean to renounce 
mankind, I won't have it — there I 

Mer, Nay, he'll not check thee more than is good for thee, 
Phoebe ! 
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Enter Leonard Mebtll. 

Leon. Father! 

Mer. Leonard I my brave boy ! Fm right glad to see thee, 
and 80 is Phcebe ! 

PAcB. Ay — ^hast thou brought Colonel Fairfax's reprieve ? 

Leon, JS&y^ I have here a despatch for the Lieutenant, but no 
reprieve for the Colonel ! 

Pftce, Poor gentleman ! poor gentleman I 

X^on, Ay, I would I had brought better news, Td give my 
right hand — nay, my body — my liJr, to save bis I 

Mer. Dost tliou speak in earnest, ray lad ? 

L^on, Ay — I*m no bra^^arL Did he not save thy life? 
and am I not his foster-brother? 

Mer* Then hearken to me. Thou haat come to join the 
Yeomen of the Guard, 

Lean. Well I 

Mer. None has seen thee bnt oorsalvea ? 

Leon. And a sentry, who took but scaot notice of me. 

Mer. Now to prove thy words. Giire me the dei^patch, and 
got th^ hence ab oncei Here is money, and PU send thee 
more. Lie bidden for a space, and let no one know, ni con- 
vey a anit of yeoman's nniform to the Colonel's cell — bo shall 
shave off his beard so that none shall koow him, and Pll own 
him as my son, tho bravo Leonard Meryll, who saved his flag 
and cut his way through fifty foea who thirsted for hi3 life. 
He will be welcomed without question by my brother-yeomen, 
Pll warrant that. Now, how to get access to his cell? (To 
Phcebe.) The key is with thy sour-faced admirer, Wilfred 
Shad bolt. 

Fhce. (demurely). I think — I say, I think — I can get any- 
thing I want from Wilfred. I think — I say, I think^yoix may 
leave that to me. 

Mer. Then get thee hence at once, lad — ^and bless thee for 
this sacrifice. 

Fhce. And take my blessing too, dear, dear Leonard 1 

Leon. And thine, eh? Humph! Thy love is new-born, 
wrap it up, lest it take cold and die. 

Trio.— Leonard, Phcebb, Mbrtlu 
PhcB, Alas ! I waver to and fro- 

Dark danger hangs npon the deed ! 
All, Dark danger hangs upon the deed I 

Leon, The scheme is rash and well may fail ; 
But ours are not the hearts that quail — 
The hands that shrink— the cheeks that pale 
In hours of need I 
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AlU No, ours are not the hearts that qnail, 

The hands that shrink, the cheeks that pale 
In hoars of need I 
Mtr. The air I breathe to him I owe : 

My life is his — I count it naught ! 
That life is his — so count it naught ! 
Lton^ And shall I reckon risks I run 

When services are to be done 
To save the life of snch an one ? 
Unworthy thought! 
AlU And shall we reckon risks we run 

To save the life of such an one? 
Unworthy thought ! 
PhcB* We may succeed-— who can foretell — 

May Heaven help oar hope— farewell ! 

AlU We may succeed— who can foretell ? 

May Heaven help our hope— farewell I 

[Leonard em&mces Mebyll amd Ph(£be, and then exit. 
Phcebe weeping. 
Mer. Nay, lass, be of good cheer, we may save him yet. 
PhoB, Oh, see, father — they brine the poor gentleman from 
the Beauchamp ! Oh, father ! his hour is not yet come ? 

Mer. No, no — they lead him to the Cold Harbour Tower to 
await his end in solitude. But softly — the Lieutenant ap- 
proaches I He should not see thee weep. 

Enter Faibfaz, guarded. The Lieutenant erders^ 
meeting him. 

Lieut. Halt 1 Colonel Fairfaz, my old friend, we meet but 
sadly. 

Fair, Sir, I greet you with all good-will ; and I thank you 
for the zealous care with which you have guarded me from the 
pestilent dangers which threaten human life outside. In this 
happy little community. Death, when he comes, doth so in 
punctual and business-like fashion ; and« like a courtly gentle- 
man, giveth due notice of his advent/ that one may not be 
taken unawares. 

Lieut. Sir, you bare this bravely, as a brave man should. 

Fair. Why, sir, it is no light boon to die swiftly and surely 
at a given hour and in a given fashion 1 Truth to tell, I 
would gladly have my life ; but if that may not be, I have the 
next best thing to it, which is death. Believe me, sir, my lot 
is not so much amiss ! 

Phce. (aside to Mebtll). Oh, father, father, I cannot bear it? 

Mer. My poor lass I 
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Fair, Nay, pretty one, why weepest thou? Come, be com- 
forted. Such a life as mine is not worth weeping for. (/Sees 
Mebtll.) Sergeant Meryll, is it not? (7b Lieutenant.) 
May I greet my old friend? {Bhukm Meryl l^s hand.) Why, 
roan, what's all this? Thou and I have faced the grim old 
king a dozen times, and never has his majesty come to me in 
such goodly fashion. Keep a stoojt heart, good fellow — ^we are 
soldiers, and we know how to die, thou and T, Take my word 
for it, it is eiisier to die well thaa to live well — ^for, in soolli, 
I have tried both. 

Balt^ad. —Fairfax, 
Ja life a boon ? 

If HO, it amst bcfal 

I'hat Dearth, whene'er he call, 
Muflt coll too fioon, 

I'hoogh fonTBCore jet^B he j^lveg 

Tet ODE woald pray to live 
Anothf^r mooa I 

What kind of plaint have J, 

ViYiQ perbh in Jaly? 

I might have had to die, 
Ferchanco, in June I 

H life a thorn ? 

Then count it not s whit \ 

Man IS well done with it ; 
Soon &e he's bom 

He should all means essay 

To put the plagae away ; - 
And I, war-worn, 

Poor captoied fugitive, 

My life most glamy give^ 

I might have had to live 
Another mom I 

{At the eiid FjifEHB i$ Ud off weeping ^ hy Mertll 

Fair, And now, Sir Richard, 1 have a bcion to be^t?, I am 
in this strait fi^r no better reaaon than because my Idnsman, 
Sir Clarence Pol t whistle, one of the Becretariea oi State, has 
charged me with sorcery, iu order that he may succeed to my 
estate, which devolves to him provided 1 die unmarried. 

Lieut, As thou wilt most surely do. 

Fair, Nay, as I will most surely not do, by your worships 
grace I I have a mind to thwart this good couain of mioe. 

JAeut. How? 

Fair, By marrying forthwith, to bo sure I 

Lieut, But, Heaven ha* mercy, whom wouldst thou marry ? 

Fair, Nay, I am indifferent on that score. Coming Death 
Jiath made of me a true and chivalrous knight, who holds all 
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womankind in sucli esteem that the oldest, and the meanest, 
and the worst-favoured of them is good enough for him. So, 
my good Lieutenant, if thou wouldst serve a poor soldier who 
has but an hour to live, find me the first that comes — ^my 
confessor shall marry us, and her dower shall be my dis- 
honoured name and a hundred crowns to boot. No such poor 
dower for an hour of matrimony ! 

Li&u,U A strange request. I doubt that I should be 
warranted in granting it. 

Faxr, Tut tut ! There never was a marriage fraught with 
so little of evil to the contracting parties. In an hour shell 
be a widow, and I — a bachelor again fcnr aught I know 1 

lAevJt, Well, I will see what can be done, for I hold thy 
kinsman in abhorrence for the scurvy trick he has played thee. 

Fair. A thousand thanks, good sir ; we meet again on this 
spot in an hour or so. I shall be a bridegroom then, and your 
worship will wish me joy. Till then farewell. (To guard.) 
I am ready, good fellows. 

lExit'Unth guard into Cold Harhaur Tower. 

lAtid. He is a brave fellow, and it is a pity that he should 
die. Now, how to find him a bride at such short notice ? 
Well, the task should be easy ! [Exit. 

Enter SilCK. Point ancZ Elsie Maynabd, pursued hy a crowd 
of Men and Women. Point ar^ Elsie are much terrified ; 
Point, however, assuming an appearance 0/ self-possession* 

Choqus. 
Heire's a man of jollity. 

Jibe, joke, jollify I 
Give VLB of yonr anality. 

Gome, fool, foUify 1 

If yon vapour vapidly, 
Biver nmneth rapidly. 

Into it we fling 

Bird wha dloesa't sing I 

Give US an ej^iezimeat 
In the art of merriment ; 

Into it we throw 

Cock wha d<»esn*t crow 1 

Banish yonr timidijby, 
And witii all lapldity 
Give ns qnip and quiddity— 
Willy-nilly, O I 

River none ean mollify ;— 

Into it we thrpw 
Fool who doesn*t follify, 

Cock who doesn^t crow ( 
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Point {alarmed). My masters, I pray you bear with us, 
and we will satisfy you, for we are merry folk who would make 
all merry as ourselves. For, look you, there is humour in all 
things, and the truest philosophy is that which teaches us to 
find it and to make the most of it. 

Elsie {struggling with one of the crowd). Hands off, I say, 
unmannerly fellow I {Pushing him away,) 

Point {to 1st Citizen), Ha! Didst thou hear her say, 
** Hands off?" 

1st Git, Ay, I heard her say it, and I felt her do it I What 
then? 

Point Thou dost not see the humour of that? 

lU OiL Nay J if I do, hang me I 

Point Thou doat not? Now observe. She said '* Hands 
orri" Whose hands? Thine. Off what? Off ^. Why? 
Beeaoso she ia a woman. Now had she not been a woman, 
thine bandd had not been eet upon her at all. So the reason 
for the iajiiig on of hands is the rea&oa for the taking off of 
hands^ and herein is contradiction contradicti^d I It is the 
very marriage of pro with oon ; and no such lopsided union 
either, as times go, for pro iji not moro up like con than man is 
unlike woman — yet men and women marry every day with 
none to Bay "Oh, the pity of it," but 1 and fools like me I 
Kow wherewithal shall we pleaiie yoQ ? We can rhyme you 
couplet, triolet, quatraiu, sonoet, roudolet, ballade, what you 
witK Or we can dance you. Earaband, gondolet, carole, pimpernel 
or Jumping Joan, 

Elsie, Let us give them the singing farce of the Merryman 
and his Maid — therein is song and dance too. 

All, Ay, the Merryman and his Maid ! 

DuBT,— Point and Elsib. 

Point. I have a song to sing, 1 

Ehie, Sing me your song, ! 

Point. it U ^UDg to th<3 mooQ 

By a love-lorn looti, 
Who fled from the mocking throHg, \ 
It*8 the Bong of a mcrrytnaD, mopiag uuim^ 
Whose Boul '*vag sad, and whosii glance wajj gltm 
Who sipped no sup^ and who craved no crumb. 
As h« Btghed for the love of a Udye, 
Ueif^hdy ! heijifhdy ! 
BJiseiy me, lackadaydte ! 
He sipped no Bnpj and h« craved no crumb, 
Aa he sighed for the love of a ladye, 

Elsie. 1 hAve a sp^g to sing, O I 
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PoxnU Sing me your song, ! 

Elzi$* It is sang with the ring 

Of the songs maids sing 
Who love with a love life-long, O I 
It's the song of a menymaid, peerly proud 
Who loved a lord, and who laughed aloud 
At the moan of the merryman, moping mum, 
Whose soul was sore, whose glance was glum, 
Who SEpftcd no flupi and wbo craved no crumb| 
Afl ht Hi^hiid for the love of a la J ye [ 
Ileiglidy 1 heighdy ! 
Mjseiy ine, laekadaydew J 

He sipped no sup, etc; 
FoinU I ^ave a BOog to sing, \ 

Elsie, Sing mc your song, O t 

Point. It ia gung to ths kncU 

Of a churchyard bclJ, 
And a doleful dir^e, ding donij, O i 
It's a long of a popinjay, bravely bonij 
Who turned up hia noble noaa with scaru 
At the humble mcrryniflid, peerly jirotnl, 
Who loved that lordj aod who laughed aloud 
At the moan of the merryman, moping munij 
Whose soul was sad, whose giance was glum, 
Wlio sipped no sup, and who craved no crumbp 
Aa he sighed for the love of a ladye ! 

Both^ H^ighdy I hetghdy I 

Mi£cry me^ lookadnydce J 

He sipped no'sup, eta* 
Elsie. I have & song to sing, I 

Point. Sing me yout H&ng, I 

Elsie. It is niing with a aigh 

And a tear io the eye, 
For it tells of a righted wrong, \ 
JV& a song of a merr> maid, once so gay, 
Who turned on her heel aud tripped away 
From the pencock popinjuy, bravely borui 
Who turned up bis noble nose with acorn 
At tbe humble heart that he did not prbte : 
So she begged on her kucflflj with downcast eyci, 
For the love of the merryiuan, moping mum, 
Whose soul wafi aad and whoso gianct^ was glona, 
V/ho sipped no sup, and who crav td no crumb, 
Aa he sighed for the love of a ladye I 
Both. Heighdy! hdghdyT 

Misery oae, laekadaydce 1 
Hia pains were o'er, and he sighed no morC| 
For he lived m the love of a ladye I 

1st Oit,"WQll suDg and well danced ! 

2nd CiU A kisa for that, pretty maid I 

ni. ^ 
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AU. Ay, a kiss all round. 

Ehie (drawing dagger). Best beware ! I am armed I 
Point Back, sirs — back I This is going too far. 
2nd at. Thou dost not see the humour of it^ eh ? Yet there 
is humour in all things — even in this. (^Trying to kiss Tier.) 
Elsie. Help I help I 

Enter Lieutenant, with guard. Crowd falls hack. 

Lieut. What is this pother 7 

Elsie. Sir, I aang to these folk, and they would have repaid 
me with grosa courtoayj biifc for jour honour's coming, 

Lieut, (to Mob). Away with ye I Clear the rabble, {Guards 
push crowd offt arid go off rt^ith th&n.y Uow, my girl, who are 
you, and what do yon bore ? 

Elsie. May it please you, sir, we ar© two str oiling players. 
Jack Point and I, Elsie Maynard, at your worHhip*s service. 
We go frotn fair to fair, singing, and dancing, and inlaying brief 
interludes ^ and so we make a poor living. 

Lieut You two, eh ? Are ye man nnd wife? 

Point. No, sir; for though I'm a fool, there is a limit to 
my folly. Her mother, old Bridget Maynard, travels w^ith us 
(for Elsie is a good girl), but the old woman is a-bed with 
fever, and we have come here to pick up some silver, to buy an 
electuary for her. 

Lieut. Hark ye, my girl I Tour mother is ill ? 

Elsie. Sorely ill, sir. 

Lieut. And needs good food, and many things that thou 
canst not buy? 

Elsie. Alas! sir, it is too true. 

Lieut. Wouldat thou earn a hundred crowns ? 

Elsie. An hundred crowns I They raijrht save her life I 

Lieut. Then liistenl A worthy* but unhappy gentleman 
is to be beheaded in an hour on this very spot. For sufficient 
reasons, he desires to marry before he diee, and he hath asked 
me to find him a wife. Wilt thou be that wife? 

Elsie. Tlie wife of a man I have never seen I 

Point. Why, sir, look you, I am concerned in this; for though 
I am not yet wedded to Elsie Maynard, time works wonders, 
and there's no knowing what may be in store for us. Have 
we your worship^a word for it that this gentleman will die 
to-day ? 

Lieut. Nothing is mor^ certain, I grieve to say. 

Point. And that the maiden will be allowed to depart the 
very instant the ceremony is at an end. 
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Ztett^. The very instant. I pledge my honour that it shall 
be so. 
Point. An hundred crowns? 
Lieut. An hundred crowns ! 
Point. For my part^ I consent. It is for Elsie to spcak« 

Trio.— Elsie, Point, Lieut. 

Xifttii How aay yon^ maiden, will yon wed 

A man about to loAe hifl^ head ? 
For half nu bciur 

You'll be a wife, 
And tlien the dower 
la youjB for life, 
A headlGBB bridegf 00m why refuse ? 

If truth the puetB tell, 
Most bridegrooinSy ere they ttinnrj', Iok 
Both head and heart aa well 1 

EUiSm A stranf^e proposal you reveal, 

It ftlmoat makes my eeriaes leel, 
Alas I I'ro very poor indeed, 
And Buch a Bum I sorely need. 
My mother, sir, is like to die, 
111 IB money life may bring, 
Bear this in mind, I pray, it I 
Cons cut to do this tMng I 

Poiniw Though ils a general mk of life 

I don't allow my promised wife, 
^\y lovely bride that ia to bCj 
To mnrry any ono hut me. 
Yet if "the fee ig promptly paidj 
And he, in well-eameii grave, 
Within the hour is duty laid, , 
Objection I will waive ! 
Tea, objection I will waive I 

JU^ TemptatiDn, oh tern ^U1^ on. 

Were we, I pray, intended 
To shgn, whatever our iitatLon, 
Tour fascinations splendid \ 
Or fall, whene'er we view yoti, 
Head over heels into you l" 

Temptation, oh temptation, etc, 

[DwnXflf t^^^i ^^ LiEUTHKA^flT ^-3 iMspered to Wit.fred 
(who hm entered), Wilfred hind$ Elsik's eyes 
imih a kerchief and leads her into the Cold Harbour 
Tower, 
Limit And so, good fellow, you are a jester ? 
Point, Ay, sir, and, like some of ray jeata, out of place, 
Lient, I have a vacancy for auch an one. Tell me^ what «» 
your qualifications for such a poat* 
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Foint, Marry, sir, I have a pretty wit I can rhyine you 
extempore ; I can convulse you with quip and cdnuodrum ; I 
have the lighter philosophies at my tongue's tip; I can be 
merry, wise, quaint, grim, and sardonic, one by one, or all at 
once ; I have a pretty turn for anecdote ; I know all the jests — 
ancicDt and modem — past, present, and to come ; I can riddle 
you from dawn of day to set of sun, and, if that content you 
not, well on to midnight and the small hours. Oh, sir, a pretty 
wit, I warrant you — a pretty, pretty wit I 

Regit awd Song.— Point, 

IVe jest and joke 

And quip flud crank} 
For lowly folk 

And men of tmk, 
I ply my craft 

And know no fear, 
I aim my Ehofl: 

At prince ox pe«!r. 
At p&cr or prince— at prince oi peuTf 
I HI m my thaft and know no fear I 

I've wlsiloin from the East and from the Weat, 

That's gubJGct to no academic rule ; 
You may find ia it tins jeering of a Jest, 

Or dbtil it from the folly of a fool. 
I can tcocli you with a quip, if IVe * mind ; 

I c&n trick you into Icumingwith a laugh | 
Oh, winnow ftU my foUVj and j^oa'll find 

A grain or two of trath among the chaff I 

I can set a braggart qnailing with a quip. 

The upstart 1 can wither with a whim ; 
He may wear a merry laugh upon his lip, 

But his laughter has an echo that is grim 
When they're offered to the world in merry ^uise, 

Unpleasant truths are swallowed with a will — 
For he who'd make his feUow-creatnres wise 

Should always gild the philosophic pill ! 

lAeut And how came you to leave your last employ ? 
Point, Why, sir, it was in this wise. My Lord was the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, and it was considered that one of 
my jokes was unsuited to His Grace's family circle. In truth I 
ventured to ask a poor riddle, sir — Wherein lay the difference 
between His Grace and poor Jack Point? His Grace was 
pleased to give it up, sur. And thereupon I told him that 
whereas His Grace was paid ten thousand pounds a year for 
being good, poor Jack Point was good — ^for nothing. 'Twas 
\>\xt a harmless jest, but it offended His Grace, who whipped 
^ lae and set me in the stocky for a scurril rogue, and so we 
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parted. I had as lief Dot take post again with the dignified 
clergy, 

lAeut, But I trust you are very careful not to give offence. 
I have daughters. 

Point. Sir, my jests are most carefully selected, and anything 
objectionable is expunged. If your honour pleases, I will try 
them first on you honour^s chaplain. 

Lieut, Can you give me an example? Say that I had sat me 
down hurrriedly on something sharp ? 

Point, Sir, 1 should say that you had sat down on the spur 
of the moment. 

Lieut, Humph. I donH think much of thdt. Is that the 
best you can do? 

Point, It has always been much admired, sir, but we will try 
again. 

Lieut, Well, then, I am at dinner, and the joint of meat is 
but half cooked. 

Point. Why then, sir, 1 should say — that what is undergone 
cannot be helped. 

Lieut, I see. I think that manner of thing would be some- 
what irritating. 

Point. At first, sir, perhaps; but use is everything, and you 
would come in time to like it. 

lAeut, We will suppose that I caught you kissing the kitchen 
wench under my very nose. 

Point, Under her very nose, good ' sir — not under yours 1 
That is where 1 would kiss her. Do you take me ? Oh, sir, 
a pretty wit — ^a pretty, pretty wit 1 

Lieut, The maiden comes. Follow me, friend, and we will 
discuss this matter at length in my library. 

Point, I am your worship^s servant. That is to say, I trust 
I soon shall be. But, before proceeding to a more serious topic, 
can you tell me, sir, why a cook's brain-pan is like an over- 
wound clock ? 

Lieut, A truce to this fooling — follow me. 

Point, Just my luck ; my best conundrum wasted ! 

[Exeunt, 

Enter Elsie /rom Tower^ /(Mowed by Wilfred, who removes 
the bandage from her eyes. 

Recitative and Ballad.— Elsie. 

'Tie dofie I I am a bride I Oh, little ring. 
That bearest in thy circlet all the gladness 

That lovers hope for, and that poets sin^, 
What bringest thou to me but ^oVi t«m ^^.^x\ft.^\ 
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A bridegroom all unknown, save in this wisOi 
To-day ne dies I To-day, alas, he dies I 

Thongh tear and long-diawn sigh 

111 fit a bride, 
No sadder wife than I 

The whole world wide ! 
Ah me I Ah me ! 
Yet maids there be 
Who would consent to lose 
The very rose of youth, 

The flower of life, 
To be, in honest truth, 
A wedded wife, 

No matter whose ! 

Ere half nn hour has rung, 

A widow I li^ 
Ah, Heaven, he is too young. 
Too hmvc to die ! 
Ah roe! Ah me I 
Yet wives there be 
So weary worn, I trow, 

That they would fledfce complaiflf 

So that they could • 
In half iin liour attain 
To widowhood, , 
No matter howl 

\Exit Elsie oa Wilfred wmez down, 

Wtl, QooJevng a/ier Elsib). 'Tii on o<Ul freak, for a dying 

man and his confessor to be closeted alone with a strange singing 

girl. I would fain have espied them, but they stopped up the 

keyhole. My keyhole ! 

Enter Phcbbb with Msbtll, w?u> carries a bundle. Meryll 
remains in the hackgrotmd, unobserved by Wilfred. 

Fhm. (aside). Wilfred — and alone I Now to get the keys 
from him. {Ahud.) Wilfred — has no reprieve arrived? 

WU, None. Thine adored Fairfax is to die. 

Phoe, t^2kYy thou knowest that I have naught but pity for the 
poor condemned gentlemen. 

Wil. I know that he who is about to die is more to thee than 
I, who am alive and well. 

Phfjs. Why, that were out of reason, dear Wilfred. Do they 
not say that a live ass is better than a dead lion I No, I don't 
mean that I 

Wa. They say that, do they ? 

PhoR. It's unpardonably rude of them, but I believe they put 
U in thAi way. Not that it applies to thee, who art clever 
beyond all telUng I 
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Oh yes \ as an asiii^tanl tormentor. 
As a wit, as a humorht^ as a most philosophic com- 
r on the vanity of himia^n resolution, 
[Phcebe Blyly thj:€» hunch of kqfsfrGm Wilfred's tuaist- 
ttand, and hajids them to Mkryll, who enters the 
Tower, unnoticed hy Wilfred, 
Truly, 1 have seen great resolution give way under my 
^ live methods, ( Wf^Idng a &inaU ihnmUcrew.) In the 
^^ regulation of a acrew — in the hundredth part of a single 
-4iition lieth aU the difference between stony reticence and 
eiit of impiilaiTe unbosoming that the pen can scarcely 
Ha I ha I I am a mad wag, 

(with a grimuce). Thon art a most light-hearted and 
itful companion, Master Wilfred, Thtno ane^sdotes of the 
e-chamher are the pre t ties fc hearing, 

rm a pleasant fellow an I chooae, I believe I am 
meat dog that barks. Ah, wo might be pas sing happy 

r 

Perliaps* I do not know. 

For thou wonldst make a most tender and loving wife. 

. Ay, to one vi'hom I really loved. For there is a 

i^of love within thia little heart, saving up for — I wonder 

Kow, of all the worM of men, I wonder whom? To 

: that he whom I am to wed is now alive and somewhere ! 

aps far away, jierhnps close at hand I And I know 

Lpot! It seemeth that I am wasting time in not knowing 

Now, say that it is I^ — ^nay 1 suppose it for the nonce, 
that we are wed — suppose it only- — say that thou art my 
/ bride, and I thy cheery, joyous, bright, frolicaome husband 
and that the day's work being done, and tlie prisoners stored 
Hy for the nighty thou and 1 are alone toge therewith a long, 
'lon^ evenSng before us ! 

Fhas. {with a grimace). It is a pretty pictnre— but I scarcely 
know* It Cometh so unexpectedly — ^and yet — and yet — were I 

%Uy bride 

WtZ Aj\ — wert thou my bride ! 
PAoj. Oh, how 1 would love thee I 



WeiB I thy bridEj 
Then the whole world beside 
Were not too wide 

To hold my wealtli of leva- 
Were I thy bride i 
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Upon thy breast 
My loving head would rest, 
As on her nest 

The tender turtle-dove- 
Were I thy bride I 

This heart of mine 
Would be one heart with thine, 
And in that shrine 

Our happiness would dwell— 
Were I thy bride I 

And all day long 
Oar lives should be a song : 
No grief, no wrong 

Should make my heart rebel— 
Were I thy bride 1 

The silvery flute. 
The melancholy lute, 

Were night owl's hoot 

To my love-whispered coo-* 
Were I thy bride I 

The skylark*8 trill 

Were but discordance shrill 

To the soft thrill 

Of wooing as I'd woo— 
Were I thy bnde 1 

Mebyix re-enters ; gives keys to Phcebe, w7io replaces them at 
Wilfred's girdle, unnoticed by him. 

The rose's sigh 
Were as a carrion's cry 
To lullaby 

Such as rd sing to theei 
Were I thy bride 1 

A feather's press 
Were leaden heaviness 
To my caress. 

But then, of course, yon see 
I'm not thy bride 1 

[Exit PU(EBE. 
Wil. No, thou'rt not — not yet I But, Lord, how she wooM I 
I should be no mean judge of wooing, seeing that I have been 
more hotly woo'd than most men. I have been woo'd by maid, 
widow, and wife. I have been woo'd boldly, timidly, tearfully, 
shyly — by direct assault, by suggestion, by implication, by 
inference, and by innuendo. But this wooing is not of the 
common order : it is the wooing of one who must needs woo me, 
Iffilie die for it ! [Exit Wilfred. 
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Enter Meeyll, cautiously , from Tower* 

Mer, (loohing after them). The deed is, so far, safely accom- 
plished. The slyboots, how she wheedled him I What a help- 
less nimiy is a love-sick man I He is but as a lute in a woman's 
hands — she plays upon him whatever tune she will. But the 
Colonel comes. 1' faith he's just in time, for the Yeomen parade 
here for his execution in two minutes. 

Enter Fairfax, without heard and moustache, and dressed in 
Yeomen's uniform* 

Fair. My good and kind friend, thou runncst a grave risk 
for me I 

Mer, Tut, sir, no risk. I'll warrant none here will recognize 
you. You make a brave yeoman, sir! So — this ruff is too 
high; so — ^and the sword should hang thus. Here is your 
lialbert, sir, carry it thus. The yeomen come. Now, remember, 
you are my brave son, Leonard Meryll. 

Fair. If I may not bear mine own name, there is none other 
I would bear so readily. 

Mer. Now, sir, put a bold face on it ; for they come. 

Enter Yeomen of the Guard. 

BeCITATTVB.— SSBOBAKT MeBTLL. 

Te Tower Teomen, nniBed in war's alarms, 

Suckled on gunpowder, and weaned on glory, 
behold my son, whose all-sabduing arms 
Have formed the theme of many a song and story. 
Forgive his aged father's pride ; nor jeer 
His aged father's sympathetic tear ! 

[Pretending to weep, 

CnoKUs. 

Leonard IJIe'fyU t 

LeoDard Bleryll I 

Daimtlc^s be m tiu^ of peiiil E 

Man of power^ < 

Kiiigb,thood*fl flower, 
Welcome to the grim old ToTS-crl 
To the Tower, wdcomB thou 1 

Recitativs.— Fairfax. 
Forbear, my friends, and spare me this oratioiiy 
I have small claim to such consideration : 
The tales that of my prowess have been stated 
Are all prodigiously exaggerated ! 

Chorus. 
'TIS ever thus I 
Wherever yalonr true is found, 
True modesty will there abound. 
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'Tis ever thus ; 
Wherever valonr true is found, 
True modesty will there abound* 

C0UPLBT8. 

\fA Teoman, Didst thou not, oh, Leonard Meiyll I 
Standard lost in last campaigni 
Rescue it at deadly peril — 

Bear it bravely Imck again? 

Chorus, Leonard Meryll, at his peril. 

Bore it bravdy back again I 

2m2 Tt'oman, Didst thou not, when prifioner t^keili 
Aud debarred from all BE^capOf 
F&cc:, witb giiJlant heart unahakcu, 
Death in most appallmg sbape ? 

Choi-US* Lecnard Meryll faced hia peril, 

Death La most appalling Nhnpe I 

Fair» Truly I was to be pitied, 

Having but an hour to livti 
I reluctantly submitted, 

I had no alternative I 
Oh 1 the facb that have been stated 

Of my tleeda of derring-do, 
ITave been mij^b exajE^geratedj 
Very mutb exaggerati^d, 
Mo£i3trouBly exaggcTated I 

BiMicn a word of tlieui h true I 



Enter Fhcebb. She rushes to Fairfax and embraces him. 

Recitative. 
Phce, Leonard ! 

Fair, (puzzled), I beg your pardon? 
FhcB, Don't you know me ? 

I'm little Phcebe ! 
Fair, (s till puzzled), Phoebe ? * Is this Phcebe ? 

My little Phoebe ? (Aside,) Who the deuce may 5^^ be ? 

It can't be Phoebe, surely ? 
WiU Yes, 'tis Phoebe— 

Thy Bister Phoebe I 
All, Ay, he speaks the truth ; 

»Tis Phoebe ! 
Fair, (pretending to recognize her). Sister Phoebe ! 
Fhce, Oh, my brother ! (Embrace.) 

Fair, Why, how you've srrown I I did not recognize you I 
Phcs, So many years 1 Oh, brother 1 (Embrace.) 
Fair, Oh, my sister ! 

Wil. Ay, hug him, girl I There are three thou mayst hug— 

Iny father and thy brother and — ^myself 1 
Jkth Tbjraelf, totBOOiikl And who art thou thyself ? 
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TTtV. Good sir, we are betrothed. (Fairfax turnz inquiringly in 

Phcebb.) 
PA(9. Or more or less — 

But rather lesa than more 1 
TTi/, To thy fond care 

I do eonnn&ad thy si?ter. Be to her 

An eve t-watclt fill jj^qardifLii — cai^le-eyed I 

And when aba feel 3 (an BOmetiniiCS aa^i doea feel) 

DiapoHod to indiEuii minute care^^^ 

Be then at hand to take those faToura from lier \ 
All. Yes, yea, 

Re thon at hand to take thoee farottra from her 1 
Fhce, (in FAta^AX's arm$). Tea, yes, 

Be thon at hand to take ikm^ favours from me t 

Tutia— Wri.FREPi Fairfa^i ajtd PiiainH. 

Wil, To thy fraternal care 

Thy aiatei I commend * 
Front crnry lurkin^j: snars 

Thy lovely charge defend s 

And to acbiere thid end, 
Oh I grant, 1 pray, this boon^ 

She shall not quit thy eight; 
Fmrn mom to afternoon— 

From aftemoon to night — 
From fie V en o'cloek to two— 

From two t-o eventide^— 
From dim twilight to 'k^en at night 

She shall not quit thy aidis ! 

Alh Oh I grantp I pray, thia boon, etci 

Phch So amiahlo IVe grown, 

80 innocent as well, 
Til at if I'm left alone 

The conaequences fell 

No mortal can foretell. 
So grant, I pray, tbia boon— * 

1 tthall not quit Uiy sight : 
From mom to afternoon— 

From afternoon to night-^ 
From seven o'cloclv till two— 

From two till day i^ dtine^ 
From dim twilight to 'leven at uv^hi 

All kinda of ri*k I run ! 

AIL So gnmt, I pray, thia boon, ete. 

Fair» With lnotherly readineaa, 

For my fair aiater'a Eiake, 
At tince I answer *' Yea '* — 
That task 1 undertake— 
Mt word 1 never break— 
J Irecly i;rant that boon. 
And I'll repeat my plight. 
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From morn to afternoon— [Kiss, 

From afternoon to night^> Kiss, 

From seven o'clock to two— Kiss, 

From two to evening meal — [Ktss, 

From dim twilight to 'leven at night 

That compact I will seal. [Kiss, 

AU, He freely grants that ^oon, etc 

[ The Bell of St, Peter's begins to toU. The crowd enters ; 
the block is brought on to the stage, and the Heads- 
man takes his place. The Yeomen of the Guard 
form upy Fairfax and two others entering the 
White TowcTf to bring the prisoner to execution. 
The Lieutenant enters and takes his place, and 
tells off Fairfax and two others to bring the prisoner 
to execution. 

Chorus — (to tolling accompaniment). 

The prisoner comes to meet his doom ; 

The block, the beadsman, and the tomb. 

The funeral bell begins to toll — 

May Heaven have mercy on his sonl t 

Solo.— Elsie, with Chorus, 
Oh, Mercy, thon whose smile has shone 

So many a captive on ; 
Of all immored within these walla, '^ 

The very worthiest falls I 

Enter Fairfax and two other Yeomon/rom Tower in great 
excitement. 

My lord I my lord I I know not how to tell 
The news I bear 1 

I and my comrades sought the prisoner's cell- 
He is not 3iere I 
AlU He is not there ! 

They sought the prisoner's cell— he is not there I 

Trio.— Fairfax and Two Teomex. 
As ewjoTt for the pirisoTier 

We »o light Ilia cell, in duty bound; 
The doublo gmtinga npen werCp 

Nf> prisoner iit (ill we found ! 
We hunted hi^h, ive banted Iott, 

We bunted hcr<?^ we bunted there— 
The man we Houf^ht, a^ truth will show, 
Had vanished into empty air I 
All, Had vanished into empty air I 

The man they songht with anxions caie 
Tlad vanisbed into empty air ! 
Girls, NoWf by our troth, the news is fair, 

The ui&n hath vamah^d tato air I 
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AXU As escort for the prisoner 

They sought his cell in duty bound, etc. 
L\ev.t, Astounding news ! The prisoner fled. 
( To Wilfked). Thy life shall forfeit be instead ! 

[WiLFBBD w arrested. 
Wilfred, My lord, I did not set him free, 
I hate the man — my rival he ! 

[WiLFEEP is taken away, 

llie prisoner go DC— I'm All ftgapc ! 



Meryll. 
Pkonbe. 



Who could have helped him to eacap*? 
Indeed I can't imugine who I 



Dame, 



Point. 



I've no idea at all — have yon? 
Of hia escape no traces Intk 
Enchantment must have been at work I 
Elsie (aside to Point), What Imve I done I Oh, woe is ma ! 
1 am his wife, and he is fr^e [ 
Ohj woe ia you f Your anguish sink I 
Oh, w&e la tne^ I rathof Hunk I 
Oh, woe is *?ic, 1 raUitr think t 
YvSi woe ii ]?je, I rather think \ 
WhatcVr betido 
You ure his bride, 
And 1 am left 
Alone — bereft ! 

, I rather think 



woe IB mSi 



LlEUTENAHT, 

All frenzied with de- 
spair I rave, 
The ^ave is cheated 
of its due. 
Who is the misbeg^it- 
tcn knave 
Who hath contrived 
this deed to do ? 
Let search be made 
throughout the 
land, 
Or my vindictive 
anger dread — 
A thousand marks to 
him I hand 



Yee, 

Tefl^ were ie m«, I luther think 1 

EXBEMISLB, 

Elbie» 
All frenaied yd\h de- 
spair 1 rave, 
lly an^'tiish rend a 
my heart in two. 
UnlovedT to him my 
hand 1 gave ; 
To him J unloved^ 
bound to be true ! 
Unloved, unknown^ 
unseen— the brand 
Of infamy upon Mb 
head : 
A bri d th at'a h uabtind- 
k.i^, I stand 
To all mankind for 
ever dead \ 



Point, 

All frenzied with de- 
spair I rave, 
My anguish rends 
"my heart in two. 
Your hand to him you 
freely gave ; 
It'ij woe to me, not 
woe to you I 
My laugh is dead, my 
heart unmanned, 
A jester with a soul 
of lead I 
A lover loverless I 
stand, 
To womankind for 
ever dead ! 



Who brings him 
here, alive or dead. 

[The others sing the Lieutenant's verse, with cUtered 
pronouns. At the end, Elbib faints in Faibfax's 
arms; all the Yeomen and populace rush off the 
stage in different directions, to hunt/or the fugitive, 
leaving only the Headsman on the stage, and Elsie 
insensible in Faibfax's c(rmft« 
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ACT n. 

Scene. — Tower Oreen hy Moonlight. Two days have elapsed. 
Women and Yeomen of the Guard discovered. 

Cmohus of Wombs'. 

I?igM h&s spread her pall once moroi 
And the priioner itill is free ; 

Open ia hi^ dmigeoa door, 
U&eleBs now hie dungeon key t 

He has iibakca off hU yoke- 
How, no mortal man can tell 1 

Slinme on loutifih ^ailor^folk — 

ShA,me on sleepy aentinol I 

Ali» lie Iioa sliakcn o£E liis yoke, etc. 

Solo. —Dame Carrltiielus, 
Wardfere arc ye ? 

Whom do ye ward ? 
Bolt, bar, and key, 
Shackle and cord, 
FcttflT and chain, 

Duageon of etone, 
All are in vain — 
Priaonet's flown I 
Spite of ye all, h% is fiee — ho is fcce I 
Whom do Y^ ward ? Pretty warders are ye I 

CiiORva OB- Ye^jmen, 
tip and down, and in and onfc, 
Here and there, and round about ; 
Every chambe;, every house, 
Every chink thai holds a mouse, 
Every crevice in the keep, 
lATiere a beetle black could creep, 
Kvtry outlets every drain^ 
Have we searched, hut all la vain I 

Yeombn. Womew. 

Warders are we : Warders, are ye ? 

Whom do we ward ? Whom do ye ward ? 

Bolt, bar, and key. Bolt, bar and key ; 

Shackle and cord. Shackle and cord, 

Fetter and chain, Tetter and chain, 

Dungeon of stone. Dungeon of stone. 

All are in vain. All are in vain. 

Prisoner's flown I Prisoner's flown ! 

Spite of us all, he is free I he is Spite of ve all, he is freci! he is 

free I free ! 

Whom do we ward? Pretty Whom do ye ward ? Pretty 

warders are we I warders are ye ! 

[Exeunt all. 
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Enter Jack Point, in low spirits^ reading from a httge volume. 

Point (reads), " The Merrie Jestes of Hugh Ambrose. No. 
7863. The Poor Wit and the Rich Councillor. A certayne 
poor wit, being an-hungered, did meet a well-fed councillor, 
'Marry, fool,* quoth the councillor, 'whither away?' 'In 
truth/ Baid the poor wag, * in that I have eaten naught thcae 
two ikyee, I do wither away, and that right rapidly I' The 
couDcilior laughed hugely, and gave him a sausage/' Humph 1 
The councillor was easier to please than my new master, the 
Lieutenant. I would like to take post under that councillor. 
Ah! 'tis but melancholy mumming when poor lieartbroken- 
jilted Jack Point must needa turn to Hugh Ambrose for original 
light humour! 

Enter WiLraiD, also in hw KpiriU. 

WiL (sighing). Ah, Master Point \ 

Foint (changing his manner). Haf friend jailor I Jailor 
that wast^-jailor that neyer phalt be morel Jailor that jailed 
not, or that jailed, if jail he did, so uojailorly that 'twas but 
jerry-jailing, or jailing in joke— tbougli no joke to him who, 
hy unjailorlike jailing, did so jeopardize his jailorship. Como, 
take heart, smile, laugh, wink, twinkle, thou tormentor that 
tormentest none — ^thou racket that rackeat not — thou pincher 
out of place — cctme, take heart, and be merry, as I am I — 
(aside, dolefully) — as I am 1 

WiL Ay, it*s well for thee to laugh. Thou bast a good 
post, and hast cause to be merry. 

Foini (bitterly). Cause? Have we not all cau-se ? la not 
the world a big butt of humour, into which all who will may 
drive a gimlet? See, 1 am a salaried wit; and is there aught 
in nature more ridiculous? A poor dull, heart-broken man, 
who must needs be merry, or he will be whipped ; who must 
rejoice, lest he starve ; who must jest you, jibe you, quip you, 
crank you, wrack you, riddle you, from hour to hour, from day 
to day, from year to year, lest he dwindle, perish, etarvoi pine, 
and die ! Why, when there's naught else to laugh at, I laugh 
at myself till I ache for it J 

\¥U. Yet 1 have often thought that a jestor'a calling would 
Buit me to a hair. 

Foint, Thee ? Would suit thm^ thou death's head and crosa- 
bonefi? 

WiL Ay, I have a pretty wit — a lights airy, Joysome wit, 
ppiced with aaecdotes of ]>nson cells and the torture cKvva\tM.t, 
Ob, a very delicate wit I I have ttlei \t ^%\ '^\wa'*j ^ ^\w3wst^ 
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and there have been some who smiled. Now it is not easy 
. to make a prisoner smile. And it should not be difficult to 
be a good jester, seeing that thou art one. 

Point, Difficalt ? Nothing easier. Nothing easier. Attend, 
and I will prove it to thee t 

SOXG.— POIHT 

Oh ! a priymte buffoon is a light-hearted loon, 

If yoa listen to popular mmoor ; 
From morning to ni^t he*s so joyous and bright, 

And he bubbles with wit and good humour ! 
He's so quaint and so terse, both in prose and in verse { 

Tet though people forgive his tnuisgression. 

There are one or two rules that all fimily fools 

Most observe, if they love their profession. 

There are one or two rules, 

Half a dozen, may be. 
That all family f oois, 
Of whatever d^^ree. 
Must observe, if they love thmr profesnoo. 

If you wish to succeed as a jester, you'll need 

To consider each person's auricular : 
What is all right for B would quite scandalize G 

(For C is so veiy particular) ; 
And D may be dull, and £*& veiy thiek skull 

Is as empty of brains as a ladle ; 
While F is F sharp, and will cry with a carp, 
That he*s known your best joke from his cradle 1 
When your humour they flout, 

Tou can't let yourself g^ ; 
And it does put you out 
When a person says, " Oh, 
I have known that old joke from my cradle ! " 

If your master is surly, from getting up early 

(And tempers are short in the morning), 
An inopportune joke is enough to provoke 

Him, to give you, at once, a month's warning. 
Then if you refrain, he is at you again. 
For he likes to get value for moneys^ 
He'll ask then and there, with an insolent stare, 
<* If you know that your paid to be funny ? " 
It adds to the task 

Of a merry man's place» 
When your principal asks, 
With a scowl on his face, 
If you know that you're paid to be f nmiy / 

Comes a Bishop, maybe, or a Bolemn'D.D. — 

Oh, beware of his anger provoking ! 
Better not pull his hair— don't stick pins in his chair: 

He don't understand practical joking. 
If the jesta that you crack have an orthodox smack, 
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You may get a bland smile from these sages ; 
Uiit ^llM|.L],l i[j l,y ciijjtuio, be Lrii]i->rr.t!.il iu>\\\ Fntucc, 
llidi a crown iij al.'iipjicd out of your Wifige^l 
It's a genynil rule, 

Thouf^h your zeaJ it may qaoiicli, 
If till c furaily fool 
Tell'a a joke that's too FreDch, 
Hidf a crown is stopped out of his wflgoa \ 

Though your head it may Tack ytWh % bjlious attack^ 

And your Bcnsca witli toothachs you're loBing, 
Dtm't be mopy and fl;it — ^^thty don'l fine you for that, 

If you*rc proTjerly quiint and amuainf^ 1 
Though your wife ran away with a soldier that daji 

And. took with lior 3-0 ur trifle of money ; 
Blesa jouj heart j they don't mind— they're exceedingly 
kintl — 
They don't blame yon — as long aa you're fimny I 
It'B a comfort to f etd 

If your partnor shnuld flit, 
Though you suffer a deal. 
They don't mind it a hi t^- 
Thcy don't bljime you— -60 long ad you're funny, 

Pomf» And so thou wouldat be & jester, eh ? JN'ow, listen I 
My sweetheart, Ebie Maytiardj was secretly wed to this FairfaK 
littlf an hour ere he escaped* 

Wil She did welL 

Fmni. She did nothing of the kind, so bold thy peace and 
|>erpend. Now, while he liveth she ia dead to me and I to her, 
and eo, my jibea aad jokes notwitlistanding, I am the saddeat 
and the sorriest dog in England I 

WiL Thou art a ^ery dull dog indeed, 

FidnL Now, if thou wilt swear that tho 1 didst shoot this 
Fakfas: while he was trying to swim across the river — it need a 
but the discharge of an. arquebiii OD a dark ntght — and that Jte 
Bank and was eeen no more, I'll make thee the very Arch- 
bii^bop of jesters, and that in two daya' time I Now, what 
Bay est thou ? 

Wil. I am to lie? 

Toint, Heartily. Bnt thy lis must be a lie of circurastancej 
W'hich I will BTipport with the testimony of eyes, eara and 
tongue. 

iKiZ, And thou wilt qualify me as a jester ? 

Point. As a jester among jesters. I will teach thee all my 
original songSj my self- eon structed riddles, my own Ingeiuoui 
mradosea ; nay, more, I will reveal to thee the Bource whence 
i pet them. Now, what eayesfc thou ? 

Wil^ Why, if it he hut a lie thou wan test of me, 1 hold it 
obenp enough, and 1 say yes, it is a bargain I 
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Duet.— Pourr and Wilfbbd. 

BoiK Hereupon we*ra both agreed. 

And all that we two 
Do agree to 
Well secnre by Bolemn deed. 
To prevent all 
Error mental. 

With a stoiy 
Grim and gory - 
How this Fairfax: died, and all 



You ' *^^*^1^'^ *** 



^J,^'°|to8wearto, 



Tell & talc of eoc'k and bull, 
Of convincing detail full ; 
Talc tremendous, 
Heaven defend ns ! 
What; a tale of cock and boll I 



Li Ktnm for ] ^^ \ own part 



Tou arc > ^„t;^„ 
lam l^^^m. 

Undertaking^ 

To inalract I ™^^ [ In the ail 

(Art amazln^^ 
Wonder raiding) 
Of a jepter, jesting free. 
Proud poEitioa — 
High ambition t 

And a Uvely one | j^^^y^ be, 

Wag-a-wag^ing, 
Never flagging I 

Tell a tale of cock and ball, etc. 

{Exeunt together. 
Enter Fairfax, 

Fair. A day and a half gt)ne, and no news of poor Fairfax ! 
The dolts 1 They aeek him everywhere, save within a dozen 
yards of his dungma. So I am free I Free, but for the cursed 
haste with which I Iinrried headlong into the bonds of matri- 
mony with — Heaven knows whom I Aa far as I remember, she 
should have been youDg ; but even had not hor face bt^eu con- 
cealed by her kerchief, I doubt whether, in my then plight, 
1 should have t^ken much note of her. Free ? Bah 1 The 
2hwer bouda were but a thread of silk compared with thesQ 
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conjugal fetters which I, fool that I was, placed upon mino own 
hands. From the one I broke readily enough — ^how to break 
the other I 

Song.— Fairfax, 

Free from bis fetters grim- 
Free to depart ; 

Free both in life and limb- 
In all bat heart ! 

Bonnd to an unknown bride 

Fur good and iU ; ^ ' 

Ah, J 9 not one bo tied 
A priioner still ? 

Free, Tflt ID fetters hcM 

Till hifl last hour, 
Gyves that no Bmith con weld, 

No ruit deroar 1 
Although & monarcli'a hand 

Had eei bim free, 
Of all the captive baud 

The iaddeat be I 

Enter Mkbyll. 

Fair. Wei!, Sergeant MeryO, and how fares thy pretty 
cbargfii Elsie Maynard ? 

Mer^ Well enough, eir. She is qmtB strong again, aod leav^ 
ui to-night 

Fair, Thanks to Bame Camithers* kind nursing, eh ? 

Ma", Ay J deuce take the old witch ! Ah, 'twau but a sorry 
trick you played me, sir, to bring the faintiog girl to me. It 
^avfl the old lady an excuse for takiog up her quarters hi my 
house, and for the last two year.^ Tve shiumed her like tha 
jilngue^ Another day of it and she would have raarritjd me I 
Goffli Lord, here she is again I TU e'en go. (Going.) 

Enter Dame CAEEUTHEna a7id Kate, her niece. 

Dame, Nay, Sergeant Meryll, don't go, I have something at 
grave import to aay to thou, 
JIfer. (aside). Its coming. 
Fair, (laughing), Ffaith, I think Tm not wanted here. 

Dam&, Nay, Master Leonardj Tve naught to aay to thy father 
that bis son may not hear. 

Fair, (aside). True, Vm one of the family; I had forgot tenl 

Bame. Tla about this Elsie Maynard. A pretty girl. Master 
Leonard. 

Fair, Ay, fair as a pench blos&om— what then? 
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Dame. She hath a liking for thee, or I mistake not. 

Fair. With all my heart. She's as dainty a little maid as 
you'll find in a midsummer day's march. 

Dame. Then he warned in time, and give not thy heart to 
her. Oh, / know what it is to give my heart to one who will 
have none of it I 

Mer, (aside). Ay, she knows all about that. (Alotid.) And 
why is my boy to take heed of her? She's a good girl, Dame 
Carruthers. 

Dame. Good enough, for aught I know. But she's no girl. 
She's a married woman. 

Mer. A marr ied woman 1 Tush, old lady — siie*B promised to 
Jack Point, the lieutenant^s new jester. 

Dame. Tush in thy teath, old man ! As my niece Kate sat 
by her bedside to-day, thia Elsie slept, and as she Rlo]^t she 
moaned and Kronned, and turned this way and tliat wny — ^and, 
•* tiow shall I marry one I bave never seen?*' qu^Jtli she — then, 
** A hundred crowns 1 " quoth she— then, ** Is it cervain he will 
die in an hour ? " quoth she— tlien, ** I love him not and yet 1 
am his wifi?," quoth she 1 la it not so, Kate ? 

Kate. Ay, mother^ 'tis eycn bo. 

Fair. Art thou sure of all this ? 

Kate. Ay, sir, for I wrote it all down on niy tablets. 

Dame. Now, mark my words ; it was of thia Pnirfax she 
spake, and he is her husband, or Til swallow lay kirtle I 

Mer, (aside). Is this true, 81 r ? 

Fair. True ? Why, the girl waa raving I Why should she 
marry a man who had but an hour to live? 

Dame, Murry ? There be those who would marry but for a 
minute, rather than die old majds. 

Mer, (aside)^ Ay, I know one of them ! 

Quartette.— Kate, Fairfax, Dame Carruthers, and Meryll. 
Strang^ ad^'eoture I Blaiclcn wsdded 
To a groom aJie^a dbfcc eeea— 
Never, never, never aecaa I 
Groom about; to be l^ebeadcd, 
In an hour on Tower Green ! 

Tower, Tower^ Tower Green I 
Groom In dreary dungeon lymg^ 
GrooDi aa good as de^d^ or dying, 
For a pretty maiden si^htDg — 
Pretty miiid of Beventeen ! 
Si V en— H evca— fievto teen 

Btran^e ad venture that we'tn trollini^j 
Modest maid and gallant groom— 

(lallantj gallant, gnllant groom !— 
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While the funeral bell is tolling, 
Tolling, tolling, Bim-a-boom I 
Bim-a, Bim-a, Bim-a-boom ! 
Modest maiden will not tarry ; 
Though but sixteen years she carry, 
She must marry, she must marry, 
Though the altar be a tomb-— 
Tower— Tower— Tower tomb I 

[Exeu/nt Dame Oabruthebs, Mebyll, and Kate. 
Fair. So my mysterious bride is no other than this winsome 
Elsie! By my hand, 'tis no such ill-plunge in Fortune's lucky 
bag 1 I might haye £Eu:ed worse with my eyes open 1 But she 
comes. Now to test her principles. 'Tis not every husband 
who has a chance of wooing his own wife ! 

Enter Elsie. 

Miir. Ki stress Elsio 1 

ElaiG, Master Leonard 1 

Fair* So thcju leavest us to-mgbt ? 

Elsie, Yea, Master LeoEard. I have been kindly tended, aad 
I almost fear I am loth to go. 

Fair, And this Fairfax. Wast thou gkd when he escapM ? 

Elsie. Why, truly, Master Leonard, it is a aad thinir tlmt a 
youD^ and gallant gentleman stoiild die in the very fulaess of 
his life. 

Fair* Then wlien tiiou didst fiunt in my anns, it waa for joy 
at his safety ? 

Elm, It may he so. I waa highly wrought^ Master Leonard, 
and I am but a girl, and so* when I am highly wrought, 1 faiat. 

Fair. Now, dost thou know, I am conaumed with a parlous 
jealouay ? 

Elsie. Thou? And of whom? 

Fair. Why, of this Fairfair, surely I 

EMe. Of Colonel Fairfax I 

Fair, A J* Shall 1 be frank with thee ? Elsie — I love thee, 
ardently, passionately 1 (Elsie alarm&d und mrprised.) Elaie, 
I have loved thee these two daya — which is a long time— and 
I would fain join my life to thine 1 

Efuie. MaBtLT Leonard I Thou art jesting 1 

Fair. Jeeting ? May I shrivel into raiaina if I jest I I love 
thee with a love that ia a fever— with a love that is a frenzy — 
with a love that eateth up my heart 1 What layeat tbou ? 
Thou wilt not let my heart oe eaten up? 

Ehie, (aside). Oh, mercy I What am I to say ? 

Fair. Dost thou love me, or hast thou been insensible these 
two days? 
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Elsie. I love all brave men. 

Fair, Kay, there is love in excess. I thank Heaven, there 
are many brave men in England ; bat if thou lovest them all, I 
withdraw my thanks » 

ElsiG^ I love the bravest best But, sir, I may not listen — 
I am not free— T — I am a wife! 

Fair* Thou a wife? Whose? His name? His hoiirs are 
numbered — nay, bis grave is di!g, and his epitaph set up! 
Come, his nam© ? 

Fine* Ob, air ! keep my secret — it is the only barrier that 
Fate coald set up between us* My bustjand is none other than 
Colonel FDirfax:! 

Fair. The greatest villain unhung I The most ill-bogotten, 
ill-favoured, iLl-maimered, iU-naturS, ill-omened, ill-tempered 
dog in Chrifltendam ! 

Elsie. It is very like. He is naught to me — for T never saw 
him, I was blindfolded, and be waa to bavo died within tbo 
hour ; and be did not die— and I am wedded to him, and my 
heart is broken I 

Fain He was to have died, and h & did not die I The scoimdrel I 
The perjured, tTftitroua, villain I Thou should st have insisted 
on his dying firsts to make sme, *Tia the only v,'aj with tb^a 
Fairfaxes, 

Elsie. I now wish I had I 

Fair, (aside). Bloodthirsty little maiden! (Aloud.) A fig 
for this Fairfax! Be mine — he will never know — ^he dares not 
show himself ; and if he dare, what art thou to him ? Fly with 
me, Elsie — we will be married to-morrow, and thou shalt be the 
happiest wife in England ! 

Elsie. Master Leonard ! I am amazed ! Is it thus that brave 
soldiers speak to poor girls ? Oh! for shame, for shame ! I am 
wed— not the less because I love not my husband. I am a 
wife, sir, and I have a duty, and— -oh, sir! thy words terrify 
me — they are not bonest — ^they are wicked words, and unworthy 
thy great and brave heart! Oh, shame upon thee! shame 
upon thee! 

Fair. Nay, Elsie, I did but jest. I spake but to try thee. 

ISkot heard. 

Enter Mebyll, hasHlif. 

Mer. (recit.). Hark 1 What was that,^ sir ? 
Faiu Why, an arquebtui^ 

Fired from the wharf, anless I ntnch mistake. 
Mer^ Strange— and at such an, hoar I What can it mean ? 

[In the meantime^ the Chorus have entered. 
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Chorus. 
Kow what can that have been— 

A shot so late at night, 

Enough to cause affright I 
What can the portent mean? 
Am foemeo is the land? 

Is LondoD to be wrecked ? 

Wliat are we to expect? 
What danger is at hand ? 

Yea, let us understand 

Wiiat darjgct ia at hand 1 

LiEtTTENAK^ enfCT's, a^eo Point and Wilfbed. 
Ue^. \Vho fired that ahot ? At oxice the truth decUre I 
m/. My lord, 'twaa I-^to rashly judge forbear \ 

Fotnt, My lord, 'twas he—to rashly j udge forbear I 

DUKT AND ChORUS.-^WiLFRED AND PoiNT, 

^\^' lAka a ghoist hia Tigil ke<!pmg — 
™w^« Or a spectre sU-appallmg^ 

^»/» I beheld a figure creeping — 
-^?»»'» 1 should rather mil it crawling— 

"»/• He waa creepiog^ 

^^*' „ He waa crawling— 

J^\** He was creeping, creeping — 

w7^' ,. Crawling I 

"*•• Rot a moment^B liesitation— 

I my self upon him flnng, 
With & hurried cxchiraatloii 

To his draperies 1 bung ; 
Then we closed with one anotJier 
In a rough-and-tumble smother j 
Colouel Fairfax and no other 

Was the man to whom I clung ] 
^^ Colonel Fairfax and no other 

Wa» tb e man to wh m he cl ung | 
Wif, After mighty tug and tuaflle— 

■*^.««'« It reaeuiblGd more a atruggle — 

*^^' He, by diot of atrcmger mu&ele — 

^}J^ Ot by some infernal j nggle— 

2^»- From my cJufechea quick 1 y a lid i ng^ 

■^fj»*« I ihould rather call it slipjiincj^ 

^*r^ With th e vi w, no d u b t, of b 5 d lag— 

•^."**« Or esenping to the abipping— 

5^7* With a gaspi and with a qaiver— » 

■^J»*« I'd dcacribe it aa a ihiver— 

Wu* Down he dfved into the river 

. ' ^ And J alas, I cannot awiin< 

^•» ' It's enough to make one shiver, 

With a gasp and with a quiFcr j 
Down he dived into the tiver^ 
It was vety bra.^^ ^t\wia\ 
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)7i7. Ingenuity is catching ; 

With the view my king of pleasing, 
Arquebus from sentry snatching — 
Poinit 1 should rather call it seizing — 

WU» 1 With an ounce or two of kad 

1 d^|)atched him through the head I 
All. He despatched him tbrou-b the head 

Wil, 1 dTBChftrged it without winking. 

Little time he lost in thinking, 
Like a. stone I bom him sin kin ^ — 
Point I should my a Ixiuifi of lead. 

Wil, Like a stone* my hoy. I atdd^ 

PoinU Like a heainr' lump of lead, 

WxL Artyhniw the aiao i» dead, 

AlU Wht'tber atone or lump of lead. 

Arquebus from aontry aeiiEiCif, 
With the view bia king of plcasiug. 
Wilfred shot him through the beadp 
And he's Tery, very dead. 
And it maitcra yery Utile whether stone or lump of [ead. 
It is vcrj', very certain that he*a very, very dead i 

ReCITATI Vfi.—Ll EITTRN AS T, 

Tlie rWer must he dragged— no time be lost; 
The body must be founds at any coat- 
To this attend without undue delay ; 
So set to wttrk with what deepatch y% may I [Exit, 

All, yciRi yea, 

Well set to work with what despatch we may I 

IFour men raise Wilfbed, and carry him off on (heir 
shoulders. 

Chorus. 
Hail the valiant fellow who 
Did this deed of derring-do ! 
Honours wait on such an one ; 
By my head, 'twas bravely done 

[Eoceunt all but Elsie, Point, Fairfax, and Phcebb. 

Point (to Elsie, who is weeping). Nay, sweetheart, bo com- 
forted. This Fairfax was but a pestilent fellow, and, as he had 
to die, he might as well die thus as any other way. Twas a 
good death. 

Elsie. Still he was my husband, and had he not been, he was 
nevertheless a living man, and now he is dead ; and so, by your 
leave, my tears may flow unchidden. Master Poiut. 

Fair. And thou didst see all this? 

Foi7it. Ay, with both eyes at once — this and that. The 

testimony of one eye is naught — ^he may lie. But when it is 

corroborated by the other, it is good evidence that none may 

gpsdnaay. Here are both present in coort, ready to swear to him I 
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Tlxoi, But art thou sure it was Colonel Fairfax ? Saw you 
Lis face? 

FoinU Ay, and a plaguy ill-favoured face too. A very 
hang-dog fiace — ^a felon face — a face to fright the headsman him- 
self, and make him strike awry. Oh, a plaguy bad face, take 
my word for H. (Phcebe and Fairfax Inugh). How Ihey 
laugh! 'Tis ever thuawith simple folk — an accepted wit Jias 
but to say, " Pass the m^istanl," and they roar their ribs out! 

Fair, (aside). If ever I come to life again thou ahalt pay for 
this, Master Point ! 

Point. Now, Elsie, thou art free to chooee again, so behold 
me: I am young and well-favoured. 1 have a pretty wit. I 
can jest you, jibe you, quip you, crank you, wtack 30U, r ddle 
you 

Fair, Tush, man, thou knowest not how to woo. Tis not to 
be done with time-worn jests and thread-bare sophistries ; with 
quips, conundrums, rhymes, and paradoxes. 'Tis an art in itself, 
and must be studied gravely and conscientiously. 

Tbio. — Fairfax, Elsik, and Phojiik* 

Fair» A man who would woo & fair maid, 

Should 'prentice himself to the trade | 

And study nil day. 

Id a methodical way, 
How to fiatter^ cnjolo, and persuadie- 
lie should 'prentice himself at fourteen, 
And practice from morniuf^ to e'<in \ 

And when, he's of age, 

If he will, III eiiga<jGj 
He may capture the heart of a queen I 

Alh It is purely s matter of BkiJI, 

Which all may attfdn if they will : 

But every Jack^ 

He must study the knack 
If he wanU to make sure of his JlUl , 

Eisie^ If he's made the teat ose of his Ume, 

His twig he'll Eo carefuUy limep 

That every bird 

Will come down at hU word, 
Whatever ita plumage and clime. 
He muat loam that the thrill of a tottcli 
May meaa little^ or nothing, ot Euucb ; 

It's an inHtrument rare, 

To ha handled with carcj 
And ought to he treated lii such. 

Alh It is purely A matter of skill, et^ 

Pha, Then a glance mftj be timid or free, 

It will vary in mighty degree. 
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From ao impudent Btare 

To a lofkk of despair * 

That no maid without pity cad see. 
And a glance of despair i& no ^mdc— 
It may have its ridicaloua side ; 

It may dm\r you a t«ar 

Or a t>ox on the car \ 
Ton can never be sure till youVe tried. \ 
AU, It is pardy a matter of Hkill, etc. 

Fair, (asids t4} Poikt). Now, Ihien to me — 'tis done t!ii2a. 
{Aloud,) Mistress El ale, ttere b one here who, as thou knowest, 
loves thee right well 1 

Point (aside). That he does — right well I 

Fair. Ik ia but ft tufiti of poor estate^ hut he hath a lovlngj 
honest heart. He will be a true and trusty husband to thee, and 
if thou wilt be bis wife^ thou shalt lie curled up in his heArt, 
like a little squirrel in its nest 1 

Foint (mide). 'Tis a pretty figure. A maggot in a nut lies 
closer, but a squirrel will do. 

Fair. He knoweth that thou wast a wife — an nnloved and 
unlovlQff wife, and hia poor heart was near to breaking. But 
now that thiue unloving husband is dead, and thou art free, he 
would fain pray that thou wotddat hearken unto him, and give 
him hope that thou wouldst be his I 

PAce, (olarTn&i). He presses her hands — and he whiapera in 
her ear ! Odds bc>ddikins, wliat does it mean ? 

Fair, Now, sweetheart, tell me — wilt thou be this poor good 
fellow's wife? 

Elsie. If the good, brare man — is he a brave man ? 

Fair. So men say. 

Foint (aside). That's not trae, but let it pass this once. 

Elsie. If this brave man will be content with a poor penniless 
untaught maid 

Foint (aside). "Widow — ^but let that pass. 

Elsie. I will be his true and loving wife, and that with my 
heart of hearts ! 

Fair. My own dear love I (Emhraciug Act*,) 

Fhoe. (in great agitation). Why, what*a all this ? Brother — 
brother — it is not at^emly 1 

Foint (also alarmed). (Aside,) Oh, I cau't let that pass! 
(Aloud). Hold, enough p master Leonard I An advocate should 
have his fee, but me thinks thou art over-paying thyself! 

Fair. Nay, that is for Elsie to say. I promised thee I would 
show thee how to woo, and herein ia the proof of the virtue of 
mjr teaching. Go thou, and apply it elsewhere \ (Phcebe hursts 
$nfo fears.) » * . - 
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QtrAiiTETTE*— Elsie, Fairfax, Fecebb, asb Poun* 
Mi^ anof Falr^ Wiien a wooer 

Go 53 fli-wooiag*, 
JTsiig^ht ia tmef 
Than hi^ joy* 
Maidra hushing 

All Ilia Buing— ■ 
Boldly blushing — 
Brively coy ! 

ASL Ob, the hap]>y daya of dobg ! 

Oh, the sighing aod the aumg I 
Wlien a wooer goes a-wooiag, 
Ohj the BwGeta that never cloy i 

P/iflg, (wseplng) When a brother 

I.rcaves hie Bietei 
For another, 

Slater weeps. 
Tears that trickle. 

Tears that blister^ 
Tia but mickle 

Sister rcflfjs ! 

ML Oh, the doln^ and undoingTi 

Oh, the Bighmg and the suing, 

When a brother goes a-wooing. 

And a aobhing aiater weispa 1 

Pc^ifil^ When a jester 

Ifl out-wittcd. 
Feelings fester, 

Heart is lead I 
Food for fiahoa 

Only (itterl, 
Jester wish eg 

He waa dead I 

dUt Ohj tjie doiu^ and undoing, 

Ohf the aighing and the auing. 
When a j: eater goes a-wooiog, 
And he wishes he was dead I 

\^Exeunt alt hut PBffiiBi, who rematfis fmsping^ 

Phot^ And I helped that man to eacape, aad IVe kept bia 
iecret, and preteridad that I waa his dearly loving sister, and 
done everything I could think of to make folk believe I was his 
loving sister, aud this is hi3 gratitude I Before I pretend to be 
Bister to anybody again^ 1*11 turn nun, and be sister to every- 
body — one aa much as another ! 

Enter Wjxpbed, 
Wa, In tears, eh? What a plaguo art thou grizalins for 
now? 
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Ph(x, Why am I grizzling ? Thou hast often wept for jealousy 
— well, 'tis for jealousy I weep now. Ay, yellow, bilious, 
jaundiced jealouay* So make the most of that^ Master Wilfred. 

WiL But I have never gtven thee t^ause for jealousy. The 
Lieutenant^a cotk-maid and I are but the merest gossips! 

Fhod, Jei;lou3 of thee I I5ah ! Tm jealous of no craven cock- 
on-a-hill, who crow& about what he'd do an he dared ! I am 
jealous of another and a better man than thou — set that down, 
Master Wilfred. And he is to marry Elsie Miiynardj the little 
pale fool — ^et that down. Master Wilfred ; and ray heart is well 
nigh broken. 1 There, thou hai^t it ail! Make the most of it ! 

WiL The man thou lovest is to marry Elsie Majnard? Why, 
that is no other than thy brother, Leonard Meryfli 

Fh(B, (aside). Oh, mercy I what have I said? 

WU, Why, what manner of brother is this, thou lying little 
jade ? Speak I Who is this man whom thou hast called brother, 
and fondled^ and coddled, and kissed — with ray connivance 
tool Oh I Lord, with ray connivance ! Ha 1 ehouM it be this 
Fairfax I (FiimuR starts,) It is I It is this ace uraed Fairfax I 
It's Fairfax I Fairfax, who 

PhoB. Whom thou haat just shot through the head, and who 
lies at tbo bottom of the river 1 

WH, A— I — I may have been mistaken. We are but fallible 
mortals, the best of us. But 1*11 make sure — Pil make sure. 
(Qoing.) 

PhoB, Stay — one word. I think it cannot be Fairfax — ^mind, 
I say I think — because thou hast just slain Fairfax. But 
whether he be Fairfax or no Fairfax, he is to marry Elsie — and 
— and — as thou hast shot him through the head, and he is dead, 
be content with that, and I will be thy wife ! 

WU. Is that sure? 

Phoe. Ay, sure enough, for there's no help for it I Thou art 
a very brute — but even brutes must marry, I suppose. 

WiL My beloved ! (Erribraces Jier,) 

Phoe. (aside). Ugh! 

Enter Lbonabd, hastUy* 

Leon, Phoebe, rejoice, for I bring glad tidings. Colonel Fair- 
fax's reprieve was signed two days since, but it was foully and 
maliciously kept back by Secretary Poltwhistle, who designed 
that it should arrive after the Coloners death. It hath just 
come to hand, and it is now in the Lieutenant's possession I 

Phos, Then the Colonel is free? Oh, kiss me, kiss me, my 
dear! Kiss me, again, and again I 
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Wil. {dancing with fury). Ods bobs, death o' my life ! Art 
thou mad ? Am I mad ? Are we oM mad ? 

PhoR. Oh, my dear— my dear, I'm well-nigh crazed with joy! 
(Kissing Leonard.) 

WU. Come away from him, thou hussy — thou jade — thou 
kissing, clinging, cockatrice I And as for thee, sir, Fll rip thee 
like a herring for this 1 Til skin thee for it I Pll cleave thee 

to the chine I Til Ob! Phoebe I Phcebe! Phoebe! 

Who is this man ? 

Phce, Peace, fool. lie is my brother 1 

Wil, Another brother I Are there any more of them ? Pro- 
duce them all at once^ and let mc know the worst \ 

PhoR, This is the reid Leocard, dolt ; the other was but hia 
substitute. The rial Leonard, I my — ^my father's own son. 

WU, How do I know this V IIeis he "brother" wTit large on 
his brow? I mistruat thy brothers I Thou, art but a li\\m 
jade ! [Exit Lbonaed. 

Phce, NowjWiKred, be just. Truly T did deceive tbee before 
— but it wa=i to save a precioua life — and to save it, not for me, 
but for another. Thsy are to be wed this very day. Is not 
this enough for thee ? Cornell am thy Phoebe— thy very own 
— and wo will bo wed in a year — or two— or three, at the most. 
Is not tViiit enough for thee ? 

Enier Mebyll, exciiedlt/, followed hy Dame CABHUTflfcas 
(who lisiena unobserved)^ 

Mer. Phcebe, hast thou heard the brave nowB S 

PhoR. (atill in Wilfred's arms). Ay, father. 

Mer, Vm nigh mad with joy 1 (Seeing Wilfbed.) Why, 
what's all this? 

Phc6. Ob, fatlier, he discovered our secret through my folly, 
and the price of hia silence is-^ 

Wil. Phoebe's heart. 

Phoe. Oh dear, no — PbcEbe''B hand. 

Wtl, It's the same thing ! 

Phoe, /« itl lExeuni WitrBEn and Pmcedb. 

Mer, (looking ofler them), 'Tia pity, but the Colonel had to 
be saved at any cost, aud aa thy folly revealod our secret, thy 
folly must e'en isufTer for it I (Dame C^AafiUTiiERa com^ down,) 
Dame Ccirni theis I 

Dame, So this is a plot to abield this arch -fiend, and I have 
detected it. A word from me, aod three beada besides his 
would roll fiom their shoulders I 

Mer, Nay, Colonel Fairfax: is reprieved, (Aside,) Yet if my 
complicity in his escape were known! Plague on the old. 
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meddler! There's nothing for it! (Aloud.) Hush, pretty 
one! Sach bloodthirsty words ill become those cherry lipst 
{Atdde.) Ugh! 
J)ame (bashfully). Sergeant Merylll 

Mer. Why, look ye, ^huck— for many a month Fve — ^IVe 
thought to myself — ^"There's snug lo?e saving up in that 
middle-aged bosom for some one, and why not for thee— that's 
me— so take heart and tell her — ^that's thee— that thou — ^that's 
me — ^loyest her — thee — ^and — and — well, I'm » miserable old 
man, and I've done it— and that's me ! " But not a word about 
Fairfax ! The price of thy silence i s --^ 
Dame. MeryU's heart? 
Mer. No, Meryirs hand. 
Dame. It'a the same thin^l 
Mer. le it I 

Duet.— Mertll ashj Dame CAnEUimiBSk 
J)amei Enptitre, laptui-^l 

Wben love's votary. 
Flushed with cnpturCj 

^eeka the notary, ^ 

Joy And jollity ' 

Tbea ia polity ; 
Reigns frivolity I 
Hapture, rapture [ 

Mer. Doleful, doleftil ! 

When humanity, ^ 

With its soul fall 
Of satanity, 

Courtmg privity, 
Down declivity 
Seeks captivity I 
Doleful, doleful ! 
Dame^ Joyful, Jo}'ful ! 

Wlieu" virginity 
Seeki, ail co^'ful, 
Man's afhnity ; 

Eatfl all flotrflfy, 
Bright and bowery 
I5 her doweiy I 
Joyful, joyful I 
Mdv. Ghastly, ghastly I 

When man, sorrowfoL 
Firstly, lastly. 

Of to-morrow full. 
After tarnring. 
Yields to harrying—* 
Goes a-manying. 
Ghastly, ghastly I 

FlHALB, 
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Enter YeomeD, Women, and, Elsie as Bridt* 
Chorus of Women, 

(Elegiacs.) 

Comes the pretty yonng bride, a-blushing, timidly shrinkiDg — 

Set all thy fears aside — cheerily, pretty young bride ! 
Brave is the youth to whom thy lot thou art willingly linking I 
Flower of valour is he — loving as loving can be 1 
Brightly thy summer is shining, 
Fair is the dawn of the day ; 
Take him, be true to him— 
Tender his due to him — 
Honour him, love and obey I 



MU 



Tbic— Phcebb, Elsib, and Dame CAnsuTHEBS. 

'Tia said that joy ia full perf€Ctioa 
Comes only once to womsmkiDd — 

Tha^, other times, on cIoec ingpeation, 
Sotne lurking bitter we shall find» 

If thia bo ao, aDtl men etiy truly^ 

My "lay of joy has broke a duly. 

With happineaa my soul ia cloyed— 
Thia is my j oj-day unalloyed ! 

Yefl, y«a, 
This ifi her joy-day unalloyed I 



Flowri^K Enter Lieutenant, 

ZieuU Hold, pretty one! I briag to thee 

Newa— good or ill, it ia for thcc to say. 
Thy Imaband lives— and he ia free. 
And cornea to claim bia brido this very day t 

EUie, No I not r*caU those words^t cannot be I 

LeoniiTdi my Ij^jouard^ comO) oh^ come to mo ! 
Lfionat-di my own— my loved one— ivhure art thou? 
I knew not hoiv^ I lov«d thine heart till aow ! 



Elsie asd Pn^Ens. 

Oh, day of terror i day 

of tears ! 
What fearful tidmga 

greet mirte earsV 
Oh, Leonard, eome 

thou to my aide, 
And claim n\e as thy 

loving bride. 



CiioRua ASD Otjtkrs. 

Oh, day of terror I day 

of tears! 
What words are theae 

that greet our ears ? 
Who ia the man who, 

ID hi a priile, 
So baldly claims tiiee 

as hU bride V 



LiKUT. AND Point. 

Come, dry these unbe- 
coming tears, 

Mo»t Joyful tidings 
greet thine ears. 

The man to whom thou 
art allied 

App&ara to claim thee 
as his bride« 
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Flourish. Enter Colonel Faibfax, handsomely dressed^ and 
attended by other Gentlemen. 

Fair, (sternly,) All thought of Leonard MeryU set aside. 

Thou art mine own ! I claim thee as my bride. 
Elsie, A frUfipUant at thy feet 1 laJl : 

Tbm^ heart will yielil to pity's calll 
Fair, Mine ie & hcait of ma^si ve rock, 

Unmiivcd Ly sctitimi^ntcil shock 1 
Ml. Thy huBbVud he I 

Elsie, LooTinrd, my laved oBe — come to me, 

Tbcy bear me hem^e away I 
Btit Ibcmgh they take mo far 'from thec^ 
My heart is thioe for aye I 
Mj' hruiBM heartt 
My bruikciii heart, 
la lb me, my own, for ay^il 
(To Fairfax.) Sir, 1 obey, 

I am thy bride ; 
But €re the fatal hour 

I «aid the say 
Til fit plftced me in Ihv nowtr, 

Would 1 had died! 
Sir, I obey I 

1 am thy bride ! 
(Looks up and reco^ms^s Faihfax.) Leonard i 
Fair. My own I 

Eisie. Ah! (Enibraco,) 



Elsie and i With happioesa my eoiU Is cloyed, 
Fair, \ This ia niy joy-dav unalloyed f 

All, Yeaf yes! 

With bflppineaa their hoqIa are cloyed, 
This h their joy-day tinalloytd! 
Point, Oh thoughtlesB crew ! 

Ye know not what ye do ! 
Attend to me^ and shed a tear or two— 
For I have a song to eing. O I 
All, Sing tnc your eong, i etc. 

Point, It is sung to the moon 

By a loye-lom loon, 
Who fled from the mocking throng, ! 
It's the song of a merryman moping mam, 
Whose soul was sad and whose glance was glum, 
Who sipped no sup and who craved no crurnb, 
As he sighed for the love of a ladye ! 
All, Heighdy ! Heighdy ! 

Misery me, lackadaydee ! 
He sipped no sup and he craved no crumb| 
As ne sighed lor the love of a ladye I 

Elsie, I have a song to sing, O I 

Jl//, Sing me your eong, O I 
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'Eliie* It is Bung with the ring 

Of the so^gs maids sing 
Who love with a love life-long, 1 
It's the song of a merrymaid, peerly proud, 
Who loved a lord, and who lai^hed aloud 
At the moan of the merryman moping mum, 
Whose soul was sad and whose glance was glum, 
Who sipped no sup and who craved no crumb, 
As he sighed for the love of a ladye ! 
All. Heighdyl Heighdy! 

Misery me, lackadaydee ! 
He sipped no sup and he craved no crumb. 
As he sighed for the love of a ladye ! 

[Fairfax emhraxM Elbie as Point /aWa insensible at 
their feet. 
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THE GONDOLIERS; 

OR, 

THE KING OF BARATARIA. 
ACT I. 

Scene.— The Piazzetta, Y^siue. The Ducat Palace on the 
HghL 

FiAMETTA, QiuiiA, ViTTORiA, and otlier Contadine discovered^ 
each i^ing a houqimt of roses, 

ClIOEtja Oy COXTADTNE. 

Llat and leum, ye daiuty roE&s, 

Eoies white and f osca red, 
Why we bind you into poaiea 

Ere your mormnf; bloom baa fled. 
By a law of maiden's mnkinir^ 
Ace cut 9 of a heart tlmt'fl fichlng-, 
Even though that heart be lnrcnkiog', 

Should by maiden he ausaid t 
Though they love with love exceeding; 
They must seem to be nrthcediug^ 
Go ye tben and do tSieir pleading, 

Eoaca white and rosea red I 

FlAMETTA« 

Two ihere aro for whom, in duty, 

Every ntaid in Venice sigha — 
Two &o peerlpaa in th^ir be.iuty 

Th&t they ahume the aumuier sides. 
We have heortB for theuij in plenty ^ 
We, ala^T are four- and -twenty ! 

They have heArte^ but fk.\\ Xssa Isi^^ 

liieyj alaa, ate avX"^ Itnq\ 
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Chorus. 

Now ye know, ye dainty roses, 
Why we bind yon into posies 

Ere your morning bloom has fled, 

Boses white and roses red ! 

IDuring this chorus AirroHio, Frakoesoo, Gioroio, and 
other Oondoliers have entered ftnoheerved by the 
Girls — at first two^ then two more, then fvur^ then 
half-ardozen^ then the remainder of the Chorus. 

Rbcit. 

Fratto, Good morroWi pretty maids ; for whom prcj»ate ye 

These fioroJ trihutes eittraordioary ? 
JTa. For Marco and Giuseppe I'almieri, 

Tbe pink and flawer q>f all the GoDdoUeti* 
Oiu, They're commg bere, us we hare heard but Utely, 

To cboose two bride* from us wlio sit sedately. 
Ant, Do all you maideas lore them ? 

Alt, Fastiotktiieiyl 

Ant, Tbeae gondoliers are to be envjpd ^eatty I 

Oior, But what of ua, who oae and all adore you ? 

Have pity on oar paaaioHf I implore you I 
Fia, These gentlemeti must make their choice before you ; 

Vit, In the meaotiuie we tacitly ignore you. 

Giu, When they have chosen two that Jeares you plenty—^ 

Tito dozen we, and ye are four-and- twenty. 
Fia, and Vit, Till then etijoy your doloefar n^inie. 
Ant. With pleasure, nobady contradiccfite ! 

SoNo.— AinroNio and Chobus. 

For the merriest fcllews are we, tra la, 
That ply on the emerald ees, tra la j 

With loving and laaghjng;, 

And quIppLug aud quatling, 
We*r£ happy as happy can be, tra la— 

As happy as hap^jy can be 1 
With sorrow weVo nothing to dO| tra la. 
And care is a thinj^ to pooh^pooh„ tia la ; 

And Jealoasy yellow, f 

Unfortunate fellow, ' 

We drown in the ehimmering blue, tra la,— 

We drown in the shimmering blue ! 

Fia, {looking of). See» see, at last they come to make their choice — 
Let us acclaim them with united voice. 

[Maroo and Giubeppe apjpaiT in gmidola at hack 
All the Oirlt, Hail, gallant gondolieri, ben' venntt I 

Accept our lore, our homage, and our duty. 

[Marco and Gidsepfb yt«mp ashore. The Girls salute 
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Duet.— Giuseppe and Marco^ with Chobus of Gieuu 

OiU m\d Mar, Eqod' giorDO, BignorbfS ! 

Oirh* GoDdolieri carieaiiiii! 

SisTDO contadinel 
Giu, and Mar, (batting), Servibori DmiliBaimi I 
Per chi quest! fieri — 

Qneati fiori belUssimi? 
Qirla* Per voi, bei' signr*ri 

O eccfilkntidBimi [ 

[2^c Girls present tMr hmqmU to GiusKPFE and 
Marco, who are overivhelined with themt and carry 
thsrn with diffi^uUy^ 
(Jiti. an^d Mary {their amtiifidl cffiower^). O fiiell 
GiriSt Euon' giomd, cnyalkn I 

Giu. and Mar. (depr^caiif^ty), Siamo g<>tidttli€ri. 

fTo KiA. anrfTirOi SJgnorina, io t'amo I 

Girls (d^precatinffiy)^ Contadi^e sianiOi 

Giu.imdMar. Signorinel 

G hh {depreoa tin^li/) * Contad me I 

(Curtse^/hig to Gitj* ancT BfAE*) CaFaUerii 

GiH. and Mar, {deprecatingi^}. Goiidolieri I 

Poveri ^ondoUeri I 
ChoriOt Buoq' gionio, sigiioriiiei ete» 

Duet,— Mabcjo asd GiuaEpFB, 

We'r& called fforidoHerv^ 
Bat tbnt'B a Yogaryj 
It'fl quite litniorary 

The trade that we ply* 
For gallAnlry noted 
Smce WQ were aburt-coAtetl, 
To Udiea devoted, 

My brother and I» 
"Whi^n momi^g is breaking^ 
|i Our coueliea f or sak i og, 

To greet tbeir awakLog 

With corola we eome^ 
At aommer day*fl nooiiiDgi 
When woflty lagootiiag, 
Our mandolins itming^ 

We lazily thmra. 
When TCBpers are ringingi 
To hope ever clinging^ 
t With fiouga of otir siaging 

A Tigil we keep. 
When daylight ia fading. 
En wrapt in night'a ehadLog, 
With soft aerenadki^ 

We lull them to sleepi 
We're cvXUd gondQ JCeti^ ^\x, . 
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Regit. — Mabco and GiusErps. 
And now to choose our brides ! 

As all are young and fair, 
And amiable besides, 

We really do not care 

A preference to declare. 
A bias to disclose 

Would be indelicate — 
And therefore we propose 

To let impartial Fate 
^^^^^^ Select for us a mate I 

AM. ■* Yi?al 

A bias to disclose 

Would be inddicatij— 
But how do they propose 

To let imjtariial Fate 

Select for them a mate 7 

Mar, These hant^kcrchiefs upon our eyea be good enough to blndi 
Gx\i* And take good care that both of us arc abBoliittly blind ; 
Both, I'hen turn U3 round— and we, with ftll convunii^ut dn^^p^itchi 

Will undertake to inariy any two of yoii we tatch ! 
AlU Ti7al 

They undertake to marry aay two of us Lhey cntch ! 

[TAe Girk prepare Ui hind their ci/es as directed, 
Teisa, (to JIakoo). Are you peeping? 

Cftu you see nie ? 
Mar. Dark 1 m keeplngf 

D&rk and dreiiiuy \ \_Sbjltf i\fU bandage, 
Vit, {to GiUflBPPit)* If >^ou're bliniied 

Triily Bay bo» 
^'tt. All right-mmdGd 

rinyera play so I [Sl\jhj (if is lantLige, 

Fia, {dei^iij^ Marco)* Conduct shady [ 

They are cheating I 
Sur^y they de- 
Serve a beating I [lUplaCes handage. 

Vit, {dHscting Gh7SEPPe)« This too much ia ; 
Maidens mocking^ 
Conduct 9uch ia 
Truly shocking I {Evinces bandage. 

All, Ton can spy, sir I 

Sliut yimr eye, air I 
You may use it by-and-by, sir I 
Ton can see, sir I 
Don't tell me, sir ! 
That will do— now let it be, sir ! 

AU the girU, My papa he keeps three horses, 

Black, and white, and dapple grey, sir ; 
Turn three times, then take your courses, 
Catch which ever girl you may, sir I 

[OiUBEPPE and Mabcx) turn round, as dix^ied^ and try 
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to catch the Girls. Business of hlind-man^s huff. 
Eventually Mabco catches Gianettb, and Giu&eppe 
catches Tessa, Tlie two Girls try to escapct but in 
vain. The two Men pass their hands over the Girls' 
fcbces to discover their identity. 

Oiu. rvfl at lenj^tlj achieved a eaptuTe I 

(Ouessinfj,) ThiBieTesaa! {Jletuooes bandaffe,) Rapture, rapture ! 
Mar, {guesung) Gianetta fate has granted ! {Eenimft^ bandage) 

Juflt thtt very girl I wa^ilcd 1 
Giu, {pditdy to Mab.) If you'd rather change— 
Tessa, My gooilneas I 

ThiB indeed ia simple nideDGs^, 
Mar, {politdf/ to Giu)» I*ve no preference whatever^ 
Oia, Liatea to him 1 Well, I never l 

[Each Man Mssea rnich Girl 

Oia, Thank you, gullant gondolier i : 

In a eet and formal measure , 

It is scarcely ticeestar^' 

To ex p res a our pride anil pleasure. 

Each of uH to prove a trefijure, 
Conjugal and monetary, 

GUdly will devote ouf leisure, 
Gay ajid gallant ffonddkri^ 

La, la, la, kj la ! etc, 

Tessa, Gay and gaUflnt ffonddteri^ 

Takfc U9 bfith and hold na tjglitly. 
You have luck extraordinary ; 

We might both have been uneii^Titly I 

If we judge youi conduct rigUity, 
^Tvf&a a choice inToluntn.ry : 

Still we thank you taoit politely, 
Gay and gallant gmdoliiri ! 

La, la, In, la, la ! et<S. ' ^ 

AH the Qirfs, To these gallant ^on^Jo^ier*, 

In a set and formal measure. 
It la scarcely necessary 

To express their pride and pleaaitTii, 

Each of U3 to prove a treasure, 
Conjugal and monetary, 

Glodly will devote her leisure 
To the oih^r gonddicri ! 

l^j laj lii, la, la ! etc. 

JJl, Fato ia this has put his finger — 

Let. us bow to Fatc^e decree, 
Then no longer let u8 linger, 
To the altar hurry we I 

T% dance off imo and Iwo^-Qia-^etta wUh Marcjo, 
Tkssa wiih Gib'SErPE]. 
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Flourish, A gondola arrives ai the Fiazzetta steps, from 
which enter the Duke of Plaza-Toeo, the Duchess, 
their daughter Casilda, avd their attendant Luiz, vho 
carries a drum. All are dressed in pompous^ hut old and 
faded clothes, 

Duke, From tiie atinny S[yiiTiUk sliore, 

Hie GTflce of Hazji-Tor^— 
Ditch, And His Grace*a Dnchess true — 

Cas, And His Oraee'a daughter^ too^ '• 

Luiz, And His Grace*a prlrate dmui 

To Vonetia's shotta have come : . 

All, And if ever^ everj ever 

They get back to Spain, 
They will nKrer^ never, never 
Crasa the aea again \ 
Duke, Keithef tliat Grandee from the Spanish shore, 

The noble Duke of PlaaE^Tor*— 
Duch, Nor hia Grace's DuGh«e«, fltaiinch and true — 

Cas, Tom mny odd, hie Gmce a dnugUier, too — 

Luiz, And bia Grace's own particalar drum 

To Tenetia'a shores any more will come. 
All, And if erer, ever, ever 

They get back to Spain, 
They will never, nev^er, never 
Cro&s the sea again I 

Duke, At laat we have arrived ft£ our destiuation. This is 
the Ducal Palace, and it is here tliat the Grand Inquisitor 
resides. As a Ca^itiMan hidalgo of uioety-five quarterings, I 
regret that I am unable to pay my state visit on a horse. As a 
Castilian hidalgo of that description, I should have preferred to 
ride through the streets of Venice ; but owing, I presume, to an 
unusually wet season, the streets are in such a condition that 
equestrian exercise is impracticable* No matter. Where is our 
suite? 

Luiz (coming forward). Your Grace, I am here. 

Duch, Why do you not do yourself the honour to kneel when 
you address his Grace ? 

Duke, My love, it is so small a matter ! (To Luiz.) Still, you 
may as well do it. (Luiz kneels.) 

Cas, The young man seems to entertain but an imperfect 
appreciation of the respect due from, a menial to a Castilian 
hidalgo. 

Duke, My child, you are hard upon our suite. 

Cas, Papa, Fve no patience with the presumption of persons 
In Ms plebeian position. If he does iiot appreciate that 
position, let him he whipped until Yio ^ooa. 
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Dvkt. Let UB hope the omission was not intended as a 
slight. I should be much hurt if I thought it was. So would 
he. {To Luiz.) Where are the halberdiers who were to have 
had the honour of meeting us here, that our visit to the Grand 
Inquisitor might be made in becoming state ? 

Laisb. Tour Grace, the halberdiers are mercenary people who 
stipulated for a trifle on account. 

Duk^ How tiresome 1 Well, let ns hope the Grand Inquis- 
itor is a blind gentleman. And the band who were to have 
had the honour of escorting us ? I see no band ! 

Luiz. Your Grace, the JMtnd are sordid persons who required 
to be paid in advance. 

Jhunh. That's so like a band ! 

DttA^e (onno^eeQ. Insuperable idifficulties meet me at every 
tnrnl 

Duck. But surely they know his Grace ? 
Imxz. Exactly — they know his Grace. 
Ihike, Well, let us hope that the Grand Inquisitor is a deaf 
gentleman. A comet-^piston would be something. Ton do 
not happen to possess the accomplishment of tootling like a 
comet-a-piston? 
I/tti2. Alas, no, your Grace ! But I can imitate a farmyard. 
Bukt (doubtfully). I don't see how that would help us. I 
don*t see how we could bring it in. 

Cos. It would not help us in the least We are not a parcel 
of graziers come to market, dolt 1 

Dvke. My love, our state's feelings ! {To Luiz.) Be so good 
as to ring the bcdl and inform the Grand Inquisitor that bis 
Grace the Duke of PlazarToro, Count Matadoro, Baron Picadoro— 
Duch. And suite — 

Duhe. Have arrived at Venice, and seek-— 
Cos. Desire^ 
Duch. Demand! 
Duke. And demand an audience. 
Luiz. Your Grace has but to command. (Rising.) 
Duke (much moved). I felt sure of it— I felt sure of it! 
(Exit Luiz into Ducal Palace.) And now, my love — (aside to 
Duchess), shall we tell her ? I think so. (Aloud to Oasilda.) 
And now, my love, prepare for a magnificent surprise. It is 
my agreeable duty to reveal to you a secret which should make 
you tne happiest young lady in Venice 1 
Cae. A secret ? 

Duch. A secret which, ibr State reasons, it has been necessary 
to preserve for twenty years. 
Duke. When you were a pi%tt^^\»XM Q\«a^\s^^sQid&a^^i^ 
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you were married by proxy to no less a personage than the 
infant son and heir of His Majesty the immeasurably wealthy 
King of Barataria ! 

Ca9. Married to the infant son of the King of Barataria ? It 
was a most unpardonable liberty I 

Duke, Consider his extreme youth and forgive him. Shortly 
after the ceremony that misguided monarch abandoned the 
creed of his forefathers^ and became a Wesley an Methodist of 
the most bigoted and persecuting type. The Grand Inquisitor, 
determined that the innovation soould not be perpetuated in 
Barataria, caused your smiling and unconscious husband to be 
stolen and conveyed to Venice. A fortnigbt since the Metho- 
dist Monarch and all hia Wesleyan Cburt were killed in an 
insurrection, and we are here to Opscortain the whereabouts of 
your hushand, nnd to hail you, our daughter, as Her Majesty, 
the reigning Queen of Barataria ! (Shea?*.) 

D'mh. Your Majesty I (^Viet?^.) 

Duh^, It is at such moments as these that one feels how 
necessary it is to travel with a full band, 

Ca%, I, the Queen of Barataria I But I*vo nothing to wear ! 
We are practically penniless I 

Duht, That point has not escaped me. Although I am un- 
happily in straightened circumstances at present, my social 
influence 1h somethincf enormous j and a Company, to be called 
the Duke of Plaza-Toro, Limited, is in course of formation to 
work me. An influential directorate has been secured, and I 
myself shall join the Board after allotment. 

Ca«. Am I to understand that the Queen of Barataria may 
be called upon at any time to witness her honoured sire in 
process of liquidation ? 

Dvjch, The speculation is not exempt from that drawback. 
If your father should stop, it will, of comw, be necessary to 
wind him up. 

(7as. But it's so undignified^— it's so degrading I A Grandee 
of Spain turned into a public company 1 Such a thing was 
never heard of I 

Duke, My child, the Duke of Plaza-Toro does not follow 
fashions — he leads them. He always leads everybody. When 
he was in the army he led his regiment. He occasionally led 
Ihem into action. He invariably led them out of it. 

Song.— Duke op Plaza-Toro. 
In enterprise of martial kind. 

When there was any fighting, 
He led his regiment liom behind 
He found it loaa excVtVag* 
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Bat when away his regfment ran, 
His pl&ce was at the fore, 0-* 
That celebrated, 
Cultivated, 
Underrated v 
Nobleman, 
The Duke of Plaza-Toro ! 

AUx Tn the first and fflremost flight, ha, ha ! 

You alwavB found that knii^hl^ ho, ha t 
That celebrated, 
CuilJVftt^d, 
Uadijrrated 
l^obleman, 
The Duke of Plaaa-Toro \ 

Wb^n, to CTade Defltjuction^H hand, 

To hide they all proccediKl, 
Ho eolrjicr in that giiUoiit band 
Hid b/tU fls well as be did. 
He lay concealed throu|L;litJut th»» wiVTi 
And 80 preserved his gor«, I 
That rtnaffccted, 
Undete^cted, 
WeiUconn&cted 
Warrior, 
The Duke of Plaza-Toro i 

AU. In every doughty deed, ha, ha 1 

He alwa3vs took Uie lead, ha, ha I 
That unRif ected. 
Undetected J 
WelUcounectcd 
Warrior, 
The Duke of Plaza-Tofo ! 

When told tiiat they would all be shot 

Unlesa they left the serrko, 
That Uefo ht skated not. 

So marvellous bia nerva ia. 
Be aent bis resigiintirtn m, 

The first of all hi a coriw^ O \ 
TKat very knowing, 
Over-fiowiag, 
Eo^^going 
Paladin, 
The Duke of Plaaa-Toro I 

AiL To tncn of grosser cIaj, lia, 1ml 

Ue alwavB showed tbe way, ba^ bat 
That very knowing, 
Over-floiving, 
Eaey-goin^ 
Paladin, 
The Duli e n f Fl n za-Toro I 
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lExeunt Duke and Duchess into Grand Ducal Palace, 
As soon as they have disappeared, Luiz and Casilda 
rttsh to each other's arms. 

Ekcitativb anxi Dufii^sro.— CAsrLDA jjfB Ltius. 
Oh^ rapture, whea ftlooe CogetJiaf 

Two loviog heartg and those Oaat bear them 
Maj join in tempomry tether, 

Thon;; h Fato n pnrt ahould rudely tenr them, 
Neccasilyj luvetitioii'a mother, 

Compelled | ^^ f to a course of feigning^ 

But left tilone with one another, 

CtW. Ai, well-beloved, 

Mine aiigry frown 
la hut a gown 
That eervea to dreaa 
My g'ZXi^XtutA^ ! 

£tft«. Ah, weiUbeloved, 

Thy cold disdaJn, 
It gifca no pain— 
'lis mercy^ played 
In masquerade I 

Both. Ah, wdl-beloTed I 

Caj&, Oh, Lm^, Luiz — what have you said I What have I 
done ! What have I allowed yoa to do 1 

ittiz, Nothings I trust, that you wili ever have reason to 
repent, {Offering to embrace her.) 

Cas. {withdrawing from him), Kay, Luiz, it may not be* I 
have embraced you for the last time, 

Luiz (amazed), Casilda 1 

Gas, I have juat leamt, to mj iurprise and indication, that 
I was wed in babyhood to the infant son of tho King of Bara.- 
tariai 

Luiz. The son of the King of Barataria? The child who 
was stolen in infancy by the Inquisition? 

Cas. The same. But, of course, you know his story. 

Luiz. Know his story? Why I have often told you that my 
mother was the nurse to whose charge he was entrusted I 

Cas. True. I had forgotten. Well, he has been discovered, 
and my father has brought me here to claim his hand. 

Lui^. But you will not recognize this marriage? It took 
place when you were too young to understand its import. 

Cas, Nay, Luiz, respect my principles and cease to torture 
mo with vain entreaties. Henceforth my life is another's. 
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Luiz, But stay — the pfresent and the future — ilvey are 
another's; but the past — that at least is ours, and none can 
ti^ke it from us. As we may revel in naught else, let us revel 
in that! 

Ca5. I don't think I grasp your meaning. 

Luiz, Tet it is logi^ enough. Ton say you cease to love 
me? 

6'as* («fcmitre?y), I mj I may not lore you, 

JaiU. But you do not Kiy you did not love me ? 

C'lUi. I loved you with a frenzy that words are powerless to 
espresfi — and that but ten brief minutes Bince ! 

Luu. Exactly. My own — ^that is, until ten minuter Etnce, 
my own^my lately loved, my recently adored^tell mo that 
until, say a quortf^r of an hour ago, I was all in all to tlioe 1 

[Km&rffc»Mi*7 Aer, 

C7aau I see your idea* It*a ingeniooa ; but don^t do that. 

Luiz* There can be no harm in revelling in the past» 

Ca^^ None whatever ; but an embrace cannot be taken to act 
retrospect! rely. 

Luh. Perhaps not I 

Vas, We may recollect an embrace — I roeoUect many — but 
we must not FO|jeat them. 

Luiz. Then let us recollect a few ! {A fnomenf$ pause, as 
ih^y rm^ledj then both heave a deep $tf/L} 

Luiz, Ah, Casilda, you were to me as the m.n Is to the earth [ 

Cos. A quarter of an hour ago ? 

Luiz. Ahont that. 

Oas. And to think that, but for tbia naiserable diBeovery, you 
would have been my own for life I 

Luu. Through lie to death — a quarter of an hour ago I 

Cos. How greedily my thirsty eajs would have drunk the 
golden melody of those sweet words a qnarter*-well it*3 now 
about twenty minutes einco, (Looking at her ttjateh.) 

Luiz. About that. In sueli a matter one cannot be lock 
procbc. 

Cos. Then, heicefortb, our love is but a memory I 

Luis&. It must be ao, Oasilda \ 

Ga9, Luizj it must be so t 

DtrKT.— Casilda and Luiz, 

JDutf. There waa a time-— 

A time for ever gon(t— nb, woe i3 ma t 
It WAH no crinio 

To love but thee alone-^otif woe is me ] 
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One heart, one life, one soul, 

One aim one goal — 
Each in the other's thrall, 

Each all in all, ah, woe is me ! 

Ensemble. Oh, bury, bury— let the grave close o'er 

The days that were — ^that never will be more ! 
Oh, bury, bury love that all condemn, 
And let the whirlwind mourn its requiem ! 

Caa, Doad as the U&t year^a lenvtsa — 

Aa gathered flowew— nh, woe is me I 
Dead as ih& garnered ebeiiTeSf 

That lovG of ours — ah, woe is me 1 
Born but to fade and dio 

When hope waa high, 
Dc4d and as far awny 

As yesterday — ah, woe lb mo I 

Etiscmhlo. Oh, buiy, hciy— let tlia grave eloM o'er, et43. 



Be-cnier from the Duoal Palac& tJie Duke and VuviiE^s, fol- 
lowed Uf Don Alhamdra Boleuo, Urn Qrand Inquisitor, 

' Duke, M J cbild, allow me tc» present to you IIU Distinction 
Don AUiambra Bolero, the Grand Inquisitur of Spain* It was 
His Distinction who so thoughtfully abstracted your infant 
husband and brouglit him to Vonic©, 

Don Al, So this is the little lady who is so unexpectedly 
called upon to assume the functions of Royalty ! And a very 
nice little lady, too ! 

Duke. Jimp, isn't she? 

Don Al, Distinctly jimp. Allow me. (Proceeds to inspect 
her — she turns away scornfuUy,) Naughty temper I 

Duke, You must make some allowance. Her Majesty's head 
is a little turned by her access of dignity. 

Don Al, I could have wished that Her Majesty's access of 
dignity had turned it in this direction. {Aside,) Prettily put ! 

Duck, Unfortunately, if I am not mistaken, there appears to 
be some little doubt as to His Majesty's whereabouts. 

Cas. A doubt as to his whereabouts ? Then I may yet bo 
saved I 

Dun Al, A doubt? Oh dear, no — ^no doubt at all I He is 
here, in Venice, plying the modest but picturesque calling of a 
f^ondolier. I can give you his address — ^I see him every day ! 
In the entire annals of our history there is absolutely no circum- 
stance so entirely free from all manner of doubt of any kind 
whatever! Listen, and I'll tell you all about it. 
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Song.— Grand Inquisitor. 

I stole the prince, and I brought him here, 

And left him, gaily prattling 
With a highly respectable gondolier, 
Who promised the Royal babe to rear, 
And teach him the trade of a timoneer 

With his own beloved bratling. 

Eoth of the babes wero strong and stoat, 

And, oonaidedng all thioga, clever. 
Of that there ib no manner of doubt— 
iTo probable, possible shadow of doubt — 
Ko posaibk doubt wbrvtRver. 

Time sped J and when at the ©ad of a year 

1 sought that Infant cberiebed, 
Til at htghly fespectftble gomJolier 
Was lyin^ a coipae on hla h amble bier^^ 
I dxcippcd' a Grand laqutsitor'a tear^ 

That gondolier bad peri&hed* 

A taste for drink, combmed with gout| 

Had doubled him up for ever* 
Of thai there is no manner of doubt — 
No probablei^ poeaible shadow of doubt^ 
Ho possible doubt whttteyer. 

But owinff, I'm mndi diapo&ed to fear, 

To his terrible taste for tipplingj 
That highly respectable gondolier 
Could Dfiver decWe with a mind sincere 
Which of the two was his offspring dear. 

And which the Royal atripling \ 

Which was which he could never mako out, 

Deaplte hia besi: endeavour. 
Of ihai there is no manner of doubt- 
No probable, po^ible shadow of doubtr^ 

No poaaiblo doubt whatovi!r« 

The childrea followed Mb old career— 

{This statement can't be parried) 
Of A highly roapcctable gondolier : 
Well, one of the two (who will soon be here) — 
But whhh of the two is not quite clear— 

Ja the Royal Prince yon married ! 

Search In and ont and round about 

Aad you'll discover aever 
A tale BO free from every dotibt — 
All iirobablCi possible ehadow of doubt — 

All posaible doubt whatever I 

6\m. Thou do you mean to say that I am married to one of 
two gondoUer^, but it ib impoesiblo to say which ? 

Bon Al. Without any doabt of any kind whatever. But be 
reassured: the nurse to whom your husband vf«a («oXxw?Xa^S^ 

111. ^ 
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the mother of the musical young man who is such a past- 
master of that delicately modulated instrument. (Indicating 
the drum.) She can, no doubt, establish the King's identity 
beyond all question. 

Luiz, Ht*avens, how did he know that ? 

Don AL Mj young friend, a G rand Inquisitor is always up 
to date. {To Ca^,) His mother is at present the wife of a 
highly respectable and old-estAblished brigand, who carries on 
an extensive practice in the mountains around Cordova. Ac- 
companied by two of my emissaries, he will set off at once for 
his mother's address. She will return with them, and if she 
finds any difficulty in making up her mind^ the persuasive 
influence of the torture-chamber will jog her memory. 

Cfaw, But, Ijieea tny beaft, conaidcr my position ! 

I am the wife of one, that's very clear; 
But who can tellj except by intuitioD, 
Which id tht Prince, and which the Gondolier? 

D(m Ali* Submit to Fate without unseemly wmogle : 
Sach ocmplicAtions frequently occur — 
Life is one cloaely complicak^d t^Lu^k ; 
Deaib is the only true unraveller ! 

QuilfTETTE. 

Casiltia, Ducttess, Luiz, Duke, Inquisitor. 

Try we life-long, wc ctm never 

StmigUten out lifers tjinf^lpd flk<^iii| 
Wh3' should we, in yaiu endGarour^ 
Guess ftnd guess ntid gtie^s again ? 
Life's a pudtlitig full of pltims, 
Carets h sjinkfr that benmnbs. 
Wherefore waste our elocution 
On impossible solntioD ? 
Life's a pleasant institution, 

Let us take it as it comes 1 

Set aside the duU enigma, 

We shall guess it all too soon ; 
Failure bring* no kind of stigma-— 
Dance we to another tuiae ! 

String the lyre and fill the cup, 
Lest on sorrow we should sup. 
Hop and skip'ta Fancy's fiddle, 
Hands across and down the middle—* 
Life's perha[^s the only riddle 

That we shrink from giving np ! 

[BxeuntaU except Grand Inquisitob into Dmal Palace. 
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Enter Gondoliers awl Contacline,/oZfott;ci hy Mabco, Giaketta, 
Giuseppe, and Tessa. 

Chorus. 

Bridegroom and bride t 

Knot tliat's iD^olublc, 

VoiccB nil voluble \ 

lUil it with pride, 
Bridegroom, and brido 1 

Hsil it with tncmmcnts 

It's ati e3c peri meat 
Frequcntlj tried. 

Eridrgroom and bridB \ 

Bridegroom a all joyfullji 

Brides, ratiier coyf iiUy, 
Stand at their aide* 
Bridegroom and brida 1 

Wc in since rity, 

Wish you proarerity. 
Bridegroom 0^ oxid&f 

Soiro. — ^T»saA. 
' When a mcny maiden marrici, 
Sorrow go*a and pleasure tarrielf 
Every sound becomes a song, 
All !a right and nothini^'a wrong I 
From to-day a^nd ever after 
Let our tear a be teaTa of langbtar. 
Erery eigh that finds a vent 
Be a sigb of awect content I 
When you marrj', merry maiden, 
Tlien the air with love is IftdcQ | 

Every Aottct ia a rosoi 
Every gooae becomes a swan. 
Every kind o£ tronble goes 

Where the last year's enows have gone I 
Snniight takes the place of ijbftdo 
When you marry, merry maid 1 

Whea a merry maiden marriefl 
Sorrow goea and pleasure tarries \ 
Every sound becomes a song — 
' All is richt, and nothmg'i wrong. 
Gnawing Care and eching Sorrow 
Get ye gone until to-morrow \ 
JealousieB in grim array, 
Te fire thinga of yepterday \ 
Whea you marry, merry maiden, 
Then tha nir with joy is laden ; 
All the corners of the earth 

Ring with music sweetly played, 
Wonj is melodions mirth, 
Gn6f is joy in masquerade ; 



324 THE GONDOLIERS; OR^ 

Sullen night is langhing day — 
AH the year is merry ASjiy ! 

\M the end of the song Don Alhambra enters at hack. 
The Gondoliers and Contadine shrink from him, 
and graducdltf go off, much alarmed. 

Oiu, And now our lives are going to begin in real earnest ! 
What's a bachelor? A mere nothing— he's a chrysalis. He 
can't be Eaid to live— he exists. 

Mar. What a delightful institution marriage is! Why 
have we wasted all this time? Why didn't we marry ten 
years ago? 

Tess, Because you couldn't find anybody nice enough. 

Oia, Because you were waiting for us. 

Mar. I suppose that was the reason. We were waiting 
for you without knowing it. (Don Alhambba comes forward^ 
Hallo I 

Oiu. If this gentleman is an undertaker, it is a bad 
omen. 

Don Al. Good morning. Festivities of some sort going on. 

Oiu. (aside). He is an undertaker 1 (Ahud.) No — a little 
unimportant family gathering. Nothing in your line. 

Don Al. Somebody's birthday, I suppose ? 

Oiu. Yes, mine ! 

less. And mine ! 

Oia. And mine ! 

Mar. And mine! 

Don Al. Curious concidence ! And how old may you be. 

Tess. It's a rude question — but about ten minutes. 

Don Al. Surely you are jesting ? 

Tess. In other words, we were married about ten minutes 
since. 

Don AL Married! You don't mean to say you are married ? 

Mar. Oh yes, we are married. 

Don Al. What, both of you ? 

Oia. All four of us. 

Don Al. (aside). Bless my heart, how extremely awkward ! 

Oia. You don't mind, I suppose ? 

Tess. You were not thinking of either of us for yourself, 
I presume ? Oh, Giuseppe, look at him— he was I He's heart- 
broken ! 

Don Al. No, no — ^I wasn't! I wasn't! (Aside,) What will the 
Duke say ? 

Oiu. Now, my man (slapping him on the hack), we don't 
want anything in your line to-day, and if ycur «urio6ity's 
satis Cied 
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D(m Al, You mustn't call me your man. It's a liberty. I 
don't think you know who I am. 

Oiu. Not we, indeed ! We are jolly gondoliers, the sons of 
Baptisto Palmieri, who ledj the last revolution. Republicans, 
heart and soul, we hold all men to be equal. As we abhor 
oppression, we abhor kings ; as we detest vain-glory, we detest 
rank; as we despise efifeminacy, we despise wealth. We are 
Venetian gondoliers — ^your equals in everything except oui 
calling, and in that at once your masters and your servants. 

Don Al, Bless my heart, how unfortunate ! One of you may 
be Baptisto's son, for anything I know to the contrary ; but the 
other is no less a personage than the only son of the late King 
of Barataria. 

All. What! 

Bon Al. And I trust— I trust it was that one who slapped 
me on the shoulder and called me his man 1 

Oiu. One of us a king ! \ 

Mar. Not brothers ! I nu^^^r^ 

Tess. The King of Barataria I [ -^^^^^^^ 

Oia. Well, who'd have thought it! j 

Mar. But which is it ? 

Don Al. What does it matter? As you are both Republicang, 
and hold kings in abhorrence, of course you'll abdicate at once. 
{Going.) 

Tes. and Oia. Oh, don't do Uiat I (Mabco and Giuseppe slop 
him.) 

Oiu. Well, a9 to that, of course there are kings and kings. 
When I say that I detest kings, I mean I detest Ixid kings. 

Don Al. I see. It's a delicate distinction. 

Oiu. Quite so. Now I can conceive a kind of king — an ideal 
king — the creature of my fancy, you know — who would be 
absolutely unobjectionable. A king, for instance, who would 
abolish taxes and make everything cheap, except gondolas. 

Mar. And give a great many free entertainments to the 
gondoliers. 

Giu. And let off fireworks on the Grand Canal, and engage 
all the gondolas for the occasion. 

Mar. And scramble money on the Eialto among the 
gondoliers. 

Giu. Such a king would be a blessing to his people, and if 1 
were a king, that is the sort of king I would be. 

Don Al. Come, I'm glad to find your objections are not 
insuperable. 

Mar. and Oiu. Oh, they're not insuperable. 

Tess. and Oia, No, they're not insuperable. 
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Qiu. Besides, we are open to conviction. Our views may 
have been hastily formed on insufficient grounds. They may 
be crude, ill-digested, erroneous. IVe a very poor opinion of 
the politician who is not open to conviction. 

Teu. (to GiA.). Oh, he's a fine fellow ! 

(?ta. Yes, that's the sort of politician for my money ! 

Don Al. Then we'll consider it settled. Now, as the country 
is m a state of insurrection, it is absolutely necessary that you 
should assume the reins of Government at once ; and, until it is 
ascertained which of you is to be king, I have arranged that 
you will reign jointly^ so that no question can arise hereafter as 
to the validity of any of your acts. 

Mar. As one individual? 

Don Al. As one individual. 

CHu. Qinking himsdf withMASLCo). Like this? 

Don Al. Something like that. 

Mar. And we may take our friends with us, and give them 
places about the Court ? 

Don Al. Undoubtedly. 

Mar. I'm convinced I 

Oiu. So am 1 1 

Te88. Then the sooner we're off the better. 

Gia. We'll just run home and pack up a few things. (Going.) 

Don Al. Stop, stop — that won't do at all — we can't have any 
ladies. (Aside.) What will Her Majesty say I 

All. What! 

Don Al. Not at |)re8ent. Afterwards, perhaps. Well see. 

Giu. Why, you don't mean to sa^ you are going to separate 
as from our wives ! 

Don Al. {aside). This is very awkward! (Aloud.) Only for a 
time — a few months. After all, what is a few months ? 

Tess. But we've only been married half an hour I ( Weeps.) 

SOKO.— GlANETTA. 

Kind sir, you cannot have the heart 
Onr lives to part 
From those to whom an hour ago 
We were united I 
Before our flowing hopes you stem, 
Ah, look at them. 
And pause before you deal this bloWy 
All uninvited I 
Tott men can never understand. 
That heart and hand 
Cannot be separated when 

Yfe go aryeamingf 
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You see, youVe only women's eyes 
To idolize, 
And only women's hearts, poor men, 
To set you bnming I 
Ah me, you men will never understand 
That woman's heart is one with woman's hand I 

Borne kind of clmrm you seem to find 
1q womankind— 
Some fioiLTCii of unisxplfitDed delight 

(Unle&s you're jesting)^ 
Bat what attmcta yon, 1 conf^as, 
I cannot ^ueSiS, 
To me a woman's fttce U quite 
Uninte resting I 
If from my sieicr 1 were torn, 
It cDiild 1m bome — 
I should, no doubt, be horrified. 

But 1 could bear it ;— 
But Marco's quite anotiier thin^ — 
He b my King, 
He has my heart, and non^ boeide 
Shall ever share it ! 
Ah m€, you meci will ne^'er under^jf^nd 
That womaa'a heart Ib one with wouiaD^a band I 

RBOlTATrV^.—dRAKD I:K'QUIBlTOtt, 

Do not give way to Ihia uncalled-for grief. 
Your separation will be very brief. 

lo ascertain which ig tbe King 

And which the other, 
To BaraUria's Drntt Tli bring 

His foattir-mother ; 
Her fotmcr nurseling to decliire 

She'll be delighted* 
That settled^ let each happy pair 

Be reumtedp 

Uar,^ Qiu.f Ten.^ Gia. Tira! His argument Is strong! 
Viva [ Well not be parted long I 
Viva I It will he settled soon i 
Viva ! Then comeis our huueymcon ! 

[Exit Don Alhambba. 

QtlAnTETTE,— TEflSA, GlAJTETTA, MARCO, GiUBKPPE. 

Qia, Then one of us will be 'ft Queen, 

And sit on a golden thrdne, 
With a crown lns|:ead 
Of a hat 5n her bead, 
And diamonds all hef own ! 
With A beautitol robe of gold and green^ 
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I've always understood ; 

I wonder whether 

She'd wear a feather ? 
I rather think she should ! 

AlU Oh ! *tis a glorious thing, I ween, 

To be a regular Royal Queen ! 
No half-and-half affair, I mean, 
But a right-down regular Royal Queen f 

ifar. She'll drive about in a carriage and pair, 

With the King on her left-hand sid^ 
And a milkwhite horse, 
As a matter of course, 

WliCQcvt^r tihc; wants to ride 1 
WiUi beautiful allTer shoes to wear 
Upon lier dainty feot ; 
With chadless stocks 
Of beautiful frocks, 
And as tnucli tis ahe ^vnnts to eat I 

All, Oh 1 Hifl a gloriona thing, I ween, etc 

TVs*. Whenever aho eond^cends to walk, 

Be sure Bbc'U ebine at Ihnt, 

With her haughty stnre, 

And her nose in the air, 
Like a Tvoll^bora ariatocTat 1 
At elegant high Bocioty talk 
ahe'U bear away the bell, 

Withher^'^Howdedo?'' 

And her "How arts you? " 
And her " Hope I s€e yoti well I *' 

All* Oh 1 'tis a glorious thinj^, I ween, etc, 

G\u, And noble lords will scrape and bow, 

And double them into two. 
And opeo xhcir eyea 
In blank surprise 
At whatever eUe likes to do. 
And eve i^ body mil roma<3ly vow 
She'ji fair as flowers in Hay, 
And sa}^, " How ckvex l** 
At whatsoever 
She condescends to say I 

Oh ! *tis a glorious thing, I ween. 
To be a regular Royal Queen 1 
No half-and-half affair, I mean. 
But a right-down regular Queen I 

EnUr Cnorus of Gondoliers aind Contadine. 

Chorus. 
Now, pray, what is the cause of this remarkable hilarity? 
Thia sudden ebullition of unmitigated jollity? 
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Has anybody blessed you with a sample of bis charity? 
Or have you been adopted by a gentleman of quality ? 

Mar, and Oiu, Replying, we sing 

As one individual, 
As I find I*m a king 

To my kingdom I bid you alU 
I'm aware you object 

To pavilions and palaces, 
But you'll find I respect 

Your Republican fallacies. 

ChoiiUm A^ they know we object 

To pavilions and pcila^GS, 
How can they r^apect 
Our EepnbUcan fallacies? 

Mabco Am^ Gnj3B:FFK. 

For every one who feels mcliticd. 
Some post we uudertake to find 
Congenial with kia pcac<i of mind— ■ 

And fill flHall equal be. 
The Chancellor in hia petukfr-- 
The Earl, tho Marqiiia, and the Doolf, 
The Groi?m, tUe Hutler, and the Ci^uk— 

They all aha II ^qual bCi 

The Aristocrats who banks with Coutts, 
The Arlatoerat who hunts and {thoot;!. 
The Aria toe ra& who cleans our boots— 
They all shall equal be 1 

The Noble Lord who rulea the State— 
The Noble Lord who cleans the plai&— 
The Noblo Lord who acnibs the grat«— 
They all abali equal be I 

The Lord High Bishop orthodox— 
The Lord High Coachman on tbe box^ 
The Lord High Vagabond in the stotiLa — 
They all shall equal be I 
Sing high, sing low, 
Wherever they go, 
They all shall tqiwl be t 

Chorut. Sing high, iing low, 

Wherever they go, 

The J all ahall equal be 1 
The Earl, the Murquifli aud the Dook, 
The Groom, the Butler^ and the Cook, 
The Aristocrat who banks with CoyttSp « 
The Aristocrat who cleans the booti, 
The Noble Lord who rules the State, 
The Noble Lord who acnibs the grate. 
The Lord High Iliahop orthodox^ 
The Lord High Yagabond in th^ ^t/^Wi — 
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Sing high, sing low, 
Wherever they go, 
They all shall equal be I 

Tbep, hail I King, 
AVhichev^ei you may bO| 

To you TTO fling, 
But do not bi^ud the kneet 

It may be th on- 
like wiae it may be thei^^ 

So, hail I O Kin^, 
Whichever you may ho ! 

Mahcjo ANi> GitTBKrpE (together)* 
Then let'i away — our island crown awaiU me— 

Conflicting ieding» rend my soul apart I 
Th€ thottglit of Koyai dignity elates me. 

But leaving thee bebind me break e my heart ! 

lAddressiiig Tiissa and Qianetta 

Tessa and GiAsraTrA {i^ethef% 
Fare w ell j^ my love ; on board you must be getting ; 

But while upon the sea you gaily roatu, 
Ecineiuber tbat a heart for thee ia fretting^ 

The tender little heart youVe left at home I 

(jficu Now, llarco dear, 

My wisbe^ near: 

\Vhile you're away 
It'i understood 
You win be good, 

And not too gay« 
To every trace 
Qf maiden grace 

Yon wiii be blind, 
And will not glance 
By aay chanco 

On womankind] 
If yon are wise, 
TouTI shut your eju 

■Till we arrive, 
And not addrefli 
A lady lasA 

Than forty-five, 
You'll pleaae to f roWtt 
On every gown 

That you may see i 
And, oh, my petj 
You won't forget 
YonVe married me I 
Oh, my darling, oh, my pet, 
Whatever else vou may forget, 
In yonder isle beyond the sea, 
Oh, don*t ioTget 7Q\x\^ maxried me I 
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Tesu Youll lay your head 

Upon your bed 
At set of Bun. 
Ton will not sing 
Of anything 

To any one. 
Youll sit and mope 
All day, I hope, 

And shed a tesr 
Upon the life 
Tour little wife 

Is pasemg h.tt^ 
And if BO b« 
Ifou think of mey 

Fleaae telJ the inooii| 
I'U read it all 
In mys thnt fall 

Ou the lagooQ ; 
Toull be £0 kitid 
Ai^ tell the wiad 

How yon may be. 
And Bend me words 
By little biida 
To comfort me 1 
And, oh, my dKrlin^, oh, tny p«t| 
Whatever else you ms.y forgi^t, 
In yonder isle beyond the seat, 
Oh, don't forget youVe married me I 
ChoTM {ikwrifig which a " Xebeqm " is Inauied almffsiJe the quay), 
Tben away we go to an island fair 

That lies in a Southern sea ; 
We know not wherej and we donH much care. 
Wherever that iflle may hs^ 
The Men (haiding on boat). One, two, three, 
Hani 1 
One, two, three. 

Haul! 
One, twoj Ihrec, 

Hani! 
With a will I 
Ml* Theo away we go, etc, 

Som),™Mabco. 
Away we go 

To a balmy isle, 
Where tbe roses blow 
All the winter while. 
AU» Then poll, yeo ho I and agaia yeo ho I {Hoiitinff sail,) 

And again yeo ho I with a will \ 
When the brecaea are a^bl owing, 
Tben our ship will be a-going, 
_ When they don't we shall all stand ftUiW 
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And away we go to the island fair, 
That lies in a Southern sea, 

mC® I know not where, and \ ^® > don't much care, 

'Wherever that isle may be ! 

\Tlie Men embarh on the ^* XehequeJ* Marco and 

Giuseppe embracing Gianbtta and Tessa. The 

Girls wave a farewell to the Men as the curtain falls. 



ACT IL 

Scene. — Pavilion in iM Court of Barataria, Marco and 
Giuseppe, magmflcently dressed^ ure seatsd on Uvo thrones, 
occupied in clmning the cromi and the sceptre. The 
Gondolier a are dmovered dremed^ some as muHierSy officers 
of rank, ct€.^ and others as private soldiers a^id servants 
of various d^grms. All are enjoying theirtselms without 
reference to social dlstincii<ms—some playitig cards, others 
throwing dice^ some rettdinj, &ihera playing cup and hall^ 
" morra,^* eJc, 

CHontSp 

Of happiness the very pith 

In Barataria yon may see : 

A monarchy that's tempered with 
Republican Equality. 

This form of government we find 

The beau ideal of its kind — 

A despotism strict, combined 

With absolute equality ' 

Marco and Giuseppe. 
Two kings, of undue pride bereft, 

Who act in perfect unity, 
Whom you can order right and left 

With absolute impunity. 
Who put their subjects at their ease 
By doing all they can to please I 
And thus, to earn their bread-and-cheese, 

Seize every opportunity. 

Mar. Gentlemen, we are much obliged to you for your 

expressions of satisfaction and good-feeling. We are delighted, 

at any time, to fall in with sentiments so charmingly expressed. 

Qiu, At the same time there is just one little grievance that 

wo should like to ventilate. 

All (angrily). What I 
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(jtV. Don't be alarmed — it's not serious. It is arranged that, 
until it is decided which of us two is the actual King, we are 
to act as one person. 

Qiorgio. Exactly. 

Qiu. Now, although we act as one person, we are, in point of 
fact, two persons. 

AnnihaU. Ah, I don't tliinl; we can go into that. It is a 
legal fiction, and legal fictioua are solemn things. Situated as 
we are, we caa't r&cognize two independent responBihilities, 

Quu No J but you can recognize two independent appetites. 
It's all very well to say we act as one person, but when you 
supply 113 with only one ration between us^ I should describe it 
as a legal fiction carried a little too far. 

AnnL It^s rather a nice points I don't like to eitpress an 
opinion off-band. Suppose we reserve it for argumeot before the 
full Court? 

Mar, Yes, but wbat are we to do in the mean time? 

AnnL I think we may take an ioterim order for double rations 
on their Majesties entering into the usual undertaking to in- 
demnify in the event of an adverse decision ? 

GiorgiQ, That, I think, will meet the case. But you must 
work hard— stick to it — nothing like work. 

Giu. Ob, certainly. We quite understand that a man who 
holds the m^i^nificent position of Kinjr should do something to 
justify it. We are called '* Your Majesty," we aro allowed to 
buy ourftelves magnificent cJothes, our subjects frequently nod 
to us In the Btrcets, the sentries a!v\?ays return our salutes, and 
we enjoy the inestimable privilcf^e of heading the subscriptions 
to all the principal cbaritieii. In return for tliite advantages 
the least we can do is to n^ake ourselves uieful about the 
Palace. 

80J10.— Giutitrpie* 

Rising early in tha fn/yfoltitf , 

We pfoc*«4 t^ IJ^Iit our flr% 
Then our M&jcity %iUif%nw^ 
Jn itji wnf kftd»v %Uhp., 

We fiiiitj*rt *ir.Hf>nl d*tftjr 
Cm the ^ui\m *,f tb« dAy« 

Firft, we pnlhh off •em* U£<rhit 
Of politic*! dmptUihtM, 

And farti^ j^ini€\tto§^mmf9n^i 

TlieD, if liDifD«M inti'i liiif7i 
We mmy hM ft U^»t f4P0t 

With tilt mml '^mmXXm Umy^ \ ** tn/l ^'iMNMit V(M^V^ 
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Or receive with ceremonial and state 
An interesting Eastern potentate. 

After that we generally 

Go and dress onr private vaUt — 
(It*s a rather nervous duty— he*s a touchy little man)-* 

>VriL(i ijome ItHkTi liieraij 

For our private Becretaij— 
He iH shaky m hia Bpelling^ bo we help him if we can. 

TheUj in view of cravinga inner, 

We go down and order amner ; 
Then we polisli the Rej^alU and the Coronation Plate — 

Spend &a hour in titivating 

All oaT GenfckmeH'in- Waiting ; 
Of we run on little errandij for the Mimateri of State, 

Oh, philoeoptieri may sing 

Of the troubles of a king ; 
Tet the duties are delightful, and the privileges great ; 

But tbe privilege and pleftHune 

That we treadure beyond measure 
li to run on little errands for t!ie Minifltera of State. 

Aiter luncBcon (making merry 
On a bun and glaga o£ sherry), 

If we've nothing particulAr to dop 
We may make a Proclamation, 
Or receive a Deputation- 
Then we pDBsibly create a Peer or two. 
Then we help a fellow-ercatnre on bis path 
With the Garter or the Thistle or the Bath, 
Or we dress and toddle qK in Bemi^State 
To a festivalj a fu action, or ^fite. 

Then we go and stand as sentry 

At the Paiaee (private entry), 
Marching hither^ marching thitiierj np and down and to and fro, 

While the warrior on duty 

Goes^ in search of beer and beauty 
(And It gentirallv happena that he hasn't far to go). 

Ho relieves us, if he's ahlo» 

Juat in time to lay tbe table^ 
Then ire dine and serve the coffee, and at half-pa»t twelve or one, 

With a pleasure that's emphatic. 

We retire to oar attic 
With the gratifying feeling that onr duty has been done I 

Oh, philosophers may sing 

Of the troubles of a King, 
But of pleasures there are many and of troubles there are none ; 

And the culminating pleasure 

That we treasure beyond measure 
Is the gratifying feeling that our duty has been done I 

[Exeunt aU hut Maboo and Giuseppe. 

Oiu, Yet it really is a very pleasant existence. They're all 

BO extraordinarily kind and considerate. You don't find them 

wanting to do this, or wantmg to do thaty or saying, '* It's m7 
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turn now." No, they let us have all the fun to ourselves, and - 
never seem to grudge it. 

Mar. It makes one feel quite selfish. It almost seems like 
taking advantage of their good nature. 

Qiu, How nice they were ahout the double rations. 

Mar, Most considerate. Ah I there's only one thing wanting 
to make us thoroughly comfortable— the dear little wives wo 
left behind us three months ago. 

Giu, It U dull wiUiout female society. We can do without 
everything else, but we can't do without that. 

Mar. And if we have that in perfection, we have everything. 
There is only one recipe for perfect happiness. 

Sotro.-rMABoo. 

Take a paii of' sparkling eyea^ 

Hidden, ever and aaon, 
In A tn^Tciful eclipBt^ 
Do not ]j€€d tbeir mild surpdie— 
Having passed the Eubicoii. 
Take a pair of fos}' lips | 
Take a figure trimlj* planned — 
Sudti ag ad mi rati OD whets 
(Be pardcular jn tliis) ; 
Take a tender little hand. 

Fringed i^ith dainty fLOgerctt«% 
Pfflas it — ia percntbesis \-^ 
Take all these, yau kcky man^- 
Take and keep them, li y(»a can [ 

Take a pretty little cot — 

Quite a miniature affair— 

Hnng about with trellised vinC| 
FomiBb it upon the f pot 

With the treaflures ricL add rare 
I've endeavoured to define, 
liiTe to love aod love to live— 
You will ripen at your tase, 

Growing on the sunny side- 
Fate has nothinp^ more to give. 
Yoa'M a dainty man to |>IeaBe 
If you are not satis Sed. 
Take my counsel, happy man ; 
Act trpon it, if yon can I 

Enter Chorus of Contadine, running in, W l^j Fiahetta and 
ViTTOETA- Tk^ij ore mnt % oil iJie Ex-GondoUerSt ^^o 
welcome them heartUy, 

Chobub of Gontadins* 
Here we are, at the risk of onr lives, 
From ever so far, and we*T^ brooght yonr wiTea^ 
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And to that end weVe crossed the main. 
And we don*t intend to return again I 
Fia. Though obedience is strong, 

Curiosity's stronger — 
We waited for long, 

Till we couldirt wait longer. 
VU* It*s imprudent, we know, 

But without your society 
Existence was slow, 

And we long for variety— 
All, So here we are, at the rbk of our lives, 

From ever so far, and we*ve brought your wives— 
And to that end weVe crossed the main, 
And we don't intend to return again 1 

Enter Tessa and Gianbtta. Thsy rush to the arms of 
Giuseppe and Mabco. 
Qiu. Tessa! 

Tess. Giuseppe I 

Gia, Marco I 

Mar* Gianetta ! [Enibrace. 

Tessa and Gianbtta. {Alternate lines,) 
After sailing to this island- 
Tossing in a manner frightful, 
We are all once more on dry land — 

And we find the change delightful. 
As at home we've been remaining — 

We've not seen you both for ages, 
Tell me, are you fond of rQigQing ? 

How's the food, and what's the wages? 
Does joDjf new employment plense ye ?— 
'riaw doe» Koyalialng strike you? 
Is it difficult Of easy ? 

Do you think your Biibject^ like you ? 
I am nnxiooa to elioitj 

Is it plain and easy steermg? 
Take it altogether, ia it—- 

Better fun than gondollering? 
Chortu, Wo nhnll all go on requestlngt 

Till you tell ub, never doubt it, 
Everything is intereating, 

Teil iiAi tell uB all about it 1 
Is the populace exacting? 

Do they keep you at a distance ? 
All unaided are you acting. 

Or do they provide assistance ? 
When you*re busy, have you got to 

Get up early in the morning ? 
If you do what you ought not to, 

Do they give the u&ual warning ? 
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With a horse do they equip you ? 

Lots of trumpeting and dramming? 
Do the Royal tradesmen tip ]rou ? 

Ain t the livery becoming? 
Does your human bein^ inner 

Feed on everything that nice is ? 
Do they give you wine for dinner ? 

Peaches, sugar-plums, and ices ? 
Chorus, We shall all go on requesting, 

Till you tell us, never doubt it ; 
Everything is interesting, 

Tell usj tell us all about it ! 

Mar. This is indeed a most delightful surprise ! 

Teas. Yes, wo thought you'd like it. You see, it was like 
this : After you left we felt very dull and mopey, and the days 
crawled by, and you never wrote ; so at last I said to Gianetta, 
"I can't stand this any longer; those two poor Monarchs 
haven't got any one to mend their stockinp, or sew on their 
buttons, or patch thoir clothes — at least^ 1 hope they haven't — 
let us all pack up a change and go and see how they're getting 
on." And she said, •* Done," and they all said, " Done ; " and wo 
asked old Giacopoto lead us his boat, and he said, ''Bone; ** and 
we've crossed the sea, and, thank goodness, ihafs done ; and 
here we are, and — and — Tve done 1 

Gia. And now — which of you in Kiog ? 

Tess. And which of ua ia Queen ? 

Oiu, That we ahan^t know uotil Kurso turns up. But 
never mind that — tho question is, how shall we celebrate tho 
commencement of our honeymoon ? Gentlemen, will you 
allow us to offer you a magnificent hanq^uet? 

All. We will! 

Giu. Thanks very much ; and what do you say to a dance ? 

Tess. A banquet and a dance I Oh, it's too much happiness ! 

Choisub. 
We will dance a cachucha, faadangc}, bolcru^ 
Old Xerea we'fl driuk — Man^uuilla^ fit 011 be ro^- 
For wine, wheu it run3 in abuticlnnce, enhiinccH 
The reckless delight of that wildest of dances 1 
To the pretty pltter-pitter-patter, 
And the clitleT-cIitterHjlittcr-clatter — 
C I i U cr— cl itter— c t utter, 
l^itter — itiLter — fiAttcr 
We will dnncG a cnchocha, f andai>go, bolero ; 
Old Xerca we'll drink — Mouzanilla, Mont^ro— 
Forwine, wiien it r tine in ftbttndflnce, enliancea 
The reckkss delight 0! thnt wildest of duiicea I 

OACHUCnA.. 
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Tilt dance is interrupted by the unexpected appearance of Don 
Alhambba, who looks on with astonishment. Marco and 
Giuseppe appear emharrassed. The others run off. 

Don Al. Good evening. Fancy ball ? 

Oiu, No, not exactly. A little friendly dance. That's all. 

Don. Al. But I saw a groom dancing, and a footman I 

Oiu. Yes. That's the Lord High Footman. 

Don Al. And, dear me, a common little drummer-boy ! 

Mar. Oh no ! That's the Lord High Drummer Boy. 

Don Al. But surely, surely the servants' hall is the place for 
these gentry? 

Giu. Oh dear, no! We have appropriated the servants' 
hall. It's the Hoyal Apartment, and we permit no intruders. 

Mar. We really must have some place that we can call our 
own, 

Don AL (puzzicd). Tm afraid Tm not quite eqi^l to the in- 
iellectual presaure of the conversation* 

Gill. You see^ the Monarchy has been re-modelled on Re- 
pubUc:in principles. All depArtments rank equally, and every- 
ixxly is at the head of hia departmeot. 

Don AL I see. 

Mar. Vm afraid you're annoyed. 

Don Al. No. I won't say that It's not quite what I 
expected. 

Oiu. I'm awfully sorry. 

Mar. So am I. 

Oiu. By-the-by, can I offer'you anything after your voyage ? 
A ])late of macaroni and a rusk ? 

Don Al. {preoccupied). No, no — nothing — nothing. 

Giu. Obliged to be careful ? 

Don Al. Yes — gout. You see, in every Court there are dis- 
tinctions that must be observed. 

Giu. (puzzled). There are, are there ? 

Don Al. Why, of course. For instance, you wouldn't have 
a Lord High Chancellor play leapfrog with his own cook. 

Giu. Why not? 

Don Al. Because a High Lord Chancellor is a personage of 
great dignity, who should never, under any circumstances, place 
himself in the position of being told to tuck in his tuppenny, 
except by noblemen of his own rank. 

Giu. Oh, I take you. 

Don Al. For instance, a Lord High Archbishop might tell a 
Lord High Chancellor to tuck in his tuppenny, but certainly 
noi a cook. 
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Olu, Not even a Lord High Cook ? 

Bon AL My good friend, that is a rank that is not recognized 
at the Lord Chamberlain's ofiBce. No, no, it won't do. 1*11 give 
you an instance in which the experiment was tried. 

SoNO.— Don Alhambra. 

There lived a King, na Tve been loH, 
Tn the wonder- wo rkmg days <>f ohi, 
Wiicn hciTtf^ ware twice afl good as gold. 

And twenty times as hicUow. 
Good-tempeT triujiipbcd in bie fneo, 
And in ilia ben rt he found a fvlmce 
For all tbe erring buna an moe 

And ©very wretched fellow. 
TVlien he had Rheniah wine to drink 
It made him very aad to tliinfc 
That flome, at jimket or at jink, 

MflBt bfi content with toddy, 
Ht^ wished all men as rich as h<i. 
(And he wos rich &a rich eould btsj, 
So to the top of crerj' troo 

Promoted everybody. 

Mar» and Oiu. Kow, that'i the kind of King fof m^^ 
Tie wiahed all men as rich as he, 
So tf> the top of e\^er\' tf»e 
Promoted everybody I 

Lord CbMJcellorB wore cbeap as «pratS| 
And B1 shops In their shovel hats 
Were plentiful aa tabby cat* — 

In point of fact, too many, 
Ambassadora ciropped up like bny. 
Prime Ministers and such ns tliey 
Grew like aspfltTogiis in Mflyj 

And Diikea were three a penny. 
On every aide Field Marshals fjloamedj 
Small beer were Lords Lictitemint dcicmcd^ 
With Admiralii the ocean teemed 

All round his wide dominionR, 
And Party L&aders you mig'ht meet 
In twos and thrEea m every fitrert, 
Maintaining, with no little bettt, 

Their various opinions* 

Mar, and Giu, N(sw thaf a a sight you eonldn't beat— 
Two Party Leaders in each atrcctj 
filain twining, with no little heat. 
Their various opinions ! 

That King, although no oue denlci 
His heart was of abnormal Biie^ 
Yet he'd have acted otherwise 
If he had been acnter. 
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The end is easily foretold, 

When every blessed thing you hold 

Is made of silver, or of gold. 

You long for simple pewter. 
When you have nothing else to wear 
But cloth of gold and satins rare, 
• For cloth of gold you cease to care— 

Up goes the price of shoddy* 
In short, whoever you may be. 
To this conclusion you'll agree, 
When every one is somebodee, 

Then no one's anybody 1 

Mar, and Giu, Now that's as plain as plain can be. 
To this conclusion we agree — 
When every one is somebodee. 
Then no one's anybody 1 

Tessa and GianetUa enter unobserved. The two Girls, impelled 
hy curiosity^ remain listening at the hack of the stage, 

Don AL And now I have some important news to communi- 
cate. His Grace the Duke of Plaza-Toro, Her Grace the Duchess, 
and their beautiful daughter Casilda — I say their beautiful 
daughter Casilda — have arrived at Barataiia, and may be here 
at any moment. 

Mar, The Duke and Duchess are nothing to us. 

Don Ah But the daughter — the beautiful daughter I Aha ! 
Oh, you're a lucky fellow, one of you I 

Qiu, 1 think you're a very incomprehensible old gentle- 
man. 

Don Al, Not a bit — I'll explain. Many years ago when you 
(whichever you are) were a baby, you (whichever you are) were 
married to a little girl who has grown up to be the most beau- 
tiful young lady in Spain. That beautiful young lady will be 
here to claim you (whichever you are) in half an hour, and I 
conf^ratulate that one (whichever it is) with all my heart. 

Mar, Married when a baby I 

Tess. and Qia. (aside). Oh! 

Giu. But we were married three months ago ! 

Don Al. One of you— only one. The other (whichever it is) 
is an unintentional bigamist. 

Mar, and Giu. (bewildered). Oh, dear me ! 

Tess. and Qia, (coming forward). Well, upon my word I 

Don Al. Eh ? Who are these young people ? 

Tess. Who are we? Why, their wives, of course. We've 
just arrived, 
I>on Al, Their wives I Oh, dear, this is very unfortunate. 
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Oh, dear, this complicates matters! Dear, dear, what will the 
Duke say ? 

Gia, And do you mean to say that one of these Monarchs 
was already married ? 
I Tess, And that neither of ns will be a Queen ? 

Bon Al, That is the idea I intended to convey. (Tessa and 
GiANETTA hegin to cry,) 

Oiu. (to Tessa). Tessa, my dear, dear chUd— • 

Tess. Get away ! perhaps it's you ! 

Mar. (to Gianette). My poor, poor little woman ? 

Oia. Don't. Who knows whose husband you are I 

Tess. And pray, why didn't you tell us all about it before 
they left Venice ? 

Don AL Because if I had, no earthly temptation would have 
induced these gentlemen to leave two such extremely fasci- 
nating and utterly irresistible little ladies I (Aside,) Neatly 
put! 

Tess. There's something in that. 

Don Al. I may mention that yon will not be kept long in 
suspense, as the old lady who nursed the Hoyal child is at 
present in the Torture Chamber, waiting for me to interview 
her. 

Oiu. Poor old girl. Hadn't you bettor go and {>ut her out of 
her suspense ? 

Don Al, Oh no— there's no hurry — she's all right. She has 
all the illustrated papers. However, I'll go and interrogate her, 
and, in the mean time, may I suggest the absolute propriety of 
your regarding yourselves as single young ladies. 

lExit Don Alhambba. 

Tess. Well, here's a pleasant state of things I 

Mar. Delightful. One of us is married to two young ladies, 
and nobody knows which ; and the other is married to one 
young lady whom nobody can identify I 

Gia. And one of us is married to one of you, and the other 
is married to nobody. 

Tess. But which of you is married to which of us, and whal*a 
to become of the other ? {About to cry,) 

Giu. It's quite simple. Two husbands have mini aged to 
acquire three wives* Three wives — two husbands, (Jteckonmg 
up.) That's tvvo- thirds of a husband to each svife. 

Tess. Oh, Mount Yesuvius, hero we ore \n arithmetic! My 
good sir, one can't marry a vulgar fraction I 

Giu. You've no right to call me a vulgar fraction. 

Mar, We are getting rather mixed. The aituation U tm^ 
tangled. Let's try and comb it oat^ 
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Quartette.— Marco, Giuseppe, Tessa, Gianetta, 

In a contemplatiYe fashion, 

And a tranquil frame of mind, 
Free from every kind of passion. 

Some solution let us find. 
Let us grasp the situation, 

Solve the complicated plot-« 
Quiet, calm deliberation 

Disentangles every knot* 

Tea, I, no doubt, Giuseppe wedded — The Others, Ir. a con- 

That's, of course, a slice of luck, [templative fashion, etc. 
He is rather dunder-headed. 
Still distinctly, he*s a duck. 

Gia, I, a victim too of Cupid, The Othert, Let us grasp 

Marco married — that is dear. [the situation, etc. 

He*s nartlcularly stupid, 

Still disthictly, he*s a dear. 

Mar, To Gianetta I was mated ; I%e Othert, In a con- 

I can prove it in a trice : [templative fashion, etc. 

Though her charms are overrated, 
Still I own she*s rather nice. 

Giu. I to Tessa, willy-nilljr, The Others, Let us grasp 

All at once a victim feU. [the situation, etc. 

She is what is called a silly, 

Still she answers pretty well. 

Mar, Now when we were pretty babies 

Some one married us, that is clear— 

Gia, And if I can catch her 

I'll pinch her and scratch her. 
And send her away with a flea in her ear. 

Giu, He, whom that young lady married, 

To receive her can*t refuse. 
Tess, If I overtake her 

1*11 warrant I'll make her 

To shake in her aristocratical shoes 1 

Gia, (to Tess.), If she married your Giuseppe 

You and he will have to part— 
Tess, (to Gia.). If I have to do it 

I'll warrant she'll rue it — 

I'll teach her to marry the man of my heart! 

Tess. (to Gia.). If she married Messer Marco 

You're a spinster, that is plain— 

Gia, (to Tess,), No matter— no matter, 

If I can get at her 
I doubt if her mother will know her again ! 

AU, Qiiet, calm deliberation 

Disentangles every knot I 

{Exeunt^ pondering. 
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March. Enter procession of Retainers, heralding approach of 
Duke, Duchess, and Casilda. All three are now dressed 
with the utmost magnificence. 

Chorus. 
With dncal pomp and ducal pride 
(AQnoimce those comera, 
O ye kcttle-driiTiiTnLTs I) 

She Goni.efl to el mm the Rojal hauil— 

(Proclaim their Graces, 

ye dotible ba^^ses !) 
Of tlie King who rules thia goodly land* 

{Ye brazen braaaea ban^ I) 

Duke, This p^tlite attention touch e?9 

Heart of Duke and heart of Ducheas, 
Duch, Who fe^i^n their pet 

With profound rujret* 
Duke, She of beauty was a model 

Wlien fl tiny tiddle-toddle, 
Duck, And at twenty-one 

Ske'3 excelled by none! 
All, Witb ducal p&mp and dncal pride, etc 

Duke (to his attendants). Be good enough to inform His 
Majesty that His Grace the Duke pf Plaza-Toro, Limited, has 
arrived, and begs 

Cos. Desires. 

Du4ih. Demands. 

Duke, And demands an audience. (Exeunt, attendants.) 
And, now, my child, prepare to receive the husband to whom 
you were united under such interesting and romantic circum- 
stances. 

Cos. But which is it ? There are two of them 1 

Duke. It ia true that at present His Majesty is a double 
gentleman ; but as m^n as tho circttmstances of his marriage 
are ascertained, he will, ipm fuctOf boil down to a single gentle- 
man — thus presenting a unique exnmple of an individual who 
becomes a single man and a married man by the same operation. 

Duch. (severely). I have known instances in which the cha- 
racteristics of both conditions existed concurrently in the same 
individual. 

Duke, Ah, he couldn't hav0 been a Pksia-Toro. 

Cas, Wtjll, whatever happens, I shall of course be a dutiful 
wife, but I can never love my husband. 

Duke. I don't know. It's extraordinary what unprepossessing 
people one can love il oao gives one'i mind to it. 
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Duch, I loved your father. 

Luke. My love — that remark is a little hard, I think? 
Rather cruel, perhaps ? Somewhat uncalled for, T venture to 
believe? 

Ducli, It was very difficult, my dear ; but I said to myself, 
" That man is a Duke, and I will love him." Several of my 
relations bet me I couldn't, but 1 did — desperately I 

SosG.— Duchess. 

On the day when I was wedded 

To your admirable sire, 
I acknowled^ that I dreaded 

An explosion of his ire. 

I was overcome with panic— 

For his temper was volcanic, 

And I didn't dare revolt, 

For I feared a thunderbolt I 

I was always very wary, 

For his niry was ecstatic^ 
His refined vocabulary 
Most unpleasantly emphatic* 
To the thunder 

Of this Tartar 
I knocked under 
Like a martyr ; 
YiThen intently 

He was fuming, 
I was gently 

Unassuming — 
When reviling 

Me completely, 
I was smiling 
Very sweetly ; 
Giving him the very best, and gettmg back the very worst — 
That is how I tried to tame your great progenitor — at first 1 

But I found that a reliance 

On my threatening appearance, 
And a resolute defiance 

Of marital interference, 

And a gentle intimation 

Of my firm determination 

Tn see what I could do 

To be wife and husband too. 

Was all that was required 

For to make his temper supplC} 
And you couldn't have desired 
A more reciprocating couple. 
Ever willing 

To be wooing. 
We were billin^^ 
We were cooing 5 
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When I merely 

From him parted 
We were nearly 
Broken-hearted— 
YiThen in sequel 

Remiited, 
We were equal- 
Ly delighted. 
So with double-shotted guns and colours nailed unto the mast| 
I tamed your insignificant progenitor— 4tt last ! 

Ca«. My only hope is that when my husband sees what a 
sliady family ho has married into he will repudiate the contract 
altogether. 

Luke, Shady? A nobleman shady, who is blazing in the 
lustre of unaccustomed pocket-money? A nobleman shady, 
who can look back upon ninety-five quarteriogs? It is not 
every nobleman who is ninety-five quarters in arrear— I mean, 
who can look back upon ninety-five of them I And this, just 
as I have been floated at a premium ! Oh, fie ! 

Buck, Your Majesty is surely unaware that directly your 
Majesty's father came before the public he was applied for over 
and over again. 

Duke, My dear, her Majesty's father was in the habit of 
being applied for over and over again — and very urgently 
applied for, too— long before he was registered under the Limited 
Liability Act. 

Recitative.— DuKB. 
To help unhappy commoners, and add to their enjoyment, 
Affords a man of noble rank congenial employment ; 
Of our attempts we offer you examples illustrative : 
The work is light, and, I may add, it*s most remunerative I 

Duet.— DuKB and Duchess. 

D\iJi$^ Sm^iU tUlej and orders 

Tor M&yora and Eecordcrs 
1 get— and theyVe hijijhly dcHzhted— 
DvLch. They're highly dclight&d l 

Dake* BLP.^s baroneted, 

Sham Colonel'i gftzetted, 
And Elecond-rfflte Aldcrmea kaightrJ— 
DucK Yes, Aldermen knighted, 

DiikB^ Foundation-stone laying 

I Jmd very paying : 
It addfl a lar^a sum to my making^^ 
Lwih. Larf^e puin to his ma tings, 

Duhs* At charity dinners 

The best of speech-spinners, 
I get ten per cent, on the takings— 
Dwlu One-tenth of the takings. 
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Dvi&K I present any lady 

Whose conduct is shady 
Or smacking of doubtful proprlely-* 
Dxiiie. Doubtful propriety. 

i>ucA. When Virtue would quash her, 

I take and whitewash her, 
And launch her in first-rate society'— 
D^kke. First-rate society ! 

Duch. I recommend acres 

Of clumsy dressmakers — 
Their fit and their finishing touches--* 
/)uA«. Their finishing touches. 

Dwih^ A sum in addition 

They pay for permission 
To say that they make for the Dnclicss— • 
Dvke^ They make for the Duchess I 

Duke. Those pressing prevaUers, 

The ready-m&JQ juniors^ 
Quote me aa tJieir great donljle-barrcl-^ 
Duch, Their great double-hikrruL 

Uu/ie, I allow them to do ao, 

Thoagh KiibinBon Craaoe 

Wouid ]ib at their wearing-appaTOl I 
Duch, Such wcarmg-Appard I 

JJiUie, I sit, by sfelpctioo^ 

Upon the direction 
Of fteveml Comp^nies^ bubbly— 
Duch, All Companies' bubble ! 

Duke, As soon as thc^y're tloatcd 

Tin freoly bank-noted — 

Fm firttty well paid for my trouble I 
Duch, He's "paid for hia trouble ! 

Duch, At middle-class party 

I play at ^carU-^ 
And Vm by no means a beginner— 
Duke (sigwficandy). She's not a beginner. 
Duch, Tn one of my Btatioa 

The remuneration— 
Five guineas a-night and my dioner-* 
Duke, And wine with her dLnncr* 

Duch, I write letters blalaot 

On medicinea patent-^ 
.And use any other you mustn't^— 
Duke, Believe me, you mustii't— 

Duch, And vow my complexion 

Derives its perfection 
From somebody's soap-^which it doesn^t'— 
Duke {siffTiifiuantly}. It certainly doesn't I 

Duke, We're ready as witness 

To any one'6 fitness 
To fill any place or preferment— 
IhicA, A place ot piefecment. 
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DwiK We*re often in waiting 

At junket ot feting^ 
And sometimes attend an interment— 
D\i.lit^ We like an interment. 

Both. In short, if yon*d kindle 

The spark of a swindle, 
Lure simpletons into your clutches^— 
Yes ; into your clutches. 
Or hookwink a debtor, 
You cannot do better 
Dxuih^ Than trot out a Duke or a Duchess^* 

DviJie, A Duke or a Duchess 1 

EnUr Maeco and GiusEPrE. 

Duhe. Ah 1 their Mnjesties. (^Botus with f/7*eut ceremofij/J) 

Mar. Tiie Duke of Piaza-Tore, I bolie?o ? 

Duke, The same, (Maboo and Giltseppe ofer to shalce hands 
with him. The Duke houFs eereinoniously. They eudrnvouv i& 
imitate him.) Allow me to prcBent 

Qia. '\hQ young Indy one of us marrietl? 

[Maeoo and Giuseppe offer to shake ha^ida mih her, 
Ca91L13A curtsiss formally* They endeavmir to 
imitate, her. 

Cas. GentLemen, I om tho mosi obedient aervaQt of oue of 
you. {A$ide.) Ob, Luh 1 

Duke. I am dow about to address mya^lf to the gentleman 
whom ray daajrhter married j the other may allow his attention 
to wan<lcr if he likes, for wliat I am about to say i3oea nut 
concern him. Sir, you will find in this young lady a combiua* 
tion of excellences which you would uearch for in vain in any 
young lady who liad not the gocd fortune to he ray daughleiv 
There is some little doubt as to which of you ia the gentleman 
I am addressing, and which ia the pentleman who ia allowing 
his attention to wander; but when tlmfc doubt Is solved ^ I shall 
say (still addreBeing the attentive gentleman), " Take her, and 
may sh» make you happier tlian Iier mother has made me." 

Duck Sir I 

Duke. If possible. And now tkere is a little matter to which 
I think I am entitled to take exception, I come here in Biato 
with Her Grace the Dncheaa and Her Majesty, my du ugh tor, 
and what do I find ? Do I find, for instance, a guard of honour 
to receive me? Ko. The town illuniinated? No, Refresh- 
ment provided ? No, A Koyal i^alwte fired? Nc. Triumph il 
arches erected ? Ko- The bells set ringing ? Yes — one — r 
Visitors', aod I lan;^ it myself. It ia not enough. 

Qiu, Upon my honour, Fm T^iry sott^*, \iviX^ ^o^ -ms,^ 



ihil 
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broufi^ht up in a gondola, and my ideas of politeness are confined 
to taking off my hat to my passengers when they tip me. 

Buck. That's all very well, but it is not enough. 

Giu, ril take off anything else in reason. 

Duke, But a Royal Salute to my daughter — ^it costs so little. 

Cas, Papa, I don*t want a salute. 

Qiu, My dear sir, as soon as we know which of us is entitled 
to take that liberty she shall have aa many salutes as she likes. 

Mar, As for guards of honour and triumphal arches, you 
don't know our people — they wouldn't stand it. 

Giu. They are very off-hand with us — very off-hand indeed. 

Dukt, Oh, but you mustn't allow that — ^you must keep them 
in proper discipline, you m\:st impress your Court with your 
importance. You want deportment — carriage — manner — 
dignity. There must be a good deal of thia sort of thing — 
(6w««wcs«) — and a littio of this sort of thing — Qmdnt&%\ — and 
possibly just a sowp^n of this sort of thing I— (iustness) — and 
BO on. Oh, it's very useful, and moit efli*ctivo. Just attend to 
mo. You are a king — 1 am a subject. Very good — 

Quintette.— Duke, Duchess, Casilda, Marco, Giusbpfb. 
Dvlie. I am a courtier grave and serious 

Who is about to kiss your hand : 
Try to combine a pose imperious 
With a demeanour nobly bland. 
Mar. and\ Let us combine a pose imperious 
6'm. J With a demeanour nobly bland. 

[Marco and Giuseppe endeavour to carry out his tw- 
struction8, 

Dnhe. That's, if anything, too unbending — 

Too aggressively stiff and grand ; 

\They suddenly modify their attitudes. 
Now to the other extieme you're tending— 
Don't be so deucedly condescending ! 
Vuch, and \ Now to the other extreme you're tending— 
Cas, j Don't be so dreadfully condescending ! 

Mar. and \ Oh, hard to please some noblemen seem I 
Oiu, ) At first, if anything, too imbending I 

Off we go to the other extreme — 
Too confoundedly condescending ; 

Duke, Now a gavotte perform sedately— 

Offer your hand with conscious pride ; 
Take an attitude not too stately, 
Still sufficiently dignified. 

Mar, and \ Now for an attitude not too stately, 
Oiu. } Still sufficiently dignified. 

[They endeavour to carrtj out his instructions. 
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JhiM (beating iinie,) 

Oncely, twicely— oncely, twicely — 

Bow impressively ere you glide. [They do so. 

Capital both — youVe caught it nicely ! 
That is the sort of thing precisely ! 
Duch. and \ Capital both — ^they've caught it nicely ! 
Cat, 3 That is the sort of thing precisely I 

Mar, and ) Oh, sweet to earn a nobleman's praise ! 
Giu, } Capital both — weVe caught it nicely ! 

Supposing he*s right in what he says, 
This is the sort of thing precisely ! 

[Gavotte. At the end exeunt Duke and Duchess, 
leaving Casilda mth Mabco and Giuseppe. 

Oiu, (to Marco.) The old birds have gone away and left the 
youDg chickens together. That's called tact. 

Mar, It's very awkward. We really ought to tell her how 
Vfe are situated. It's not fair to the girl. 

Giu, Undoubtedl}', but I don't know how to begin. (To 
Casilda.) a — Madam 

Cos. Gentlemen, I am bound to listen to you ; but it is right 
to tell you that, not knowing I was married in infancy, I am 
over head and ears in love with somebody else. 

Oiu. Our case exactly ! We are over head and ears in love 
with somebody else I (Enter Tessa and Gianetta.) In point 
of fact, with our wives I 

Cos. Your wives ! Then you are married ? 

Tcs8. It's not our fault, you know. We know nothing about 
it. We are sisters in misfortune. 

Cas, My good girls, I don't blame you. Only before we go 
any further we must really arrive at some satisfactory arrange- 
ment, or we shall get hopelessly complicated. 

QuiNTETTB.— Mabco, Giuseppe, Tessa, Gianetta, Casilda. 

All, Here is a fix unprecedented I 

Here are a King and Queen ill-starred I 
Ever since marriage was first invented 
Never was known a case so hard ! 
Mar, and ) I may he said to have been bisected, 
Giu, I By a profound catastrophe ! 

Gia,, Tess.j \ Through a calamity unexpected 
and Cass, } I am divisible into three ! 
All, Oh, moralists all, 

How can you call 
Marriage a state of nnitee, 
When excellent husbands arc biscctcd| 
And wives divisible into thcee^ 
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EiUcr Don Alhambba, followed hy. Duke, Duchess, and aU 
the Choras, 

FllTALE. 

Kecitative. — Don Alhambba. 
Now let the loyal lieges gather ronnd — 
The Prince's foster-mother has been found ! 
She will declare, to silver clarion's sound, 
The rightful Kin^ — ^let him forthwith be crowned ! 
Chorus, She will declare, etc. 

[Don Alhambba hrings forward Inez, the Prince* b 
foster-mother. 

Test. Speak, woman, speak — 

DuJce» 'W^^t^ all attention— 

Gia, The news we seek — 

Cas. This moment mention. 

Ditch, To us they bring— 

Don Al, His foster-mother. 

Mar, Is he the Eang ? 

Giu, Or this my brother ? 

AU. Speak, woman, speak, etc. 

Becitatiyb.— Inez. 
The Royal Prince was by the King entrusted 
To my fond care, ere I grew old and crusted ; 
When traitors came to steal his son reputed. 
My own small boy I deftly substituted ! 
The villains fell into the trap completely — 
I hid the Prince away — still sleeping sweetly ; 
I called him " son " with pardonable slyness — 
His name, Luiz ! Behold his Royal Highness ! 

^Sensation, Luiz ascends the throne, crowned and robed 
as King, 
Cas, (rushing to his arms), Luiz I 
Luiz, Casilda! (Embrace,) 

All, Is this indeed the King, 

Oh, wondrous revelation I 
Oh, unexpected thing ! 

Unlooked-for situation! IThey kneel, 

Marco, Giaketta, Giuseppe, Tessa. 
This statement we receive- 

With sentiments conflicting ; 
Our thoughts rejoice and grieve^ 

Each other contradicting ; 
To those whom we adore 

We can be reunited — 
On one point rather sore^ 

But, on the whole, delighted I 
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Casilda, Luiz, Duke, and Duchess. 
Luiz, When others claimed thy dainty hand, 

I waited — waited — waited — waited, 
Duke, As prudence (so I understand) 

Dictated — tated — tated— tated. 

Cat, By virtue of our early vow 

Recorded — corded — corded — corded, 
Duch, Your pure and patient love is now 

Rewarded — warded — ward ed — warded, 

Aii» Then bail, King of a Golden Land, 

And the high-born bride who claims his hand* | 
The past is dead, and yon gain your own, 
A royal crown and a golden throne I 
Mar, and Giu, Once more gonddieri^ 

Both skilful and wary, 
Free from this quandary 

Contented are we. 
From Royalty flying, 
Our gondolas plying 
And merrily crying 

Oxa '' preme," '' tialil'* 

AH, So, good-bye cacbncha, fandango, bolero-— 

We'll dance a farewell to that measure— 

Old Xeres, adieu — Manzanilla — Montero-* 

We leave yon with feelings of pleasure I 

CUBTAIN. 
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KisoTTO, one of the Tamovrat—just mflrried to Hinestra. 

Beppo. 

Teresa, a Village, Beauty^ loMif ^ Alfredo^ and in hve with herself, 

Ultrice, in love with, and detested by, Alfredo. 

Nita, a Dancing Girl, 

MiNESTRA, Bisotto's Bride, 

TamorraSf Monks^ Village Girls, etc, 

ACT; I. 

EXTERIOR OF ELVINO'S INN, ON A PICTURESQUE 

SICILIAN PASS. MORNING. 

ACT IL 

EXTERIOR OF A DOMINICAN MONASTERY. 

MOONLIGHT. 

Date— Early ih the 19th Century. 
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ACT L 

Scene. — A mountain Inn on a picturesque Sicilian pass. A 
range of mountains, with Etna in the distance. In the 
middle distance, a Monastery on a steep rocky elevation. 

As t/ie curtain rises, a procession of Dominican Monks winds 
down the set pieces on to the stage. 

Chauitp. 
fSiiitvtrt I 
^mii:i( Uxtt 

MotiKdtxa mtstitiigimvai 

iiS\}m, oUa^t nciiMl 

llr, jilrrumquf, 
^^rilcr r^urttitJtf I 

{^The procession of Moaka exiL As they are goiiitf off, 
GioBaio, a mernb^ of ihs Tamorra SecrH Society^ 
appears on the set, and tmicjtes them off^ As soon 
as the coast is dear, he comes down, and beckons 
to the rest of the hand^ who, headed by Luioi, 
appear from various entrances^ and coma down 
mysteriously. 

Chohus of TAJaORaAS. 
We are inembers of a Secret Society, 

Working by the moua's tiDCcrtain disa ; 
Our motto is " Ecvenge Tritbout Anxiety"-* 

That hf ^'ILhoiit ctmcceBaftTy risk j 
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We pass our nights on damp straw and squalid hay 

When trade is not particularly brisk ; 
But now and then we take a little holiday, 

And spend our honest earnings in a frisk. 

Solo. — Giorgio. 

Five hundred years ago, 
Our ancestor's next door neighbour 

Had a mother whose brother. 

By some means or other, 
Incurred three months* hard labour. 

This wrongful sentence^ though. 

On his head he contnved to do it, 

As it tarnished our scutcheon. 

Which ne*er had a touch on. 

We swore mankind should rue it ! 

AJAm Yes— yes—yes I 

We swore mankind should rue it I 

So we're members >of a Secret Society, 
Working by the moon's uncertain disc ; 

Our motto is "Revenge without Anxiety"— 
That is, without unnecessary risk. 

Enter from Inn, Blvino di Pasta. 

El. Bless my heart, what are you all doing here? How 
comes it that you have ventured in so large a body so near to 
the confines of civilization ? And by daylight, too I It seems 
rash. 

Oio. Elvino, we are here under circumstances of a romantic 
and sentimental description. We are all going to be married ! 

El. What, all of you? 

Lui, One each day during the next three weeks. What do 
you say to that ? 

EL Why, that it strikes at the root of your existence as a 
Secret Society, that's all. And who is to be the first ? 

Oio. The first is Eisotto, who went down to the village this 
morning, disguised as a stockbroker, to be married to Minestra, 
and we expect the happy couple back every minute. The next 
is Giuseppe, he's to be married to-morrow, Luigi on Thursday, 
and so on until we are all worked off. As we are twenty-four 
in number, that will occupy twenty-four days, which are to bo 
passed in unceasing revelry — ^and our captain, Arrostino, intends 
to confer upon you the benefit of our custom. 

El. There I think he is right. I am out of wine just now, 
but I have a family prescription for fine old crusted Chianti, 
which I will send to the ueaxeal clciemlet to be compounded at 
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once. There's only one thing for which I must stipulate ; let 
these revels be as joyous, as reckless, as rollicking as you please 
—only, let them be conducted in a whisper. 

Lui, What, because we are a Secret Society ? We are not 
as secret as all that. 

El, No ; but because there is a considerable portion of a poor 
old Alchemist on the second floor who is extremely unwell. You 
wouldn't go for to disturb the dying moments of a considerable 
portion of a poor old Alchemist ? 

Qio. You are unusually considerate. What's the matter 
with him ? 

M. Why, the poor old boy is continually blowing himself up 
with dynamite in his researches after the Philosopher's Stone. 
Well, that's nothing — it's all in the day's work, and he's used 
to it. But this time ho has blown himself up worse than usual, 
and several of the bits are missing ; if you come across anything 
of the kind they are his, and I'm sure you'll behave honourably, 
and give them up at once. 

Q%o» We swear. 

El, Bless you 1 Now, the Alchemist has hitherto paid for 
his board and lodging in halfpence, with a written undertaking 
to turn them all into gold as soon as his discovery is com- 
pleted ; consequently the dictates of common humanity prompt 
us to give him every chance. (JVbise of explotnon mithin,) Up 
he goes again 1 Excuse me one minute, while I go and collect 
him. 

lExit Elvino. 

Enter Chorus of Village Girls, dancing, and heralding the 
apj^oach (/Risotto and Minestba. 

Chobus of Gibls. 
Ck)me all the maidens in meny community ; 
Gay and jocose, 

Hither we wend. 
Risotto, Minestra, are knitted in unity ; 
Nobody knows 

How it will end. 
Risotto is handsome and really delectable- 
Stalwart and tall : 

Second to none. 
Minestra, nice-looking and very respectable. 
So we are all— 

Every one. 

Mn Soj^e'^jareall- 

Every one* 
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Enter Eisotto and Minestba. 

Duet. — Risotto and Mimbstra. 
Min, If you please, I*m now a member of your band — 
His, If you please, she's — 
Mm, Kow allow me, pray, to speak 

I am married — 
Rh, She's my wife, you understand, 

Min, If yon interrupt. 111 leave you in a week. 
His, I really think I mif^ht — 

Min, You are very impolite ! 

His, But I wanted to explain — 

Min» Well, now, there yon go again I 

If you kindly will permit me, 

I can perfectly acquit me : 
rmslady! 
JRis, She^B a lady I 

Min, Very good^ thc^n I refrain t 

jRis, Allow me to pre Bent to you— iny iflrife I 
Min, I tbittk you*d better keep her to your.^tiir, 

His. She's the treasure and the pleasun! of my lifc^ 
Min, I dare say—tiiitil she's laid upon the shelf I 

His, She^H a poem, g^he'^ a Bong — 

Min, (relefUinff), You don't me,an it — go along I 
His, I shiiU loYfi her when abe'e grey I 

Min, TrVill you really ?'-I dare E&y ; 

With your eoiippin^ and 3'our sn^irling 1 
His, You're n, dear, and you^ra a d.irllu^ ! 

Min, Do you mean it ? 
His, Yes, I mean it 1 

Both, Oh, my darling I Oh, my dear I 

Enter AbrostiKo. 

Gio, Three secret cheers for the Captain ! 

All (pianissimo). Hurrah I hurrah ! hurrah 1 

Arr, How do? How do? Ah I the bride and bridegroom. 
Allow me. {Kisses her,) Charming — at least I think so — 
another. {Kisses her again,) Yes, charming. Risotto, my poor 
fellow, accept my condolences. 

Bis, Condolences I You don't see anything wrong with 
her? 

Arr, With her? Oh no — ^not with her. My dear friend, 
she's bewitching. (2b Minestba.) You are bewitching, aren't 
you? 

Min, I believe I'm nice. 

Arr, You do? I'm delighted to hear it on such good 
authority. 

^is. Still, I don't see why you should condole with me. 
^rr. Pon't you? Never mViid — you will. Now tell me, 
Afinestra, candidly — what vvaa it yoM ^«iW VolYyel \.^ ^.dmi.e ? 



THE MOUNTEBANKS. 359 

It's not his face, of course ; nor his figure — we'll put them out 
of the question. It can't be his conversation, because he hasn't 
any. 

Min. I don't know. He's got a way with him. 

Arr. Has he got it with him now ? 

Min. I don't know. I suppose so. 

Arr. (imperatively). Risotto, give us an example of the way 
you have with you. 

Bis. It's something like this — (bueinesa of ogling). 

Arr. Oh, but my dear girl^r«illy — dear, dear, dear I 

Min. (apologetically). You've got to be nearer to him for it 
toteU. 

Arr. Welly but even thenl Now, look at it in cold blood. 
Tbiok of it ten years hence—when the novelty's worn off. 

Min. It does look foolish from here. Oh, I almost wish I 
hadn't t 

Ris. My dear I {Gontoling her.) 

Min. Don't — Pm so inexperienced \ 

Arr, I suppose ao. Pity — pityl Hever mind — next time 
you'll be older. How^ girk, I have Eome news for you : the 
Duke and Duchess of Pallavicini are to paas throuo^h tbo village 
tiiia eveninjt on their way to Palormo, You don*t see a real 
Duke and Duchess every day, so the beat thing you can do is 
to run down and prejiare to receive thcta» 

Isi GirL A real Duke and Ducheaal Ob, that will be 
delightful 

Chorus of Girls. 

Only thmki a Duke and Duclieeg \ 

Oh, but we are lucky luBsee \ 

Hie wc to our lookiDg-glasaea 
For tL few artistic toachea* 
Let us decorate our tr«ascs 

Ere the ^and prcKiession pngaca^ 

And receive the oppi^r clas^ta 
In our most becoming diesaes ! 

Solo. — Minbsi^il^, 

Go and wa»h yom pretty facei, 
Dress in libboius and m Ij^ce^^ 
Or aspect from both their tiracei 

A well-merited rebi^ke \ 
And yoni hair I pray you frizz it-^ 
For it L^n't often— ia it ? — 
That yon^re f&roured with a viait % 

• From a D neb ess and a Duk«l ^ 
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Chorus. 

Tes, we*ll wash our pretty faces, 
Dress in ribbons and in laces, 
For it isn't often— is it V — 
That we're favoured with a visit 

From a Duke and from a Duchess, 

From a Duchess and a Duke ! 

\Exeunt Girls — all but MiirajsTHA. 

Arr. Now then, to business. Anything to report ? 

Gio, Yes. A travelling Englishman passed our encampment 
this morning. 

Arr. Good. We have a vendetta against all travelling 
Englishmen. The relation of our ancestor's neighbour was 
arrested by a travelling Englishman. Well ? 

Oio, No — very bad. The cowardly ruffian was armed, 

Arr, What a lily-livered hound! That's so like these 
Englishmen. This growing habit of carrying revolvers is the 
curse of our profession. Anything else ? 

Lui, Only an old market-woman on a mule. 

Arr, Well, we have a vendetta against all old market-women 
on a mule. The principal evidence against the relation of our 
ancestor's neighbour was an old market-woman on a mule. 
Did you arrest her ? 

Lui. We were about to do so, but she passed us in silent 
contempt. 

Arr. Humph! This growing habit of passing us in silent 
contempt strikes at the very root of our little earnings. Of 
course you could do nothing r 

Gio. Nothing whatever. You see, as we are all to bo 
married in the course of the next three weeks, we are bound, 
as men of honour, to hand over our personal charms in the 
same condition of substantial and decorative repair that they 
were in when we captivated these confiding creatures. 

Arr. Naturally. It is plain that a man who offers a girl his 
hand, and comes to claim her with his arm amputated at the 
shoulder, is no longer in a position to fulfil his contract. A man 
who proposes with a Roman nose and turns up at the altar with 
a snub is guilty of flat dishonesty, on the face of it. At the 
same time, that's no reason why you shouldn't pick off the bits 
of cotton wool in which you are in the habit of putting your- 
selves away at night. (Picking scraps of wool from the coats of 
PiETRO and Giorgio.) To people who are unacquainted with 
the circumstances it might look a little unmanly. I don't know 
—perhaps not, {Replacing the scraps of wool on their coats.) 
However, take heart. I bax^ ciii eiTiler^TlsQ in hand which 
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promises the very maximum of profit with the very miDimum 
of risk. The Duke and Duchess — I believe we have a venaetta 
against all Dukes and Duchesses ? 

Gio. The judge who sentenced the relation of our ancestor's 
neighbour would have been a duke if they had created him one. 

Arr, The scoundrel! Then I intend to secure this Duke 
and Duchess. 

Qio, Ah I But how ? Remember the motto of our band — 
" Heroism without risk.'* 

AvT, We shall do it diplomatically, of course. In the first 
place, we shall seize on yonder naonastery 

Lui, When the monks are asleep ? 

Art, Why, of course — and dress ourselves in their robes. In 
the mean time, Minestra, disguised as an old woman, will lure 
the Duke away from his escort and into our power. 

Min, /think I could do it better as a young woman. 

Arr. Nonsense, you little goose — ^you know nothing at all 
about it I Listen I 

SoNG^ — Arkostino, 
Tbe Duke and the Dncli^as as thc^y trarcl i.hrf>iif;!i Uio Innds 

With the clips of their whips and tbeir high jorry hu I 
Will pasa by the rocfc where that monastery itntida, 
la a flrst^cliLsa fine-folk fnghlon, 

With their hv^h jerry Bo I 
Their poatilion in vermilion 
And the rattl^i of tbeii catt!&|. 
And their higb jerry ho I 

Chorus, ^Vith their high jeiry ho 1 ete, 

Mineatra they'll find as tt ttJtterinj^ uhl (sfotio^ 

\V ith hcTmonna and her ^oiitia ftnd lier higli Jpiry ho I 
Who bfta tumbled down the roak| and h Ivinj^ nil nloiKt, 
Aiid h€r criefl will exciU thcif eompjuitiifjji— 
With her high jerry ho I 
An d her crop [jer so i m prope r, 
And her fu»By» - ' Lawk ha' nuiupy,** 
And her high jeiry ho 1 

Chorus. With her high jerry bo* I «!«« 

She'll bep thiit the iJtike will ennvrv lirr to tbn frUrHf 

With ihfiir splint arid their Vmi mu] \hAf \i\\Ax Jnrry lif^ ! 
TbeTi he'll tnkfc htr up M ntir-i' rliriniyU tlif^ l-riiiulik.*- Ji,ni| 
the briaiv ; 
And her woet to tbe monkf ih**]! explnln ihotfii 
With their biffh jnrv bo I 
With their wrAppmgi ana th«ir f trapping;!, 
With their caekle on diaobylon— 
Their high jerry ho I 
Chorus, With tJidr h{|^ Jerry ho I ete« 
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By this time the monks will have fallen in our clutches, 

With their cries of surprise and their high jerry ho ! 
And, disguised in their robes, well receive the Duke and 
Duchess ; 
And in custody close we*ll detain them, 
With their high jerry ho ! 
And the pusses of those cusses, 
And a ransom very handsome 
And a high jerry ho I 

Chor\a* With their high jerry ho ! etc. 

[Exeunt alL 

Enter Alfbedo. 

Recitatiyb.— Alfbedo. 
Teresa ! little word so glibly spoken 1 
Take pity on a heart that's all but broken I 
Teresa 1 one-word poem trisyllabic ; 
An Eastern ode in sensuous Ara6ic — 
Would that thou wert as tender in thy nature 
As in thy soft and tender nomenclature I 

B ALLADi^Al.FRE POi 

Bedecked in fa^hi^n trim, | 

With everycurl a^qiii vet f ^ 

Or lea pin f:, lig^ht of limb, , 

O'er rivulet and river ; 
Or Bkippin^ o*er the len 

On daJlodil and daisy ; 
Or atr«t<:hed beneiith a tfi-e, 

All InngabbiDg and lazy — 
• Whatever be her mood j 

Be sbe demurely prwds, 
Or Iftngtii shingly Utj ; 
My lady driv«a me trdzy 
In vain her heart ia wooed. 
Whatever be her mood 1 

What profit should I gain 

Suppose she loved mc dearly ? 
Her coldness turns my brain 

To verge of madness merely. 
Her kiss — though, Heaven knows, 
To dream of it were treason— 
Would tend, as I suppose, 
To utter loss of reason I 
My state is not amiss ; 
I would not have a kiss 

Which, in or out of season, 
Might tend to loss of reason : 
What profit in such bliss ? 
A fig for such a kiss 1 

-^/5^ What shabby things a mail vn\\ 3lO ^lien he's eaten np 
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with jealousy I But what a comfort those shahby things are 
to bim I To prevent Teresa joining the Tamorras with the other 
girls, I was mean enough to bribe & farm girl to lock her in her 
room ! I'm disgusted with myself for having stooped to such 
a contemptible act. Still, Fm very glad I did it. 

Enter Teresa. 

Alf, Teresa ! You here ? 

Ttr. Didn't expect me, I fancy? 

Alf, No— I 

Ttr. Locked me in my room, didn't you ? Wellj I escaped 
through the window. 

Alf. Nwver thought of the window I However, you are too 
late — the Tamorraa have gone. Ahl forgive me; I couldn't 
bear the thought of your spending the day with thera. 

Ter. My dear Alfredo, now do you rc4il]y think I am the sort 
of girl who would throw herself away iipou a contemptibltJ out- 
law ? Why, rd much sooner marry ^mi I 

Alf, (delighied). You would? Hy darling 1 {Putiing his 
arm round her.) 

Ter, Infinitely. Don*t! 

Alf. Why not? 

Ter. It's II liberty. 

Alf. But after the tender avowal you have just made, surely 
I may be permitted ■ 

Ter. My dear Alfredo, you jump at conchisions, I said I 
would rather throw myself away on a respoc table young farmer 
than on a contemptible outlaw. But 1 haven*t the smallest 
intention of throwing myaelf away on either. 

Alf. Teresa, have some pity on me ; I am so desperately in 
love with you, I have founded my hopes of huppiuesa upon 
you, for you are the very air I breathCj the very sunlight of 
my life! 

Ter. You are, of course, quite at liberty to profit by any light 
I may happen to emit ; but without wishing to my a word that 
would hurt your feelings, it is only right to tell you that I hjok 
a great deal higher than a mere clodhopper, ¥or you do hop 
clods, you know. 1 

Atf, I have certainly hopped some in my time. 

Ter^ It's not my own idea. To be quite candid with you, I 
have often wondered what people can see in me to admire. 
Personally, I have a poor opinion of my attractions. They are 
not at all what I would have chosen if I had bad a voice in the 
matter. But the conviction that I am a remarkably attractive 
girl is so generally entertained that, in coramou motoi^^Vl^^ 
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bound to yield to the pressure of popular seDtiment, and to look 
upon myself as an inefifective working minority. 

Alf. But you used to like me. 

2fer. Decidedly. Personally, I entertain a great admiration 
for you. I think you extremely good-looking. 

Alf, (delighted). Teresa! 

Ter» But the general opinion on the subject of your good 
looks is so entirely against me that (again regarding myself as 
an inefifective working minority) I feel bound to yield to the 
pressure of popular prejudice, and admit that you cannot be as 
good-looking as I feel sure yon are. 

Alf, (despondingly). Perhaps not. 

Ballad* — Tehesa. *" 

It's my opinioa— though I own 
In thiakiog io Vm quite nlonc-^ 

In aome respects I'm but a fright. 
Ftju like my faatureBi I supp(yac7 
Pm diaappointed wita my jioae t 

Some mve about it — perhnp» they^re right 
My figure just eeti olf a, fit j 
But when they &oy it's ejcquiaiJe 

(And they do say eo), tliot's too itfong. 
I ho^ Ym not wliat people call 
Opinionated I Alter oil, 

I'm but a goose, and may be wrong ] 
When charms enthral 
There's some excuse 

For measures strong ; 
And, after all, 

I'm but a goose, 

And may be wrong I 

My teeth are very neat, no doubt ; 
But, after all, they may fall out : 

1 think they will — some think they won*tt 
My hands are small, as you may see, 
But not as small as they might be, 

At least, /think so — others don't 
But there, a girl may preach and prate 
From morning six to evening eight. 

And never stop to dine, 
When all the world, although misled, 
Is quite agreed on any head — 

And it is quite agreed on mine t 

All said and done, 
It's littie I 

Against a throng 
I'm only one. 
And possibly 

ImaybeYriousl 



THE MOUNTEBANKS. 365 

fffer. Now, come and talk It over, like a sensible boy. {Thty 
sit— he at her feet.) Gome, tell me all about It. You know you 
used always to confide your little troubles to me. 

Alf. Pve nothing to say, except that I'm over head and cars 
in love with you. 

Ter, Now, first of all, you mustn't say "you;" It's too 
personal. Say, " I'm over head and ears in love with Teresa i " 

Alf, Well, so I am. 

Ter. Poor boy ! Well, I can quite understand It, for, with all 
her faults, she's far and away the nicest girl hereabouts. Now, 
look at it sensibly. If you, a pUin younK man, married a coit- 
spicuous beauty (for, after all's said and done, that's what It 
comes to), you would be under a perpetual disadvantage from 
sheer force of contrast; and as for Jealousy — well, I've known 
Teresa since she was quite a little girl, and, take my word for 
it, she would keep yon on chronic tenterhooks. Now, If you 
married a thoroughly plain girl — ^like Elvino's nieoe Ultrlco, fur 
instance — 

Ultbiob enter 8 f and overhear t what/olUnut, 

who couldn't possibly, under any circumstances, give you the 
least uneasiness on the score of her personal attractions— yuu 
might count on being as happy as two thoroughly unattractlvu 
little birds could reasonably expect to bo. 

Alf. Ultricel What do I want with Ultrlce? She follows 
me everywhere. She worries my life out 

Ter. Ultrlce is quite a good sort of girl; and as to her personal 
appearance, why, you'd get used even to that in a couple of 
years I 

Ultbiob camee forward, 

QUABTETTE.— UlTBICE, TeBESA, AlFBEDO, AND AFTEllWABDS 

Elvino. 
Vlt, Upon my word, miss 1 

Ter, Oh, it's yon, miss I 

How d'ye do, miss ? 
Didn't know you 
Overheard, miss I 
Ult, Oh, you spiteful — 

Ter. (curtseying). How politef ul ! 
Ult. One I owe you, 

Tou tittUng, tattling, reckless, rattling, twopenny-ha'ponnj 
parcel of vanity 1 * 

Ter. High gentility, amiability, both combined with true humility I 
Ult. Tou mischief -making, character-taking, clicking clackinf bit 

of inanity I 
Ter. Play propriety, or society may suppose it's inebriety. 
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Alf* Now, ladies, pray yoa, listen to me. 

Dicky-birds in uieir nests agree. 

If they can do so, do so too. 
Ter, and Ult, What has it, pray, to do with ^ou ? 
Ult, Dicky-birds don't^ to gain their ends, 

Depreciate their absent friends. 
Ter, Dicky-birds don't, whatever they hear. 

Forget that they are hdies, dear ! 
All Three* Dicky-birds tweetle, tweetle tweek, 

Whidi may be silly, and does sound weak ; 

But dickey-birds don't, whatever they hear, 

Forget that they are /adt05, dear 1 

Enter Elvino. 

Eh Now, pray you, attention 1 Fye something to mention 

That onght your approval to win — 
UU, {iiUerrapting), And dicky-birds never, or rarely, endeavour— 
El, Now, ladies, a truce to this din 1 

Ter, {interrupting). And dicky-birds don't — 
El, Be quiet 1 

Ter, I won't I— 

El, My fortune's about to begin — 

The Duke and Duchess (their quality audi is)-*- 
Themselves, and their kith and kin — 
Ult, (interrupting). And dicky-birds try to — 
Ter. (interrupting). And you too— and I too — 
El. Are going to stop at the inn I 

All Three. mat I 

El, They're going to stop at the inn ! 

All Three. mat I 

El, They're goin^ to stop at the inn ! 

Ult, The Duke and Duchess fall into our clutches ? 

A penance, no doubt, for some sin ! 
Ter, Perhaps it's his ngure, too portly for vigour. 

He's stout, and he wants to be thin ! 
Alf» At least their intention shows great condescension. 

For comfort they can't care a pin : 
Indifferent eating — 
UU, Hard beds and damp sheeting — 

Ter. (I hope they've some Keating) — 

All Three, Afford a poor greeting 

To people who stop at this inn I 

Elvino. The Others. 

For excellent eating. Indifferent eating. 

Good beds and warm sheeting, Hard beds and damp sheeting 

That never want Keating, (I hope they've some Keating), 

Afford a good greeting Affoid a poor greeting 
To people who stop at my inn ! To people who stop at this inn I 

El, I don't know how I shall accommodate them. My only 
bedroom is occupied by the exploded Alchemist, who is much 
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too incomplete to be moved. There's the scuUery. Do you think 
they'd put up with a shakedown in the scullery ? 

Alf, I don't know. The Duke is an ^wful stickler for etiquette. 
TJlt. He gave an inkeeper at Palermo six months because he 
used his pocket-handkerchief in his presence. 
I Ttr. And he fined the Mayor of Syracuse a hundred crowns 
because he didn't. 

I EL This is terrible, I know I shaU make some foartul mis- 
take with these ptsoplo I I've never in my life addressed auybody 
of higher rank than an Oil and Italian Warehouaetimn 1 
Alf. My good sir, they're not people — they're PerBonagea, 
EL Of oouirso they are I There I eo— puttiog my foot iato 
it at the first go off I K I cotiJd only practise a little I Now, 
if you'd be m kind— mo very kind — as to impersonate the Dti^e, 
just for a dress rehearsal of the reception (Fve got a lot of 
beautiful clothes left behind by some Btrolliug players iti pawn 
for tliuir bill), you elmll be treated with all the coaeideration due 
to yonr eXRlted rank, and have the entire run of the bar, except 
rum-shrub ! 
Alf, It's a tempting offer. But I must have a Duchess. 
M. Of course you mu^t^ (Jaicfe.) How many Duchesses go 
to a Duke ? 

Alf^ Only one at a time. 
EL You don't say so ? 

Alf* Yes — Dukes are very partioular about that. 
EL Dear me 1 {M<i^^ Well, here are two to choose from 
— my cousin Tereisa and my niece U]trice*-botb cbanniaiir- 
TJIL and Ter, What's tbat? 

EL Well, one charming and one— umphl Will that do? 
m. and T&r. That will do. 

EL Now, come; we've no time to lose. Choose yont Duchess 
and begin, 

QuARTKTTE,— Alfredo, Ut,TRTCK, Teresa, as"j» Elvino, 
Alf, (to TeeesA.) Fair iii(U(i> take pity on my stzite ! 

Loak down with ejcfl compassioniita 
On my condition lonely | 
Kor think oie too impfirtinent, 
If I implore you to relent. 
And my Hweet Duclies^ represent 
On ^U occaaioQ only { 
Tifm X dmttk yott, slri but it would be 

PresumptuoftS, indeed^ m me 

To p«raoDate a DncheBa. 
But I know one who'd have the face 
To JQmp at mimicking her Graefi ; 
3^0 compLimGnt seem a oat of place 
^ _ 1 _ . Pet rauity that touches. 
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UU, D'you mean me, miss ? 

Ter, I mean you, miss, 

All above* 
Uit. You're too free, miss, 

Ter, Try it, do, miss — 

There's a love ! 
Ult, I agree, miss ! 

Ter, That's explicit : 

Take your ground t 
Ult, You shall see, miss. 

Ter, Wouldn't miss it 

For a pound ! 
Ult, Though your spite all bounds surpasses, 
ray attention, I beseech you. 
Manners of the upper classes 
I shall be most pleased to teach you* 

Ter, Thank you, dear— pray, take your station-— 
Malice soon will spread the rumour. 
It will be a personation 
Teeming with unconscious humour I 

Ensemble. 
Ultbics. Alfsxsdo, Tkresa, ahd Elvino. 

Watch me as I take my station, Watch her as she takes her station, 
Spread abroad the welcome Malice soon will spread the 
rumour. rumour. 

No attempt at provocation It will be a personation 

Touches my extreme good Teeming with unconscious 

humour. humour. 

UU, Now, look at me, 

And you will see 
How ladies grand 
Present their hand ; 
It's copied from the highest ladies in the land* 

Ter, 1 always thought 

A lady ought 
To walk with grace 
And not grimace ; 
But that, it's very evident, is not the case* 

Ult, Then as they walk. 

They blandly talk. 
And look at us 
With eye-glass — thus — 
And what they'll have for dinner they, perhaps, discuss* 

Ter. It would appear 

They flout and fleer. 

Stick up their nose, 

Turn in their toes — 

Tou*re teaching me gratuitously, I suppose ? 

^/« Then as she takes her place upon the throne that is prepared, 
The people bow tbem to t\xe ground^ and every head is bared, 
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They keep their proper places as she looks them through and 
through — 
Ter, And I suppose they try to keep their countenances too ? 
If that is what is called Court etiquette, it's very plain 
The ways of high society I never shall attain ; 
It seems you must be ill-bred, and as awkward as can be, 
Which is A B C to you, my love, but difficult for me. 

\Extunt Elvino, howing before Alfredo and Ultrice, 
Teresa following and mimicking Ultrice's walk 
and gestures. 

Charivari without. Enter Chorus of Girls, running and 
heralding the approach of Pibtbo, Babtolo, and Nit a. 
TiETRO is driving a PcUermo donkey-cart, Bartolo is 
dressed as a down, Nita as a rope-dancer, Bartolo 
cnrries a big drum and Pandean pipes. 

Chorus op Girls. 

Tabor and drum ! 
Mum Tilers have como \. 

Hey for their Miumnicrfj 

Frolic and ilummtry \ 
For to my dull 
Cormtit-iHed ekuU 

Notliinf^ Hublunary 

iCquals biifFooticiy I 
Folk of otir kind 
Frequently find 

hlokesi Uiat £^T« sensible 

Incompr^hemiblCi 
Here, I admit. 
Genuine wit^ 

As a commodity-, 
Ranks below oddity* 

Solo (Pietro) a»d Chorus. 

Come, strike up, Mr. Merriman, while I inform the universe, 
In metrical and tuny verse — 
Bar, In metrical and tuny verse — 

Pic, That here's an exhibition that's highly intellectual — 

To see it we estpect you all — 
Bar, To see it we expect you all. 

Pie, Come, empty all your pockets, for I'm not a common mount4»- 
bank, 
I've money in the County Bank— 
Bar, He's money in the County Bank. 

Pie, And 1 can give you value for your coppers insignificant— 

And I'll return 'em ifl can't — 
Bar, And he'll retnm 'em t/he can't* 

lU. *t^ 
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SoNO.— Bartolo. 

Though I'm a buffoon, recollect 
I command your respect I 

I cannot for money 

Be vulgarly funny, 
My object's to make you reflect! 
True humour's a matter in which 
I'm exceedingly rich. 

lb ought to delight you, 

Although, at first sight, you 
May not recognize it as sich. 

Other clowns make you lau^h till you sink| 
When they tip you a wink ; 

With attitude antic, 

They render you frantic — 
I don't. I compel you to think I 

For, oh, this Is a world of inamccrrity and trouble^ 

Aiad joy is imbecility, and happmeus a hubblcj 

And you're a lot of butterflies who flutter throuf^h a ftummer, 

And Wb a oioutitebaiik, and Vm a miserable niuinmfr! 

All. Wb poMlble the world is msiniierity and troublo. 

And happintBSf for all I knoW| is nothing but a t3«bbl& ; 
Perhiijjs wemR3^ bebiittcrflies who flutter through fiJfiiiinmer, 
But youVc, without a daubt, a vert/ miserable mummer! 

Hita {dancinff)^ Vve a dance 

That came from Fnmoe 

Not long ago — 
IVa worthy of your silver and your coppoi; 
It*s my own, 
And I alone 

Its mazes know^* 
It's graceful and particularly proper. 
I assist 
As soloist, 

Upon a squeeze. 
On the trumpet and the kettledrum sonorons. 
I've a song 
That's just as long 

As you may please — 
Twenty verses, and each verse has got a chorus ! 

Ml, Now that's the kind of merriment you ought to set before ns ; 
Only fancy— twenty verses, and each verse has got a chorus. 
To such an entertainment we could listen for a summer ; 
But save us from the humour of this melancholy mummer ! 

Fie, Oh, you lucky people I Oh, you fortunate villagers I A 

perfectly remote and altogether obscure corner of Europe favoured 

with tlie presence of a company of artists whom all the crowned 

Leads of Europe are quarrelling to possess I ( To Bartolo.) Solo, 

if you please, expressive oi a ^eneial withdrawal of ambassadors 
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from all the European Courts. {Flourish,) The Czar of Russia 
is no longer on terms with the Empress of New York because 
I visited her first. A lady, you know 1 As a man of gallantry 
r couldn't refuse. But, mum! I must be discreet. (^oBartolo.) 
SuIg, if you please, expressive of the honourable silence of a self- 
respecting man of gallantry, (Bartolo flourishes his drum- 
sticks and pretends to play Pandean pipesy hut without eliciting 
any sound,) Now, what do you think we come for ? 

All, Gold! 

Pie. Gold? Bah I Try again. 

AIL Silverl ^^^ . 

Fie. Silver ? Wby, wcVe sick of goK! and sikor ! 

Bar. Could you oblige me with my last ucck'a saliry ? 

Fie, Gold! {'Ihking a handful from his pocket and looking 
al a in diiigusL) Ugh I {Shuddering,) Hert;— catch 1 (AbotU 
to throw U to theTfi,) Stopl On secotjd thoughta it will only 
give you id ens above jonr station* But, come— 1 will be frank 
with you. The greatest men have their weaknesses, and I liavo 
mine- I have been cursed tbrouffh life with a morbid craving for 
copper ! I was cradled in a copper. 1 have frequently betn taken 
up by a copper. A bull once toasad me fgr a copper. ** Heads ! ** 
1 cried. I came down tails, aod he won* I was hurt* I felt 
it very much. {To BAitTOLO.) Solo, if you fJease, expressive 
of feelings that may be more easily imfiginod than described. 
(^Fl4mrish.) Kow to bujsiness. At half- ^ as t three will be pre- 
sented a dress rebcarsal of the perforrnaDce to be given be I ore 
the Duke and Duchess of Pallavicini, coinpridn^ an exhibition 
of conjuring, nfcromaucy, spirit manifestations, thought-reading, 
hypnotisra, mesmeric psychology, psychography, aenaory balluci- 
natioD, dancing on the slack wiri? Bnd groucd, and lofty tumbling. 
A\m will be esbihited the two world-renowned life-size clock- 
work automata, representing Hamlet and Ophelia {unrdlinff two 
posters representing (he figures) as they appeared in the bosoms of 
their families bcfure they disgraced tbtir friends by taking to the 
singe fur a livelihood. The price of admission will be one penny 
for tho aristocracy, memhera of the upper mitidle cla^itie^^ half 
price. At bfllf-patst five. Be ia time — be in time— be in time 1 
[During this speech Pjetro ha&frequ^nl^y refreshed him' 
self from a large wine-Bkiii^ u^ieh is also referred to 
hy Babtoxo when 1*U5Tso ia not looking. 

Chorus, Now that's the sort of merriment yon ought to set, before ns ; 
To mark our approbation we'll extemporize a chorus. 
To such an entertainment we could listen for a summer ; 
But save us from the humour of (hat melancholy mummer ! 

[Exeunt Village Girls* 
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Pic, Humpli I Not a remunerative lot, I fancy. But if the 
Duke, who is a mad enthusiast in the matter of automata, 
should take a fancy to our Hamlet and Ophelia, he'll buy them, 
and ourfortune's made I By-the-by, where's Beppo with the 
figures ? 

Ni, Bless you, he couldn't be here yet — all uphilL 

Pie, True. Nital 

Ni, Well. {She is talking to Bartolo.) 

Pie, Not quite so near Bartolo, please. 

Ni, Oh, I forgot — ^force of habit. 

Pie, You must recollect that you are no longer engaged to 
be married to him. That's over. You are engaged to be 
married to me^ now. Try and remember it— were to him, are 
to me. It's quite easy, if you put it like that. Thank you. 
{Leads donkey off,) 

Ni, Yes, but it's not so easy. A girl who's been deeply in 
love with a gentleman for the last six months may be foro;iven 
if she forgets, now and then, that she doesn't care a bit for 
him any more. 

Bar, (gloomily). We were happy I 

Ni, Veryl (Sighing,) 

Bar, How we carried on I 

Ni, Didn't we I 

Bar. Do you remember when I used to go like that to 
you? 

Ni, Don't 1 1 (Sighing,) 

Bar, Does Ae ever go like that to you ? 

Ni, Not he — he doesn't know how. 

Bar, And yet we have a School Board! How you loved 
me! 

Ni, Yes ; but when I loved you you told me you were a 
leading tragedian. But a clown — ^I really don't see how I could 
love a clown. 

Bar, I didn't deceive you. I've played the first acts — ^and 
the first alone — of all our tragedies. No human eye has seen 
me in the second act of anything! My last appearance was 
three months agone. I played the moody Dane. As no one 
else had ever played him, so I played that Dane. Gods ! how 
they laughed! I see them now — I hear their ribald roars. 
The whole house rocked with laughter ! I've a soul that 
cannot brook contempt. " Laugh on ! " I said ; " laugh on, 
and laugh your fill — you laugh your last ! No man shall ever 
laugh at me again — I'll be a clown ! " I kept my word — they 
Jaiigh at me no more. 
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Enter Beppo, running and meeting Pietro. 

Bep. (hreathless). Oh, master! here's a misfortune — here's 
a calamity I 

Pie. Eh ? What's the matter ? Where are the figures ? 

Bep, They're at Palermo ! 

Fie,, Bar.f and Ni, What ? 

Bep, It's no fault of mine. They've been detained by the 
police because they hadn't any passports. 

Ni. That's because they're so life-like. After all, it's a 
compliment. 

Pie, A compliment I Tes ; but we can't dine on cold com- 
pliments. (To Beppo.) Didn't you open the figures and show 
their clockwork insides ? 

Bep, Tes ; but the police said that was no rule, they might 
be foreigners. 

Pie. Very true — ^so they might. 

Bar, Chock-full of eccentric wheels — might almost be English. 
What's to be done? 

Enter 'KhYmo and VvrnKm. 

El. Here*s a misfortune ! 

Ult. Here's a calamity I 

Pie. What, another ? 

El. We'je ruined — ^ruined ! 

Bar. What is the matter with the licensed victualler ? 

Ult, The Alchemist — it's all over — ^he's gone! The last 
explosion did it 1 

El, And tbls (producing half penes) ia all I'?© been paid for 
six weeka* board, bdgingi and medical attendaoce 1 

Pie, It seems cheap. But yuu Cfia seize hiii i^irtcts. 

El. I've seijied 'era! Hero they are {producing medicine 
phial with lahe^ — all he poBsesfltd in the world — a bottle of 
medicine with a kbel on itl 

Pie. What's til ia? 

El. Eead it — our education's not what it was. 

Pie. (prt tending to read label). "'Two tablespoonfuls, at 
bed-time." 

jE:?. IsthataU? 

Pie. Here's a greedy fellow I 

El. But I say— it takes a lot of writing to say that* 

Pie. Well, it's a very strong medicine. 

El. Oh, I see. 

Ult (aside), /don't. 

Fie, (returning it). Take it. 
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El, Tliankye ; take it yourself— it will do you good. 

[Exit El VINO, Ultbice remains listening unobserved. 

Pie, (changing his manners). Has he gone? Come here; 
there's more in this than meets the eye ! 

Ni, What, more than two tablespoons ? 

Pie, More than two fiddlesticks! Listen to this. (Beads,) 
*^ Man is a hypocrite, and invariahly affects to he letter and 
wiser than he really is. This liquid, which should he freely 
diluted, hcts the effect of making every one who drinks it exactly 
what he pretends to he. The hypocrite hecomes a man of piety ; 
the swindler, a man of honour ; the quack, a man of learning ; 
and the hraggart, a man of war*' 

Olt. (aside). I thought as much — this may be useful. 

[Exit Ultrice. 

Pie. Now the question is— what's to be done with it? 

Ni. Give some to Bartolo, and make him funny I 

Bar. Naughty sly-boots ! 

Pie. Give some to Bartolo? Tes, and give some to Nita, 
too. Don't you understand? 

Ni. Candidly, no. 

Pie. Why, the Duke and Duchess want to buy the figures, 
and the figures are missing. What's to be done ? Why, it's 
obvious. You and Bartolo dress and make up as the two 
figures — when dressed, you drink a few drops of the potion, 
diluted with wine. (Tasting the cork and shuddering.) It's — 
it's not at all nasty — and you will not only look like the two 
figures, but youll actually he the two figures — clockwork 
and all ! 

Ni. Whew I (Whistles.) 

Bar. Whatl I become a doll — a dandled doll? A mere 
conglomerate of whizzing wheels, salad of springs and hotch- 
potch of. escapements ? Exchange all the beautiful things I've 
got inside here for a handful of common clockwork ? It's a 
ikrfre order. Perish the thought and he who uttered it I 

Pie, Come, come! The figures are our joint propert}', and 
we are all equally interested in selling them. 

Ni, That's true. Well, I've no objection. Besides, it will 
be fun. 

Pie. Good girl ! The potion must be diluted, so Til pour it 
into this wine-skin and we can draw it off as we want it. 
(Does so.) 

Ni. But stop a bit. I don't want to be clockwork all my 
.life ! How are we to get back again ? 
J^/e. I never thought of that I 
.M, It wouldn't do at ail. 



THE MOUNTEBANKS. 375 

Pt>. Oh, not at all. Perhaps it says. (Refers to laheh) Yes ! 
(Beads.) ** If the charm has been mimpplied^ matters can he 
restored to their original condition by burning this lahtV* 
'J here you are^ — ^nothing conld be simpler. 

Ni. I say— don't lose that. 

Pie, Not if I know it. {Puts it in his pocket-hook, which 
he places in his pocket,) I shall be back in a minute, and, in 
the mean time, try and wheedle him into joining us. 

lExit PlETRO. 

Bar, (who has been fuming in sUerice), I protest ! It is an 
indignity 1 I have a soul that cannot brook an indignity 1 

Ni, An indignity ? NoD8en8e--ju8t think — you'll appear as 
Hamlet, your fayourite character, before the Duke — complete 
dress — scene from the second act, too— 

Bar. Ha I 

NL I shall bo desperately In love with you — and you with 
mc— we shall hill, and we shall coo, and we shaU be aa happy 
at^ two little birds. 

Mar, Can clockwork coo? A mce point, 

NL Ah ! There was a time when you wouldn't refuse m© 
anything. 

Bar. ifes, but then you used to coax me. I have a soul 
that can do nothing unless it^a co^ixed^ 

Ni. Then sit down, and I'll coax you* 

Bar, Ckiax me hard. 

NL Oh, very hard \ (Business.) 

Bar. Oh, coax me harder than I hat 1 

Ni. Will that do? (Businas.) 

Bar. That scH of thing, prolonged! iTidi!fiiuteIy, will do. 

[During this Pietbo has hmn occupied in hajiging up 
tU poslers on each side 0/ the Inn d&or. £giit 
PiETHO tVito Inn, 

Soxa.— 'NtTA. 

Thoa^t dAjB of old 

How mad were we 
To bn^ieih ! 
Thy loTB was told, 
QueridQ mi, 

la SponmU'^ 
Asd titnid T, 

A-fiusli witt flhaoie 
Klyeiaiit 
Could only »lgh, 

BUu, commeje fuimel 
CPaTltiau.\ 
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No matter, e'en 

Hadst thou been coined 
A Merman, 
Thou wouldst have been 
Jfein lieher freund— 
. (That's German.) 

' Thy face^ a-blaze 

With loving pats, 

Felt tingHsh, 
For in those days 

I loved thee— that's 

PUin English I 

[During this Baetolo has gradually yielded to Nita's 
hlandishmentSf and at the end ex;pressesy in geaturt^ 
his acquiescence with her wishes. Pieteo re-enters 
frrnn, inn. 

Dancing Trio. — Pietro, Nita, and Bartolo« 

Pif. (enterSf dancing). Allow that the plan I devise 
Is new and sufficiently clever 
To testify joy and surprise. 

Perhaps you will kindly endeavour ? 

Bar, and Nita (dancing). With anything clever or wise, 
I never should credit you— never. 
To testify joy and surprise. 

Observe our united endeavour. 

[^Dance — Nita stops suddenly, 
JfUa, But what a catastrophe I Stop ! 

[Babtolo and Pietro stop dancing. 
I see of objections a crop. 
Suppose, by some horrible fluke, 
I should chance to be bought by the Duke I 

Pie, (resuming Be easy, I'll certainly see 

his dance). You'll never get into his clutches. 
JJar, (dancing). But don't be alarmed about me — 

I should like to be bought by the Duchess I 
I have certain society touches 
That ought to appeal to a Duchess. 
Thou^ pride I abhor, 
I've a "jenny say quor'* 
That is sure to appeal to a Duchess I 

All. But don't be alarmed about | ^^' I etc. 

\_Danc€j and dance off. 

Enter Teresa. 

Ter. There's absolutely no limit to the vanity of some people. 
Ultrice actually believes that she has captivated Alfredo I Ha I 



THE MOUNTEBANKS. 377 

ha I ha I Well, I'll let her remain under that fond delusion 
a little longer — it amuses me. When I'm tired of it, I have 
only to hold up my little finger and he'll fling himself at my 
feet in a moment I 

Ballad.— Teresa. 
When man in love-sick passion lingers, 
A maid can twist him round her fingers : 
A word from me 
Of eloquent, 
Tet maidenly 

Encouragement^ 
A faint recall — 

A dainty hint 
That, after all, 

I'm not a flint— 
And such permissible pretences 
Will put to flight his seven senses. 
Then, as he ones, " My own, for ever I 
No power on earth our lives shall sever 1 " 
I'll answer him, with laugh provoking, 
** Upon my worcL 
Totf re too absurd I 
Why, bless my heart, I'm only joking I 
Hal hal hal ha 1 

I'm only joking I " 

Enl&r Alfredo urvperceivtd. Ee overhears the following verse. 

And should that fflH— it doesn't often^ 
Ilia heart by other means FU Bof ten : 
With eyes that stream » 
Ami tears that aob. 
In joy BuprGme, 

111 nmke \t throb— 
ril TOW hie scom 

My heart will br^ak, 
And all forlorn 

For his sweet sake—* 
Which more than life itaElf I cherish— 
I'll coDstunt live and eonatanfe parish 1 
Then, as he erica, " My dearest treasure, 
Adored beyond all earthly measure I " 

I'll anawtr him {my triumph cloak ing)| 

"Upon my word. 

You re too absurd — 
Get up, you goose, I'm only joking 1 

Ha r ha ! ha I ha I 

I'm only joking I " 

Alf. (coming forward-^recitative). Ah, cruel one ! 

Ter. Alfredo I 

Mf. Madam, good morning I (Going,) 
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Duet. — ^Teresa and Alfredo. 
Ter. Oh, whither, whither, whither, do you speed yon ? 

Oh, hither, hither, hither, hither hie? 
Alf» Another — another — another time I'll heed you, 

IVe other, other, other fish to fry. 

Ensemble. 

Alfredo {osHdB). Teresa (axiie). 

Tf> punish her 1*11 try, There's a twinkle in his eye, 

I'll soften by-and-by. He'll soften by-and-by. 

(^/ottt/.) My lady, I am sorry, bnt {Alwid,) I'm very, very sorry that 

I've other fish to fry I you've other fish to fry. 

Ter, A merry, merry, merry maid invites you, 

Who's very, very, very short of sense. 

Alf* It's flirti-flirti-flirnness incites you, 

Imperti-perti-perti-pertinence I 

Ensemble. 

Alfredo {wsid/t). Teresa (asicfe). 

Of taking some offeQc^i H^ tbinka me very den^e, 

I'm makin|!^ a pretence, I sc© through his pretence, 

I'll punish her impcrLi-jjerti-perti- {Ahud.) Oh, pardon niy impcrti- 

pertincQce ! perti-ijeTti-pertiQeEice ! 

Ter. Now, lipteu to mp, d(?ar, 

'Twaa waywarJuesa wilful 
(la which, as you sec^ dear, 

I'm not very skilful) 
Tlmt makes you so tearful \ 
Tnke heart, and be cheerful, 
Ko mifichiGf is doDe, dejir— 
I vfa» only in fun, dear ! 
Alf^ INow, Ibfceu to me, love — 

My sentiments store them j 
Wbeu maidsDS like thee, love, 
On hearts that adure theui 
tTnfeeUugly trample, 
They always give ample 
Occasion for a corning;— 
I bid you good mommg \ 
Tcr, I was only in furt, dear f 

Aif. I pray yon take warning, 

2'er, Ko mischief k done, dear I 

A(f, I bid you good morning 1 

Ensbmblb. 

Alf. (aside), Ter. (furiously,) 

She was only in fun— I was only in fun, 

No mischief is done ; But the mischief is done ; 

Of taking offence Of taking offence 

I am making pretence. It is not a pretence. 

(A/attd,) I bid you. good morning I For he bids me good morning | 

\E<Siit ALFBKDa 
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Recitative. — ^Teresa. 
Despised ! Rejected ! Do I wake or dream ? 
])y him rejected ? Oh, the shame of it ! 
Kather than this I'll overwhelm him with 
llie torrent of m^ passion — make him think 
My brain is tottering for the love of him ; 
And when at last he yields to my protesting, 
ru say, " Ha ! ha I poor fool — ^I was bat jesting ! " \Ex\t» 

Flourish. Enter Chorus of Girls, running. 
Chorus. 
Come, and tike 3^0 or pUcea All, 

The fihow j^ juat beginning ; 
Don't yon hear the trttmpet'is call| 
And the dmmmer^a dirming ? 
FroiiCj fnn, and dnmmcrj — 
Maipc, mirth, and mnmmtry^ 
(Tiiat's the showmJGLn'fl aummaiy) 
Set na all a-f^nnning [ 
[During tins Alfrido has retm^mfd^foUmwd hy Teresa, 
who expresses hsarl-hrt/ke^n pmahn in tf future. 

Enter Ultrice and Elvino. who carries a theatrical cloak, 

swordy hat, and lady's train. 
Ult. (recit.). Allow me, madam, if you have quite done with him. 
Atf. {leaving Teresa). Good morning, miss ! 
Ter. {enraged—atide). Oh, some day 111 be one with him I 

[Exit Teresa. 
El. {to Alf,). Allow me. 'Twill assist your Grace 
If on yotir noblo brow I place 
Tbis bat and feather. [Ai.frkdo puts them on. 

{To Ult.). The Ducbessj jverliaps], will kindly deign 
To wear these jewel b and this tniin — 
They go togeth er. [ U ltiiic es puts them on. 

[Alfredo and Ultsioe walk pompouBli/ to Beats that are 
jilacedfor ihem in front 0/ the Inn door^ MeCiiorus 
curtsying with mock hunUhiy, 
Chorus. Your Graeea, as yon w^nd. 

We hnmbly bow and bead. 
Yan loak, we're quite aware, 
A moat imposing pair I 
Hai ha I ha! ha! 

Enter procession of Tamorras, disguised as Dominican monks : 
Abrobtiho as Prior. 
GHAinrr* 
ITTie GirlSf heilieving the Monks to he genuine, aU kneel. 
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Arr, Onxm tiuolf cyit in urn (Jorc htthn, 3E ll0n*t unlrrr' 
Giants 'rm). 

Monks. } ^^^^ ll^wttrf twutrtuni— iSic tnftariaiile n0m^n— 
-4rr. 2BK5(c5 a «reeft to mojJt nf urf Jew, anlf perjapaf 
IB0ulble'l9uttI) ta tl)t i^afnmtnt 

[ 2%e Tamorras throw off their hoods and reveal themselves, 
Tamorras, Hal ha! ha I ha I 

Chobus of Girls. 
Oh| you wicked^ 

IVb distressing I 
It'A degradtagt 
We are tricked 

Through belieTiup, 
Never gneasiopj 

Mdksf^aerading ) 
Friflra mocking [ 

GoodnesB gracious ; 
What a wron^, air t 

Why, how dare you? 
It is shocking t 
It's audacious t 
Go along, sir 1 

I can't bear you I 

Men* It is wicked— ha ! ha 1 ha ! 

They are tricked — ^ha 1 ha 1 ha I 

Alh This disguising 

Is surprising, 
Friars mocking. 
It is shockiuff — 
It is blameful- 
It is shameful^ 
It is shameful — 

Hal hat hal 

Enter Minestra, disguised as a very old woman, 

Min, Come and listen, pretty ladies^ 

Cross my hand with maravedis— 
For to prophesy my trade is, 

And my prophecies are sound* 

Fear no trick or double-dealing 
I am clever at revealing, 
Neither good nor ill concealing. 

So, my pretties, gatiier round. 

[27ie Girls gather round her to have their fortunes told, 
MiNBSTBA thrown off Tier Ivood a-acl rwcaZ« herself. 
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^^* We ^ } "® tricked— ha I ha i ha I 

It is wicked— ha ! ha 1 ha I 
This disgoising 
Is surprising : 
Ladies mocking 1 
Conduct shocking I 
It is blameful — 
It is shameful — 
It is blameful— ha ! ha I ha 1 

\puring ike above Pibtbo has hrought on Bartolo and 
NiTA made up as wax-work figures of Eamlet and 
Ophelia, 

Solo.— PiETRO. 
Now, all you pretty villagers who haven't paid, stand yoti aside, 
And listen to a tragic tale of love, despair, and suicide. 
The gentleman's a noble prince — a marvel of ventriloquy — 
Unhappily af&icted with a mania for soliloquy. 
The lady is the victim of the Glod of Love tyrannical — 
You see it in her gestures, which are morbidly mechanical ; 
He's backed himself at heavy odds, in proof of his ability 
That he'll soliloquize her into utter imbecilijy. 
She wildly begs him to desist— appeals to his humanity, 
But all in vain-^observe her eyes a-goggling with insanity. 
He perseveres, improving the occasion opportunatic — 
She sticks straws m her hair — ^he's won his wager — she's a lunatic ! 

[During this, Bartolo and Nita have gone through the 
movements described in a ridiculously/ jerky and 
mechanical fashion. 

Ensemble. 
Chorus. — ^Teresa and Ultriob. 
Chorus. Ter. {to Alf.). 

Astonishing, To thee I cling 

What science can contrive 1 To gain thy love I strive ; 

In everything My heart you wring. 

You'd think they were alive. I shall not long survive ! 

Her lovely face — „ 

Her eloquent despair I ^^"^^ 

His princely grace. From his embrace 

His beautiful back hair. Thyself directly tear. 

Or I'll deface 

Thy beautiful back hair I 

Alf. Appreciation of such skill 

Should not be shown by stealth. 
In bumpers round (I'll pay the bill), 
We'll drink the showman's health. 

[Taking up wine-skin which Pietro left at entrance 
to Inn, 
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This wine-skin I devote to you, 

We'U drink it tiU it's dry. 
I'm Bare that's what the Duke would do, 

Were he as pleased as 1 1 

All. Hurrah I 

I'm sure that's what the Duke would do. 
Were he as pleased as 1 1 

Pit, (korrificd). Beware I 

That wine is mine, 

You must not drink it. 
Al/» Forbear 1 

I pay my way I 

You may not think it 1 

[^Oives money to Pietro. 
Pttf. Take care t 

The wine is poisoned, on my word rely. 
And he who drinks in agony will die I 
Commencing with a gentle pain 

Scarce worth a question, 
It grows apAce, till you complain 

Of indigestion. 
Then follows an internal fire 

That scorns emulsions. 
Until, ere nightful, ^ou expire 
In fierce couTulsions 1 
AU. Halhal 

An idle tale we think it 1 
Ho 1 ho ! 
We saw you freely drink it 

[^During iJiis Alfredo has filled a number of goblets with 
wine from the wine-skin^ and handed them round to 
Abrostino and the Male Chorus. 

Alf» It can't be worse than 'Vino's wine accurst — 

If we're to die of it, be thou the first ! 

[Draws sword and offers cup to Pietro. During this 
the twofi>gures express galvanic agitation. 



Pie. 


I can't obey you ! 


ML 


Drink I 


All'. 


Gome, why delay you? 


Drink! 


Pie. 


I beg— I pray you ! 


AIL 


Drink I 


Itk 


Quick, or I'll slay you ! 


Drink! 



[During this El VINO Aa« poured ike wine down Pietro's 
throat. Pietro immediately begins to feel the effect 
of the mnCf which he described as poison^ and which 
has become poison to him. 
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Alf* Oh, ye who are weary of life, 

Don't trifle with pistol and knife— 

This potion is far from amiss ; 
If you*ve ducats of gold in your parse, 
Why, then, you may surely do worse 
Than die of such poison as this ! 
Chorus, Oh, ye who are weary of life, etc. 

[During this, Teresa has pretended to fall insensible at 
Alfredo's /cc<. He supports her, and supposing 
that she has fainted, pours some of the wine down 
her throat. All the others (except the Chorus of 
Girls) raise the cups to their lips, and drink as the 
Act Dropfalls^ 



ACT II. 

Scene. — Extei'ior of Monastery hy moonlight. Mountain range 
and river in distance. 

KisoTTO discovered. 
Bis. (looking at watch). Now, Minestra, where are you? 
This is the appointed spot, and you are not here. Dear, dear, 
dear I She never kept me waiting before. (Looking off.) Ah, I 
see her ! Here she comes, toddling along like an old lady of 
eighty I What a thorough little artist it is I She keeps up 
the character even when she thinks no one is looking ! 

Enter Mikestea^ now really transform^ into an old crone. 
My dai'liDg, you're late. Why— what a wonderful disguise! 
I never saw anytbiog more parfect in my life I I can hardly 
believe that this isj my pretty, dainty, dclicatt*, little bride ! 

Min, Oh, Eisotto, don't be angry ^^ith your littlo wifey, but 
something terrible has happened — I^I can*t get it off! 

Eis. Can't get what off, my pet? 

Min, The make-up I I lined my face, just as you told me — 
and — ^and now they Ve real wrinklefi I 

Bis. {examining her face), Whnt 1 

Min. Then yon told iim to cover my teeth with cobbler's 
wax. They've all come out! Then you told ma to pretend 1 
had gout nnd rheumatism — and I've got 'em ! Ugh I (^Groaning.) 

Bis. But, my doareat girl— ^ — 

Min. Then my hair ! Oh, my poor hair ! 

Bis. It's a capital wig, 

Min, Tbat^s it— it's not a wig I It's my owii| and it won't 
come olf — ^and 1 Late it 1 
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Ris. This is a most remarkable circumstance. How did it 
happen? 

Min, After I had dressed myself as an old woman we all 
drank some wine out of the conjuror's wine-skin, and I gradually 
became an old lady of seventy-four ! 

Bis, This is most embarrassing. I may say, most dis- 
appointing. On one's wedding-day, too ! 

Min, My poor husband, I'm so sorry for you I But I'm an 
old woman, and you won't be troubled with me long ; that's 
one comfort for you. 

Bis, Yes — I mean, no. I — I trust that, notwithstanding 
this — this modification of the implied terms of our agreement — 
there are many years of — of — yes, bliss — in store for us. 
{Aside,) If it had only happened yesterday, it wouldn't have 
mattered so much ! 

Min, Of course, you won't love your little woman now I 

Bis, Oh, I beg your pardon. I shall have much pleasure in 
—in showing you every attention compatible with the — the 
respect due to a lady of your advanced years, my — my pet I 

Duet. — ^Risotto and Minestba. 
3rm, I'd be a yotrng girl if I coald ! 

Ris, You're very good— you're very good ; 

But that unlikely I'm afraid is ! 
Mn, I'd be as lovely as a rose ! 

Mis, So I suppose — so I suppose. 

And BO, no doubt, would most old ladies I 
Min, I'll rouge my face, make up my eyes, 

"With cunning dyes — ^with cunning dyes— 

My venerable looks anointing. 
I'll try my best your heart to thrill. 
J?w, I'm sure you will, my love, but still 

It is a little disappointing ! 
It is a little — 
Min, Just a little — 

His, Yes, a little — 

Both, Little — little disappointing I 

His, You're certain that j'ou're wide awake ? 

There's no mistake— there's no mistake ? 
Your rugged wrinkles you can't thin off ? 
Min. I've scrubbed, and scrubbed, and scrubbed away 

For half a day, for half a day, 

Until I've almost scrubbed the skin off ! 
So gouty and rheumatic I, 
That though I try, that though I try, 
I scarce can fasten my shoe-buckles. 
Bis, {looking at her fingers). My bride could write (so gouty she) 
** No Popery ! No Popery I " 
On all the walls with all her knuckles 1 
It is a UtUe— 
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Min. Just a Uttle— 

li%», Ye8,aUttte— 

BoiK Little — ^little diBappointing ! 

\Exi% BisoTTO, ^Lowly and despondingly. 
Min, It*8 a sad thing to be transformed into an old woman 
in the very flower of one's life I Ah, deary me I this is but a 
dismal wedding-day! Why, who comes here? Teresa, as I 
live — ^and crying too ! What has sJie to cry for? She's young 
enough, Vm sure I 

Enter Tebesa. (^Her manner tuggests thai she i$ crazed.) 
Bbcitativk ahd Soho.— Tbbesa. 
All alone to my eerie I wander aweary, 
A desolate maid of her lover bereft ; 
What matter? 'tis only a heart that is lonely— 
A-many the maids that a lover has left 1 

Ballad. 
Whispering breeze. 

Bring me my dear 1 
Wind-shaken trees. 

Beckon him here I 
Eivulet, hie— 

Prittice go Me — 
Birdf t m ye f!y. 
Call him to me I 
Tell him the tale frf the tears that I shed-* 
Tell blm I die for ihs lo^c that is dead I 
Heart tliat m j^dt 

laughed him to i'Com, 
Kow ia my burnt 

Lyffig tatiom-' 
Idle to plead J 

Cherish thy f^hiiiii'— 
Thou shall be freed 
Never again ! 
My heart it m sad and a- weary my head, 
For I weep and I die lor thti lovti that is dead t 

I8he iinkif weeping, on a $eat. 

Mm. Why, take heart, little one I What ails thee ? Come, 
tell me thy sorrow. I'm an old body now, but time was whoa 
I was as young as thou art — and not io long since, either I 

Ter. Oh, mother, mother, I think I am bewitched I 

Min. (aside). Here's another 1 

Ter. 1 am as though in a dream 1 Shall I tell thee? Yes, 
for thou hast a kindly old face. To ser^e an unworthy end t 
must needs feign to be going mad for the b^e of Alfredo, and 
so feigning, I fell at his feet. He, thinking I liod swooned in 
g<xxl sooth, placed a wiue-cup to my llr^s, aud I dce.uV.^^\vJwvJk\^ 

HI. ^^^ 
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mother, it must have been some love-philtre, for, behold, a 
wondrous change came over me, and he who was naught to me 
before became as the very breath of my life ! 

Min, Well, the potion has done thee good service, for he*s a 
good lad, and will make thee a strapping husband. 

jTer. Nay, herein is the mischief of it — it was too late, for he 
had already given his heart to another, and would none of me, 
and I, whose very soul is possessed by my love of him, have 
retained the village fiddler to compose crazy love-songs for me 
to sing when occasion ariseth, for I am going mad — mad — mad 
— and be a girl never so crazy, her songs should be in accord- 
ance with the rules of thorough-bass. 

Min, Ha ! Now, mark me— that mountebanking fellow is 
at the bottom of this. Why, he hath also bewitched mt\ 

Ter. Thou ? Thou lovest not Alfredo ? 

Min. A fig for Alfredo; Why, look at me, child; I am 
Minestral 

Ter, (looking at her). Thou Minestra, who was married this 
morning ? Nay, I am mad ; but not so mad as that ! Minestra 
is young and rather pretty — -not so pretty as I, but still pretty 
— whereas thou art — ohi I ask pardon — ^my brain wanders — 
wanders — wanders I 

Min. I am Minestra, I tell thee. For a purpose — also an 
unworthy one — ^I feigned to be an old dame, and so feigning, I 
drank — and, hang the knave, I am seventy I 

Ter. Thou Minestra? Why, let me look! As 1 live, it is 
true ! Oh, poor, poor Risotto ! 

Min. Even so ; thy pity is for him — not for me. No matter. 
But if I can find this Jack-pudding, trust me, TU make him 
set matters straight again. Oh, I have as much to regain as 
thou I 

Duet.— Minestra and Tebksa, 

Min, If I can catch this jolly Jack-Patch — 

Ter, Ah, me ! my heart is weary, oh ! 

Min. He'll go for a year with a flea m his ear I 

Ter. And my days are dark and dreaiy, oh ! 

Min. He'll find his joke is a pig in a poke — 

Ter. For love my soul is aching, oh ! 

Min. Though scarce a score, I'm seventy-four ! — 

Ter. And my heart, my heart is breaking, oh ! 

Min, ^yhen a woman has come to seventy year 

It's well to be withered and old and blear ; 

But when she is only a score like me. 

It's better a fair young girl to be ! 
Jfr, ' lis well to be young when all is well, 

And lovers are true to ttie tales they tell ; 
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Bat ah 1 when loTe is a upas tree, 
Tis better an aged dame to be I 

[Exetmt together, 
I 
Symphony. Enter Babtolo and Nita (still as waxivork 
Hamlet and Ophelia). They walk dotvn the stage 
mechanically, as though controlled hy clockwork. Their 
keys are fitted with keyholes in the small of their hacks. 
Each wears a placard inscribed " Fut a penny in the slot.^ 

Duet.— Babtolo ahd Nita. 
Bar, Jf yur scUoti> stiff and Grnde, " 

Do not laugli because it's rude 
Ni, It our gesturefl promiiBe larksi, 

Do not make unkind remarks. 
Bar, Clockwork figures may be found 

Kvcrywbere and all ftioiind. 
2fi» Ten to onci if we but knewi 

You axi& clockwork llgiirca tOQ^ 
Bar» And the motto of the lot, 

Ni. " Put a peDny in the slot I *' 

Ni, Uflnrer, for money lentj 

Making out his c^t. per ccnt.^ 
J?ar, Widow plump or maiden rare, 

Deaf find dumb to auitor^B prayer— 
Ni. Tax colkctora, whom in vain 

You implore to " call agam '^ — 
Bar, CautiooB voter, whom yon find 

Slow ID making up hia mind. 
Ni. If you'd move them on the spot, 

Bar, Put « penny in the slot [ 

jBot. BhiQd reporters in the courts, 

Who j^uppxefls police reports— 
Ni, ShcriJfs yeoman, pen in list, 

Making out a jjurv liat — 
Bar, Stem poliecmen^ tall and apare. 

Acting all '^ upon the square "— 
Ni, (Which in words that plainer fall 

Means that you can square them all)— 
Bar, If you want to move the lot, 

Ni, Fut a penny in the slot 1 

Bar. Nita. 

Ni. Well? 

Bar, This is a very uncomfortable state of things. 

Ni. Very. How do you find your clockwork this eyeningf 

Bar. Ticking, ticking, thank you. And you? 

Ni. I fancy I want regulating. 

Bar. Eh? 

Ni. I think I'm rather fast. 
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Bar, Nita, you surprise and shock me. 

Nu Mechanically speaking, I mean. 

Bar. Oh, I take you. This condition of existence is rather 
degrading. We are quite common clockwork, I believe ? 

^f. Mere Geneva. The cheapest thing in the trade. 

Bar, So I was given to understand. 

Ni, It might have been worse. We might have been 
Waterbury, with interchangeable insides. 

Bar, That's true. But when I remember the delicately- 
beautiful apparatus with which I was filled from head to foot — 
and which never, never ticked — ^when I contemplate the 
exquisite adjustment of means to end — ^which never, never 
wanted oiling — I am shocked to think that I am reduced to a 
mere mechanical complication of arbors, pallets, wheels, main- 
springs, and escapements I 

NL Still you were always complaining. You never were 
quite well. 

Bar, Because I eat too much. 

Ni, That's true. 

Bar, Never weary of putting into operation the exquisitely- 
beautiful apparatus of digestion, I over-taxed its powers. I was 
a scientific enthusiast, and I over-did it. Still, it is something 
to have an apparatus that never, never aches. I — ^I — hallo ! 

Ni, What's the matter? 

Bar, (very slmoly), I — beg your pardon. I — think — I— 
must be running down. May — ^I — trouble you? They've — 
thoughtlessly — put the key-hole — in — ^the — small of my back 
— ^and — I — can't get at it. (Nita winds him up,) Thank you. 
That's very nice, indeed. Now I can go on again. Hallo! 
c'ckl c'ck! c'ck! 

Ni. What's wrong now ? 

Bar, I — c'ck— c'ck — I am not conversant with clockwork ; 
but do you feel, from time to time, a kind of jerkiness that 
catches you just here f 

Ni, Mo; I work as smooth as butter. The continued ticking 
is tiresome ; but it's only for an hour. 

Bar, The ticking is simply maddening. C'ck I c'ck ! There 
it is again! 

Ni, Something wrong with your works, I'm afraid. Stop a 
bit — I'll see. {Opens door in chesty revealing a quantity oj 
clockwork.) No ; all right there. Turn round. (He does so ; 
she opens door in the hack of his head,) No ; the head appears 
to be empty. (Opens door in his side.) I see what it is; a 
halfpenny has got into your escapement Stop a bit! (ToJccs 
out hal/jpenny,) 
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Bar, Bloss my heart, how dangerous! What a relief! 
Thank you very much. You may keep it for your trouble; 
but do not — oh, do not spend it in foolishness. 

Ni. While Fm about it, I'll just oil you, and then {Fro^ 

ceeds to oil his works with a feather). 

Bar, (squirming). Don't ! You tickle ! 

Enter Pibtro, looking very UL 

Pie, {not seeing them). The Duke and Duchess will be here 
in half an hour — their escort is already in sight. Dying by 
slow poison is a very painful process, and I couldn't have held 
out much longer, {Bees thmth^ JSita I what are you doing ? 

Ni, I'm oiliDg Bartolo. 

Bar, I am bciog oiled by Kita, and she does tickle ! I don't 
like it. At least I do like it, but it's wrODg, 

Pie, How daro you take such a liberty? Shut the gentle- 
man up at 00 ce. Nice occuj^ation for a young lady 1 

Ni, But there'* something wrong with his works. 

Pie, That^a no affair of yours» If Bartolo'a works are out of 
order, that ia a matter for BB.rtGlo's medical attendant — ^I mean 
his clockmaker. Don't let me catch you oiling him again. 

Ni. Ha! haf ha! 

Pie, If this occurs again. Til take both your keys away-- 
upon my word I will ! 

Trio,— Bautolo, NrrA, Asni FrsTRO. 
Bar% When gentlemen are eaten up with jealousy, 

T'LieY (Tiako themselves exceedingly riJiculoni^ 
For everj'thin^ around they tinted yellflw aec^ 
Their antics and ejctn^vagjincca tkkk ua, 
Tbeii antic9 and ^xtravtigance^ 
Tic-tiC| tic-tiCi tic-tic, tic- tic— 
They tiO'tic, tic-Lie, tickle ua t 

AlU They tic-tiCj etc, 

Ni^ Here's a gentleman, as fierce as a I^rnhemeton. 
So earned off by ]eal4>n»y vehictilar, 
He's down on an nnfortunate Automnton ; 
Some people are bo terribly particular I 
Some people are too terribly 

Purtic-tic, tic-tiCj tic-tici tic-tic^ 
PitTt)c-tiC] tLG-tiC] ticutarl 
MU Partio^tici tic-tie, etc. 

Pie* When a Iftdy is disposed to be tyrannical. 
She's equal to nn limited iniquity : 
And flirting may be flirtingi though mechanical— 
A fact that has the Eonction of ant i equity — 
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Antic-tic, tic-tic, tic-tic, tic-tic— 
Antic-tic, tic-tic, tiquity ! 

AU. Antic-tic, etc. 

\Exeunt Nita and Babtolo at opposite entrances, walk' 
ing mechanically to symphony, Pietbo accompany- 
ing Nita. 

Enter from monastery a procession of Tamorras (now trans^ 
formed into Dominican Monks) chaunting from Uack-Utter 
volumes ; Abrostino o» the Frior, 

CHAtTKT. 

$ji tl)atfc liae^, lor c&ct fl0ar, 
ClinHiiifl Qlaf^^cl— 

tSir'Hit parti] — 

3fn t^oif ftajjiS, fcfr tfear gffiir, 
ajrrj^jS ujS, ftato fee csnrirfx flit I 
(fjonfidenimlhj to audience) 

It*s a most unaccountable things 

An hour ago, as banditti. 
We played like young lovers in spring, 

The mischief in village and city ; 
But since we got merry and mellow- 
On the wine of that conjuring fellow. 

Transmogrified we're 

Into friars austere. 
Unwashed and unpleasantly yellow I 

Whatever you say or you sing, 

It's a most unaccountable thing I 

^^er Chorus of Girls, /row various directions. 

Chobus of Gibls. 
After a weary search 

Riding, at last, we find yon ; 
Leaving us in the lurch 

Isn't good breeding, mind you. 
OfEer apologee — 

We shall want some persuading; 
When do you think you'll be 

Tired (A muqufexa^ii^^l 
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\J)wxng this cTiortis, the Girls have been endeavouring to 
induce the Monks to pay them attentions. The 
Monks, however, have kept their eyes studiously on 
their hooks, 

Arr, These blandishments I pray you curb, 

Nor lihink us churls — ^nor think us churls ; 
Our pious calm do not disturb, 

Now there's i^ood girls — ^now there's good girls I 
ThotigVi OLir ciEun.L'^TLH, ■d.-i you see, 

We try to freeze-— we try to Ireeze I 
We don't} aa yet, pretend to be 

St. Aathonica— St. Anthonles ; 
So go along — not think ufl churls. 

Now there's good girls— now there's good girls I 

7%« Girlt^ Ah, cmel ones I 

Time was, your love was stronger I 

Ah J cmel oae& I 
Ton love ns then no looger ! 

Monks, IV & a most unaccoitn table things 

(confidingly to Girls). An hour ago, as banditM^ 

We played like young lovera m spring, 

The mischief in villag:e and city. 
Bat since we got merry and mcllr>w 
On the wine of tiat conjurvug fellow, 
Trans mogri fled weVe 
Into friars auetere, 
Unwashed and unpleasantly yellow ! 
Alh Whatev^ir you say or aing,' 

It's a most' unaccountable thing 1 

Enter Pietbo, stiU very ill. 

All {seeing him). Ah ! 

What does this mean— what have you done ? 
Do not attempt away to run 

Nor qnestlons try to parry. 

The men to whom < ^^ \ were betrothed, 
We 1 ^ ^ ' 

They I ^^^ ** ^'^^^ friars clothed, 
Who mustn't ever marry ! 
Who mustn't ever marry 1 
Pie. Now I'll explain, 

(If calm you'U be) 
As well as 1 can 
Though I'm in pain 

And ought to see 
A medical man. 

RECltATIVE.— PlETRO. 

. Hy worthy friezids, the wine yon chose to drink 
Makes every onci wliat he pretends to be \ 
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You personated monks, and monks you are, 
And will be monks until the spell's removed* 
AlU Oh, horror I 

Oh, horror and despair unprecedented ! 

Qirlu But how long must they wait — to dreary cell, 
To Uf e-long celibacy sternly vowed ? 

Men, Yes, say — ^how long ? 

Pte. Have patience, for I hold the antidote, 

[^Producing pocket-book. 
And in an hour or two, or thereabouts. 
The spell shall b6 removed, and you may wed 
As quickly and as often as you please 1 

AH, Oh, rapture ! 

Oh, rapture, joy, and bliss unprecedented I 

Chorus of Girls An hour ! 'twill rapidly pass, 

{danctng). Our freedom we then snail recover ; 

Each lover will welcome his lass — 

Each lass will return to her lover ! 
The bells for our wedding will chime. 
Delight in each bosom \mplanting. 
So, gentlemen, in the mean time. 
Proceed, if you please, with your chaunting I 

Ensemble, 
Men. Girls. 

Earthly pleasures that allure, An hour I *twill rapidly pass, 

For an hour we abjure, etc. Our freedom we then shall 

recover, etc. 

[Exeunt Girls. Manent Arrostino, Giorgio, Luiqi, 
and Monks. 

Arr, This is a remarkable change, my son. A great improve- 
ment on our recent condition. Devoted as we now are to a life 
of contemplation — restricted by the rules of our order to a diet 
of bread and herbs— and not much of that — indigestion and its 
attendant inconveniences will be matters of tradition. 

Lui, Still, it must be admitted that the old life was a pleasant 
onel 

Arr, Yes, we had a jolly time of it while it lasted. {Correct- 
ing himself,) I should say that worldly allurements have the 
faculty of enlivening their devotees for the moment, but the 
evening's enjoyment seldom bears the morning's reflection, and 
the choicest banquet is but a feast of Dead Sea apples which 
turn to ashes in the mouth 1 

Oio, Under the circumstances, we might have spared our- 
selves the trouble of luring the Duke and Duchess to the 
moDastery, 
Arr, N(H-no, I think not. It \a ttue that^ having regard 
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to our present condition, we are bound to receive our dis- 
tinguished guests with scrupulous hospitality, but an hour will 
soon pass, and we shall then, unhappily, lapse once more into 
the deplorable condition of being able to avail ourselves of any 
small change their Highnesses may happen to have about them. 
It is dreadful to think of, but that^s what we shall be in about 
an hour. [LuiQi ascends to halcony of monastery. 

Recitative. 
Lui, The Duke and Dachess hither wend their wavs, 

Shall we receive them with a song of praise ? 
Arr^ With glad acclaim we^U make the welkin ringi 

The only question is — ^what shall we siog ? 

Chorus. 
We know no song 
That fits a throng 

Of friars smug and greasy : 
Our worldly lays 
Of bygone days 

Are much too free and easy ; 
Thoujsh suited to 
A bandit crew. 

They're not at all monastic. 
And can't be iimg 
By sober tongue 

Of mild ecdesiastie. 
Art, Stout-hearted be ! 

So many here 
We need not fear 

The ordeal before ns | 
No single word 
Is ever heard 

When singers sing in chorus. 
So sing with i 



Enter Alfbedo, dressed magnificently as the Duke, supporting 
MiNESTSAy who is apparently insensible. 
All, La la la la la, 

La la la, etc. 
Duke (very impressively). La la la la la, 
La la la, etc. 

IThe Monks are mttch impressed with Alfredo^s reply 
and express in gestures their satis/action with the 
sentiments He has eamressed. 
All. U la la la, etc. 

{^Exeunt all the Monks exc^t Abbostino, GiOBaio, and 
LuiQi. 
Alf. (to Abbostino). May I ask if you are the Prior of this 
monastery ? 
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Arr, Well, I am and I am not. That is, I am now, but I 
wasn't an hour ago. 

Alf, I see — ^a recent appointment. 

Arr. Yes, for an hour. Present tense, I am a Prior, Imperfect 
tense, I was a rollicking young rantipole. Future tense, I shall 
be a rollicking young rantipole — ^in an hour. I hope I make 
myself clear ? 

Alf. Perfectly. {Aside.) Very like my own case. (Aioud.) I 
found this poor old lady almost insensible at the foot of the 
mountain. She had just strength enough to beg me to bring 
her here to you. 

Arr. Exactly. You call her an old lady. Well, she is an 
old lady, and she isn't an old lady. Present tense, she is an old 
lady. Imperfect tense, she was a young lady. 

Alf. Of course she was. 

Arr. Ah ! but. Future tense, she will be a young lady again 
—in an hour. That's the curious part of it. (To Minestra.) 
Go in, my dear — I should say my aged sister — ^aod we will take 
every care of you. [Luiai carries Mihestra into monastery. 

Alf. You are very good. 

Arr. Well, I am, and I am not. Present tense, I am very 
good. Imperfect tense, I was confoundedly bad. Future tense, 
I shall be confoundedly bad again — ^in an hour. 

Alf. We are fortunate in having dropped in upon you during 
your virtuous phase. 

LuiGi re-enters. 

Arr. Particularly so. It's altogether a curioui state of 
things. I'm such a creature of habit that I find it difficult to 
remember that I am no longer a rantipole. For instance, I see 
you have a watch. Perhaps it is a viduable watch. Don't tell 
me it is ; 1 would rather not know. Now, you can't imagine 
how difficult I find it not to take that watch. Ob, I know it's 
wrong; but then I always knew that. {Adopting a clerical 
manner.) By the way, I am collecting a few gold watches to 
send out to the poor naked savages o f (Aside.) No, hang it 

all^ let the man alone ; you ought to be ashamed of yourself ! 
(Aloud.) Pardon me, your handkerchiefs hanging out. Will you 
oblige me by putting it out of sight ? (Alfredo does so.) Thank 
you, thank you so much I Temptation, you know, temptation ! 
We are all weak, and it is sometimes difficult to resist. 

Alf. (aside). Singular character, this Prior. (Aloud.) Of 
course I am prepared to give a donation to this monastery in 
consideration of your taking charge of the old lady. (Feeling for 
Ms purse.) By-the-by , wliew'a m^ \wsa^ \ 
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Arr,^ Gio,, and LuL {falling en their knees). Not guilty, 
your worship I 

Alf. Of course DOt. Ha I ha ! {Finds it) Oh, here it is I 

AIL Ha! ha! ha! 

Arr, Yes, but you frightened us I 

Alf, Allow me to present this sum to the funds of the 
monastery. 

Arr, No, thank ye ; Fd rather not. Here, give it to Father 
Luigi. {^Exit Abbostino into monastery. 

Lui, No, thank ye ; not for me. Father Giorgio will take it. 

[^Exit into monastery, 

Oio, Oh no ; Father Giorgio won't. Father Giorgio's a good 
little boy now — ^for an hour. [^Exit into monastery. 

Al/m This is an unaccountable state of things! To please 
EMno I pretended to be a Duke, and I selected Ultrice as my 
Duchess. We drank the wine and we became a Duke and 
Duchess in leal earnest, and, what is odder still, that unpleasant 
young person exercises an extraordinary fascination over me ; 
while Teresa, whom I used to love so passionately, has completely 
faded out of my recollection. 

Enter Tebesa, crazed. 

Soma, — TsBBSA. 

Willow, willow, whereof my love? 

Lovers ways arc maay ; 

All whci liear me, 

Macb X fear m€, 

Think I'm guing crazy, 

WillnWj willow, wbor^'s my love? 

Waiting 1, and W6ary — 
WilloWj willow, Where's my love ? 
TIVUere*0 my duck-a-dearj'' ? 

Ter, 'Tia biil: a silly aong, and passiag dear at the ducat I 
paid for it. They thiuk anytbiag is good enough for a mad 
maiden to sin^; but though the maid be mad, her ducats are 
sound, and good gold ahoutd buy good wares, and there are 
none so mad but that they want value for cash ! 

Alf, Teresa! 

Ter, [not recognizing Atm), My lord D like, is it not ? My 
service to your Grace and to your Grace's bravery. (Kissing his 
doak.) In good Booth, those are fine trappings, but they'll 
not trap me, for I love a lad who will nooe of me I My song 
says he*s my duck-andeary, which 13 true, in fact; but the 
expression is wealv, and I am not yet mad enough for it. But 
I shall bCj Boon — I shall be, soon I 
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Alf. Teresa I — do you not know Alfredo, who used to love you 
so dearly ? 

Ter. Alfredo! Alfredo! It is— it is— ha ! ha I ha I {About 
to embrace him,) 

Alf. Don't. That I cannot permit. Under the circumstances, 
it would be in the last degree unbecoming. 

Ter. Oh, I had forgotten! Thou lovest another now— a 
plain girl, compared with me. Methinks thou too must be mad 
to take up with such a one! But we are all mad — all— all 
mad. 

Alf, I sometimes think so too. But take heart, little one ; 
it is true I love thee not, for I have a bride, and no married 
man ever loves anybody but his wife. 

Ter, I am not so mad but that I know that Why, I learnt 
it at school! But thou art like the rest — thou thinkest that 
any truism is good enough for a mad girl ! 

Alf. As I was saying, take heart, for although you are 
nothing to me now, yet I have ascertained that this spell under 
which we all labour will be removed in an hour, and I shall 
then love you as dearly, as passionately as heretofore ! 

Ter, Is this indeed so ? In one brief hour ? No, no ; I dare 
not believe it 1 

Duet.^Alfrbdo and Tbrrsa. 

Alf» In days gone by, 

But soon to come again, 
With ardour pure 
I used to pine, 
And strove to lure 
That heart of thine 
With all my might and main. 

I know not why, 

But now, for thee, I find 
I do not care : 

To be exact, 
Thy beauty rare 

Does not attract — 
To all thy charms I'm blind ! 
But take good heart — ^an hour will pass amaiui 
And all my love will then come back again t 

Ter, In days gone by 

I pl^d an idle part : 
With scornful smile, 

And heartless jest 
And worldly guile, 
Made manifest, 
I gmved. \ai7 i&ltbiul heart* 
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How changed am I ! 

The love I dared decline, 
Is now the breath 
Of life to me. 
And till kind death 
Shall set me free 
My love shall live for thine ! 
Be brave, poor heart — an hour will pass amain, 
And all his love will then come bock again 1 

EnUr Ultricb, 
Becitative. 
Vlt, So, I have found you ! 

Alf, (leaving Tebesa, atid rushing to Ultbice, as though under the 
influence of a spell). 

Passionately loved one 1 
Thy dainty hand I kiss — I mean the gloved one I 
Oh, thou adored with passion most romantic 1 
Worshipped with all the fire of frenzy frantic t 
For one short hour my love consent to share it- 
It won't last longer than an hour — ^I swear it t 

Ensemble. 
Ult. (aside), Alf. (aside), Teb. 

The days of scorn are The scorn I felt is An hour will soon have 
past — pHrBt — passed — 

With passion he*s de- With paesioti I'm With paBsion I'm de- 
mented 1 dem&ntcd! mented! 
Triumphant I, at last 1 But Btill| it vrlU not It won't much longer 
My heart is now con- lajjt— last — 
tented. With that I'll be With that I'll be con- 
A suppliant at my feet, oontcptcd. tented. 
Thanks to the wizard's A Buppliaat at her feet, Though he is at her 
potion — Tbj\nks to the feet. 
With insolence I'll treat wixard'a potion— Thanks to the 
Uisnewly-bomdevo- An hour — and obsolete wizard's potion — 
tion. My newly-born de- An hour — and obsolete 
votionl His newly-born de- 
votion ! 

{^Exit Alfredo into monastery, Teresa attempts to 
follow him ; she is stopped hy Ultrice, who sends 
her off in the opposite direction, Ultrice remains, 

Keoitativb.— Ultbice. 

An hour? Nay, ni4y— 

A lifetime rather— that is as I will. 

His love is mine — ^yes, mine alone, until 
His dying day ! 
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Go, cheat yourselves with promises, poor fools I 
X hold the talisman that overrules 

The potion's power ! (Producing the pocket-book.) 
I found the conjuror sleeping and alone — 
I stole it I It's mine 1 my very own 1 
Alfredo, till he dies, shall wear my gyves I 
An hour ? Poor fools, that hour shall last your lives 1 

Ha I ha ! an hour 1 lExit, 

Enter all the Chorus of Girls, running, Alfredo comes out of 
monastery and joins Ultbicb. He is followed hy all the 
Monks. Enter^ also, Pibtbo, Bartolo, and Nita, the two 
last still as clockwork figures. 
Chorus of Oh, ple£,se yoM not to go away 
GirU, Until you've Been the clock wi>rk play. 

Two figures carry oa th^ plot, 

And one'B a. man^the otber'i not. 

Thej^re full of complicated »priGgs, 

Ana weighty and wheeLi^ and catgut string&^ 

You wind 'em up, just in the back, 

WHh crucky, cracky, cmick^, t^rack-^ 

llien all the wheeb, revolving quick, 

Go tiqky, tic by j, ticky^ tick«- 

And tb«D the figures eat and drink, 

And walk a^d talk, and wink and think. 

And quarreU just like lovers twain, 

And kis3 and make it up again^ 
Alh It's very true, and very quamt^ 

The one^s a man, the other nXnU 

You wind Vm up, just in the back| 

With cracky, cracky, cracky, crock — 

And all the wheels, revolving quickj 

Go ticky, tickj, ticky, tick- 

It's very true — it's very quaint — 

The one's a man — ^the other ain't 1 

[During this, Pietro has been dusting and arranging the 
figures, who have entered, jerkily, into the spirit of 
the chorus. 
Pie, (coming forward). May it please your Graces^ 
These are figures two, 
Who, in port and paces, 

Show ;^ou something new* 
Note their human faces. 

And the things they do ; 
We've reserved front places— 
(Recognizing tliem,') Hallo I Why, it's you I 

( To the others.) Alfredo and Ultrice ! Peasants two 1 
AIL Oh I 

What do you mean by this sheer audacity? 

What do you mean by this ill-timed joke? 
How do you dare defy veracity? 
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UlIU Spare your unrestrained loquacity, 

Listen while we the truth undoke. 
At 'Vino's base design — 

The Duke and Duchess apin^« 
We drank the cursed wine, 

For which we all were gaping. 
Then all at once we fell 

Into the wizard's clutches, 
Who chan|^ed us, strange to tell, 
To genuine Duke and Duchess,' 

All. But 

UU, Don't ask for further details—cease your chatter ; 

We've told you all we know about the matter. 

[Exeunt Alfbedo and Ulteice. 
Chorus, We may as well restrain our useless chatter ; 

They've told as all they know about the matter ! 
Fie. {despondmgly). There's only one thing to be done. 

Destroy the antidote by fierce ignition^ 
And thereby bring back every one 
To his (or her) original condition I 
All, Hurrah ! 

J7ie Men. Sandal and robe we gladly lose, 

Here is an end to our calling clerical. 
The Girls. Now they may marry whenever the^ choose, 

All of U8 are with joy hysterical. 
Bar. and We shall be human, body and limb, 

NUa. Happy to think our state is curable. 

Fie. I shall be free from these tortures grim ; 

They're getting exceedingly unendurable ! 
All, Hurrah I [FusTRO/eels for pocket-hook. 

Quick, quick — ^the antidote 1 [Be can't find it. 

How horrified you look I 
Pie. I had it in this coat — 

Safe in my pocket-book. [Feeling for it. 

The truth I must admit, 
Some thief has stolen it 1 
All* Oh, horror ! 

Aca urged sorcerer ! \_Thr£tiim\nglf^ to Pibtro. 

Thou deman-Ieagned traitor f 
III- omened hatbmgier 1 

Low-bom eqtiivocator ! 
Thia is a hidetjus plot 

To xob UB of our eeia^^^^ 
Eestore oa on the spot, 
Or dreaji Uie consequencGS I 

[Exeunt all but Pietko^ Bartolo, and KiTA. Pietro 
sits in great pain and distress, Bartolo and Nit A 
make ineffective attempts to movt and ^peak, hut they 
have " run doii^n" 
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Pic* (observing their efforts). Now, then, what's wrong with 
j/ott? Oh, I see. {Winds them up.) 

^ I Bar. Upon my honour, this is a pretty state of 
^ ^ I things. Clockwork for life, I suppose ! It's monstrous 
1^^ I — outrageous I What's to become of Nita, and, above 
^ ft< / all, what's to become of me ? 
g 2 ^ Ni. Well, a nice mess you've made of this ; to go and 



1*^ 



lose the only thing that could bring us back to life 
again. What do ;you mean by it, you ridiculous old 
^ donkey? 

Pie, What do you want ? 

Ni. Why, if I'm to be Ophelia for the rest of my life, it 
would be convenient to know what Ophelia did. 

Bar. She coaxed Hamlet, a good deal. 

Pie. Kothing of the kind; she committed suicide because 
Hamlet wouldn't marry her. 

Ni, What— lately? 

Pie. Lately ! Several hundred years ago. (Nita and Bab- 
TOLO turn and walk rapicUy up stage.) Where are you 
go'.ng? 

Ni. We're going back several hundred years. 

Pie. It's not necessary. You can do It here. (Nita begins 
to cry.) 

Bar. I have it. If Hamlet had married Ophelia she wouldn't 
have committed suicide. 

Pie. Well? What then? 

Bar What then ? Why ; if I marry her at once the motive 
for the act will be removed ! 

Pie, Nonsense I Hamlet and Ophelia never married. It 
would be trifling with the text. 

Bar, Anyhow, it's a new reading. What! am I to be the 
only Hamlet who is not permitted to discover new readings ? 
rah I 

Trio, — Pietro, Nita, and Bartolo. 

Pie, Ophelia was a daintly little maid, 

Who loved a very melancholy Dane ; 
Whose affection of the heart, so it is said, 
Preceded his affection of the brain. 
Heir-apparent to the Crown, 

He thought lightly of her passion. 
Having wandered up and down, 
In an incoherent fashion, 
When she found he wouldn't wed her. 
In a river, in a meadder, 
Took a header, and a deader 
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^ita, Ophelia to her sex was a disgrace, 

Whom nobody could feel compassion for. 
Ophelia should have gone to Ely Place 
To consult an eminent solicitor. 
When such promises as these 

Breaks a suitor, rich and regal. 
Why, substantial damages 
Is the panacea legal — 
From a jury — sons of Adam, 
Though as stony as Macadam, 
Maid or madam, she'd have had 'em, 
Would Ophelia ! 
Bau There's a venerable proverb in my mind, 

Which applies to this catastrophe, I think, 
To a horse who is unfortunately blind 
Any nod is just as good as any wink. 
Opportunity I'll seize 

Of avoiding any error : 
Of substantial damages 

I have always had a terror. 
That calamity to parry 
Not a moment will I tarry, 
Off I'll carry and I'll marry 

Poor Ophelia I 

lExeunt Babtolo cmd Nita. As they go off, Pietro 
slyly steals their respective keys, and goes off trium" 
phantly in the opposite direction. 

Enter XJltbios and Tebesa. 

Ult, She comes ! Ah, Madame Jilt I 

Oh, crazy insolent I Ah, wonder as thou wilt, 
Thy scornful head is bent I 
Ter. Ultrice! Ultricel 

Ult, Ah, cruel one f 

Thou knowest now 

The torture of a love that's gone astray ! 
Ter. Ah I spare me I 

Ult, Thou knowest now 

The fate of those who will not when they may 
Ter, Ah I spare met 

Ult, Thou knowest now 

The sting of jealousy's envenomed dart. 
Ter. Ah t spare me I 

Ult, Thou knowest now 

The deadly famine of a hungry heart. 
Ter^ Ah I spare me I 

Farewell, Alfredo I ITuming to Ultrice, 

Ere deathly cold 

I lie on yonder strand 
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Ah, let me hold 

The hand that is his hand ; \Tak\n<^ Ixer hand. 

Ere lost I be 

In yonder cold eclipse, 
Vouchsafe to me 
' The lips that are his lips ! 

IKissing Ultricb, who remains motionless. 
May he forget 

His love of old — 
ITcr 6\\n haa tti 
lUf tale is told! 
\Ooes up stage and mounts purapet overhanging the river. 
She is ahvui to throw htrsttf off, when Ultrice, who 
has heen struggling with her hotter feeiings, relents, 
UU, Hold I Stay thy hand ! Teresa, come to me ; 
My soul is softened and my heart is stirred ! 
Come to me quickly^ have wronged thee. 
Pardon, Teresa^ I have greatly erred 1 
Teu Ultrice I [^She rushes to her arms. 

UU, Take heart, take heart, for thon shalt righted be ; 
Live — ^for thy love shall be restored to thee ! 
, Come hither, all! 

Enter all the characters from different entrances — Pieteo in 
great agony. 
Chorus, Now, what is this, and what is that? 

We wish to go to yonder valley. 
What do you want ? what are you at? 
Explain your conduct generally ! 
UlU Proud of my new-bom rank 

Which raised me from my clan, 
From yonder mountebank 
I stole the talisman ! 

IShe produces it, Pietro clutches at it. 

All, Ah, false one I 

From yonder mountebank 

She stole the talisman I [Exit Ultrice. 

Pie, Another minute and my fate were sealed t 

A light — quick — quick ! — my fortune for a light ! 
lA light is given to him — he hums the parchment. 
The parchment bums — my tortures slowly yield — 

'TiD gone 1 and with it our distorted plight ! 
[Gong — all change to their original characters: the 
Monks becoming brigands, Mikestea becoming a 
young woman^ Alfredo and Ultrice becoming 
peasants, Bartolo and Nita are restored to 
humanity, and Pietro recovers his health, Alfredo 
mnbracea Tebesa. 
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Chorus. 
Hurrah! 

The spelFs removed, 
Hurrah I 

Hnrrah! 

Are {"."^Jagain. 

Hnrrah ! 
With might and main, 
Hurrah I 

Arr* The Duke and the Duchess, when they travel through the 

land, 
How the pair they will stare, with their high jerry ho I 
They will yet fall a prey to the valour of our band. 
For we shi^ not be happy till we get them ; 
With our high jerry ho ! 

And our canticle pedantical, 
And our mystic, Uiough artistic, 
Jerry high, jerry ho ! 

All, With their high jerry ho I etc. 

i'»^., ^ar.,) The Duke and the Duchess, had they travelled through 
i^t, J our land, 

With their cries of surprise and their high jerry ho ! 
They'd have seen many things that they wouldn't under- 
stand; 
Not the least is our show, yon may bet them — 
With our high jerry ho I 

And our dickings and our tickings— 
Our emphatic automatic 
Jerry high, jerry ho I 

All, With their high jerry ho I etc. 

Alf, and\ The Duke and the Duchess, if they travel through our 
Ter. i land, 

As they may, any day, with their high jerry ho ! 
They will find that we're linked, heart in heart, hand in 
band, 
And a loving example we'll set them, 
WiUi our high jerry ho ! 

And our notion of devotion. 
And our gentle sentimental 
Jerry high, jerry ho 1 

Ail, With their high jerry ho I 
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Scene. — A Utopian Palm Grove in the gardens of Kisa Paba- 
mount's Palace, shotoing a picturesque and luxuriant 
Tropical landscape, with the sea in the distance, Salata, 
Melene, Phylla, and other Maidens discovered, lying 
lazily about the stage and thoroufjKly enjoying them8elvc& 
ifi lotus- eating jxishion. 

Opening Chorus. 
In lazy langnor — motiouless, 
We lie and dream of nothingness ; 
For visions come 
From Poppydom 

Direct at our command : 
Or, delicate alternative, 
la open idleness we live, 
With lyre and lute 
And silver flute, 

The life ol Diayland ! 

SOLO^ — PWYIXA, 

The Bong of birds 

1q ivied towem ■ 

Tha rippling play 
Of waterway \ 
TTifl lowittg herils ; 

The breath of flowers ; 
The IxiEiffuid lovei 
Of turtle dovoe — 
Tlieae eimpk joys are all at band 
UiJOQ thy shores, O La^ylaudl 

CiioBua« 
la lazy languor ^ etc. 
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Enter Calynx. 

Cal, Good news! Great news I His Majesty's eldest 
daughter, Princess Zara, who left our shores five years since 
to go to England — the greatest, the most powerful, the wisest 
country in the world — has taken a high degree at Girton, and 
is on her way home again, having achieved a complete mastery 
over all the elements that have tended to raise that glorious 
country to her present pre-eminent position among civilized 
nations ! 

Sal, Then in a few months Utopia may hope to be com- 
pletely Anglicized ? j 

Cal, Absolutely and without a doubt. 

Mel. (lazUy), We are very well as we are. Life without a 
care — every want supplied by a kind and fatherly monarch, 
who, despot though he be, has no other thought than to make 
his people happy—what have wo to gain by the great change 
that is in store for us? 

Sal, What have we to gsdn ? English institutions, English 
tastes, and oh, English fashions ! 

Cal, England has made herself what she is because, in that 
favoured land, every one has to think for himself. Here we 
have no need to think, because our monarch anticipates all our 
wants, and our political opinions are formed for us by the 
journals to which we subscribe. Oh, think how much more 
brilliant this dialogue would have been, if we had been accus- 
tomed to exercise our reflective powers ! They say that in 
England the conversation of the very meanest is a coruscation 
of impromptu epigram I 

Enter Tababa in a great rage. 

Tar, Lalabalele talala ! Callabale lalabalica falahle ! 

Cal, (horrified). Stop — stop, I beg ! 

^All the ladies dose their ears. 

Tar, Callamalala galalate I Caritalla lalabalee kallalale poo ! 

Ladies, Oh, stop him I stop him 1 

Cal, My Lord, I'm surprised at you. Are you not aware 
that His Majesty, in his despotic acquiescence with the 
emphatic wish of his people, has ordered that the Utopian 
language shall be banished from his court, and that all com- 
munications shall henceforward be made in the English tongue. 

Tar, Yes, Fm perfectly aware of it, although (Suddenly 

presenting an explosive " crocfcer".) Stop — allow me. 
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CW. {;puih it). Now, what's that for ? 

Tar, Why, I've recently been appointed Public Exploder 
to His Majesty, and as I'm constitutionally nervous, I must 
accustom myself by degrees to the startling nature of my 
duties. Thank you. I was about to say that although, as 
Public Exploder, I am next in succession to the throne, I 
nevertheless do my best to fall in with the royal decree. But 
when I am over-mastered by an indignant sense of over- 
whelming wrong, as I am now, I slip into my native tongue 
without knowing it. I am told that in the language of that 
great and pure nation, strong expressions do not exist, conse- 
quently when I want to let off steam I have no alternative but 
to say, *' Lalabalele molola lililah kallalale poo I " 

Cal, But what is your grievance ? 

Tar, This — ^by our Constitution we are governed by a 
Despot who, although in theory, absolute — is, in practice, 
nothing of the kind — ^being watched day and night by two 
Wise Men whose duty it is, on his very first lapse from political 
or social propriety, to denounce him to me, the Public Exploder, 
and it then becomes my duty to blow up His Majesty with 
dynamite — allow me. {Presenting a cracker^ which Calvnx 
ptdh,) Thank you — and, as some compensation to my wounded 
teelings, I reign in his stead. 

Cal, Yes. After many unhappy experiments in the direction 
of an ideal Bepublic, it was found that what may be described 
as a Despotism tempered by Dynamite provides, on the whole, 
the most satisfactorv description of ruler — ^an autocrat who 
dares not abuse his autocratic ix)wer. 

Tar, That's the theory — Dut in practice, how does it act? 
Now, do you ever happen to see the PcUace Peeper f 

IProdttcing a " Society " Paper, 

Cal, Never even heard of the journaL 

Tar, I'm not surprised, because His Majesty's agents always 
buy up the whole edition ; but I have an aunt in the publishing 
department, and she has supplied me with a copy. Well, it 
actually teems with circumstantially convincing details of the 
King's abominable immoralities I If this high-class journal 
may be believed. His Majesty is one of the most Heliogabalian 
profligates that ever disgraced an autocratic throne I And do 
these Wise Men denounce him to me ? Not a bit of it I They 
wink at his immoralities I Under the circumstances I really 
think I am justified in exclaiming, " Lalabalele molola lililah 
kalabalele pool" {All horrified,) I don't care — the occasion 
demands iU [Exit Tababa 
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Mabch. Enter Guard, escorting Soaphio and PnANTia. 
Chorus. 
Oh, make way for the Wise Men ! 
They are prizemen — 
Double-first in the world*s miiversity I 
For though lovely this island, 
(Which is my land,) 
She has no one to match Uiem in her city* 
They're the pride of Utopia- 
Cornucopia 
Is each in his mental fertility. 
Oh, they never make blunder, 
And no wonder, 
For they're triumphs of infallibility* 

Duet. — Scaphio and Puantis. 
In every mental lore, 

(The statement smacks of vanity)^ 
We claim to rank before 

The wisest of humanity. 
As gifts of head and heart 

We wasted on «* utility," 
We're " cast '* to play a part 

Of great responsibility. . 
Our duty is to spy 

Upon our King's illicitieSy 
And keep a watchful eye 

On all his eccentricities. 
If ever a trick he tries 

That savours of rascality, 
At our decree he dies 

Without the least f ormality» 
We fear no rude rebuff^ 

Or newspaper publicity ; 
Our word is quite enough. 

The rest is electricity. 
A pound of dynamite 

Explodes in his auriculani ; 
Ic's not a pleasant sight — 

We'll spare you the particulars. 
It's force all men confess, 

The King needs no admonishing-^ 
We may say its success 

Is something ouite astonishing. 
Our despot it imbues 

With virtues quite delectable : 
He minds his F's and Q's, — 

And keeps himself respectable* 

Of a tyrant polite 

He's a paragon quite. 

He's as modest and mild 

In hiB Yray% aa «^ cJteMx 
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And no one ever met 
With an autocrat, yet, 
So delightfully bluid 
To the least in the land I 

So make way for the wise men, etc. 

[Exewat all hut Scaphio and Phantis. Phantis is 
pensive. 

Sea. Phantis, you are not in your customary exuberant 
Bpirits. What is wrong ? 

Fhan. Scaphio, I think you once told me that you have 
never loved ? 

Sea. Never 1 I have often marvelled at tbo fairy influence 
Tvbich weaves ita losy web about the faculties of the greatest 
and wisest of our race ; but I thank Heaven I have never been 
lubjected to ita eingular fascination. For,ob, Phantis! there is 
that within me that tells me thjvt when my lime does come, 
the convulmon will bo tremenclous I When / love, it will be 
with tho accumulated fervour of sisty-aix year^! But I have 
an ideal^ — a scmi-tTaDspa.rciit Bdng — fiUcil with an inorganic 
pink jelly— and I have never yet seen the woman who ap- 
proacliea within measurable distance of it. All are opaque — 
opaq ue — opaque t 

Fhun. Keep that ideal firmly before you, and love not until 
you find hop. Though but lifty-five, I ara an old campaigner 
in the battle-fields of Love ; and, believe me, it is better to be 
&3 you are, heart'free and bappy, than as 1 am — eternally 
racked with doubting a^onlosl Scaphio, the Princess Zara 
returns from England to-day I 

Sea. My poor hoy, I see it all I 

Fhan^ On [ Scaphio, abo la so beautiful Ah. I you smile, for 
you have never seen her. She sailed for Ecgland three months 
before you took office. 

Sea. Now, tell me, is your affection requited ? 

Fhan. I do not know — ^I am not sure* Sometimes I think 
it is, and then come these torturing doubts I I feel sure that 
she does not regard me with absolute indifference, for she could 
never look at me without having, to go to bed with a sick 
headache. 

Sea, That m surely something. Come, take heart, boy I you 
are young and beautiftiL What more could maiden want? 

FJian, Ah I Scaphio^ remember she returns from a land where 
every youth is as a young Greek god, and where such poor 
beauty as I can boast is seen at every turn. 

Sea, Be of good cbeer 1 Marry her, boy, if so your fancy 
wills, and be sure that love wiU come. 
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Phan, (overjoyed). Then you will assist me in this ? 

Sea, Why, surely I Silly one, what have you to fear ? We 
have but to say the word, and her father must consent. Is he 
not our very slave ? Come, take heart. I cannot bear to see 
you sad. 

Phcm, Now I may hope, indeed I Scaphio, you have placed 
me on the very pinnacle of human joy I 

Duet.— Scaphio and Fhantis, 
Sea* Let all your doubts take wing— 

Our influence is great. 
If Paramount our King 
Flresume to hesitate, 
Put on the screw, 

And caution him 
That he will rue 

Disaster grim 
That must ensue 

To life and limb, 
Should he pooh-pooh 
This harmless whim. 
Both* This harmless whim — this harmless whim* 

It is, as j ^^ \ say, a harmless whim, 

Phan, {dandng)* Observe this donee 

Which I employ 
When I, by chance, 

Go mad with joy. 
What sentiment 

Does this express? 
[Phantis continibeB his dance while Soaphio vainly 
endeavours to discover its meaning. 
Supreme content 
And happiness 
Both. And happiness — and happiness— 

Of course it does — and happiness 
rhan% Your friendly aid conferred, 

I need no longer pine. 
Pve but to speak the word. ' 
And lo ! the moid is mine I 
I do not choose 

To be denied. 
Or wish to lose 

A lovely bride— 
If to refuse 

The King decide, 
The Royal shoes 

Then woe betide ! 
BotK Then woe betide — ^then woe betide 

The KoysX ft\iQ^ \2ki«ii'«^ \Mtide ^ 
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Bc(L (d(ificifi^)» This step to nse 

I condescend 
Whene'er I chose 

To serve a friend* 
What it implies 

Now try to guess ; 

[SoAFHio continues Am dance while Phantis i$ vainly 
endeavouring to discover its meaning. 

It typifies 

Unselfishness I 
Both (dancing). Unselfishness ! Unselfishness t 
Of coarse it does — ^anselfishnesa I 
This step to use 
We condescend ! etc. 

lExeuni Scaphio and Phantis. 

Maboh. Enter EiNa Paramount, attended hy Guards and 
Nobles, and preceded hy Girls dancing bejfore him. 
Chorus. 
Qnaif the nectar — cnll the roses — 

Gather fruit and flowers in plenty I 
For our King no longer poses — 

Sing the songs of /or niente ! 
Wake the lute that sets us lilting, 

Dance a welcome to each comer t 
Day by day our year is wilting— 
Sing the sunny songs of summer I 
Xa,la,la,lal 

SOSOi— KlHO. 
A Kmg of ftutoeratic power we — 

A despot whose tyramiic will is Liw^ 
Whose rulo is paramount o'er land rmd iie% 

A Presence of unuttemble awe ; 
Bet Lhoui^h the awe that 1 inapire 
Mu^t Bhnr^^l with imperial Are 

All foes whom it may chance to touch, 
To judge by what I see and hear, 
It doGE not aeem to interfere 

With popoljir enjoy meat, much. 
Chorus, No, no — it does not interfere 

With our eujoyment much. 

Kecitativk,— King, 
My subjects all, it is your wish emphatic 
That all Utopia shall henceforth be modelled 
Upon that glorious country called Great Britain— 
To which some add— but others do not— Ireland. 

AU. It is ! 

King, That being so, as you insist upon it, 

We have arranged that our two younger daughters 
Who have been *^ finished ** by an English Lady— 
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(Tenderly,) A grave, and good, and gracious English Lady— 
Shall daily be exhibited in public, 
That all may learn what, from the English stand-point, 
Is looked upon as maidenly perfection I 
Come hither, daughters ! 

Enter Nekaya und Kalyba, They are tmns, aboui fifteen 
years old ; they are very modest and demure in their ap- 
pearance, dress, and manner. They stand with their hands 
folded and their eyes cast down. 

Chorus. 
How fair I how modest! how discreet 
How bashfully demure ! 

See how they blush, as they've been taught, 
At this publicity unsought 1 
How English and how pure ! 

Duet.— Nbkata and Kalyba. 
Both* Although of native maids the cream, 

We're brought up on the English scheme— 
The best of all 
For great and small 
Who modesty adore. 
Nek. For English giris are good as gold. 

Extremely modest (so we*re told), 
Demurely coy — divinely cold — 
KaU And we are that — and more. 

To please papa, who argues thus — 
All ^rls should mould themselves on U3 
Because we iirc, 
By furlonffB far 

The best of all the bundii 
We show dutsgIvbb to loud applause 
From ten to four with oat a paase— 
Nek, Which ig an awkward time because 

It cuts Into our laiich, 
Buth. Oh, maida of high and low degree, 

Whose soeial code ifi rather free, 
Please look at us and jon will ecc 
What good yonng ladies ought to be I 
Nek. And as we standi like clockwork toys, 

A lecturer whom papa etUi ploys 
Proceeds to praiao 
Our modest ways 

Apd guileless character^ 
KoX. Oar well-known bluah — our downcast eyes— 

Our famous look of mild Burpnse 
Neh. (Wbkh competition atUl d^fiefl) — 

Kixl. Our celebrated " Sir ! ! ! " 

Then all tlie crowd take down our looks 
In pocket mtmornjulum bookie 
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To diagnose 
Oar modest pose 

The Kodaks do their bests 
i^Telt If evidence you would possess 

Of what is maiden bashfulness, 
Ton only need a button press — 
Kal» And v>e do all the rest 

Enter liADT Sophy — an English lady of mature years and 
extreme gravity of demeanour and dress. She carries a 
lecturer's xvand in her hand. She is led on by the Kino, 
who exjtresses great regard and admiration for her. 

Recitative.— Lady Sophy, 
This morning we propose to illustrate 
A course of maiden conrtshij), from the start 
To the triumphant matrimonial finish. 

^Through the following song the two Princesses illustrate 
in gesture the description given by Lady Sophy. 

SciK&.— Lady Sopby. 

Bold-faced rwager 

(Perfect stranger) 
3I(;Gt& twa weU- behaved young Udiok 

He's attract! vc, 

YouD^ and ncfciTfl— * 
Each a little bit afraid ia. 

Youth advances, 

At hia glances 
To their danger they awaken ; 

They repel bim 

Ab tbey tell hira 
He is rery much DuaLakcsn, 
Tbougli tbcy Bpeak to biru politely, 
ricaae obeetve theyVe sDeerinfj slaghtly, 
Just to show he*B acting vainly. 
Tbifl ia Virtue sayiag plainly, 

"Go away, 70un*r bachelor, 

Wc arc not what you take us for I * 
When addressed jmpertiaently, 
Ijiglish ladieB answer gently, 

** Go away, young bachelor, 

Wa are not what you take us for t * 

As he gazes, 

Hat he raises, 
Enters into conversation. 

Makes excuses— 

This produces 
Interesting agitation. 

He, with daring, 

Undespairing, ; 
Gives his c^rd—- his rank discloselh- 
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Little heeding 
This proceeding, 
They turn up their little noses. 

Pray observe this lesson vital** 
When a man of rank and title 
His position first disdoses, 

Always cock yonr little noses. 

When at home, let all the claM 

Try this in the lookix^-glass. 
English girls of well-bred notions, 
IShun all mirehearsed emotions, 

English girls of highest class 

Practise them before the glasi* 

His intentions. 

Then he mentions 
Something definite to go on-* 

Makes recitals 

Of his titles, 
Hints at sentiments, and so on* 

Bmilia^ aweetly^ 

Tlicy, discreetly, 
Ask for further cvidtiQCCiS : 

Thus mvited^ 

Gives the naiuil n^fereneGSp 
This is busint^as. Ench is flutter^ 
When the offer's fatrly uttered, 
"Which of them has hi& alfeftion ? •• 
He declines to make selection. < 

Do they quarrel for his dross? 

Not a bit of it — ^theytoss 1 
Please observe this cogent moral— 
English ladies never quarrel. 

When a doubt they come acrosB, 

English ladies always toss. 

Recitative.— Lady Sophy. 
The lecture's ended. In ten minutes* space 
*Twill be repeated in the market-place i 

\Exit Lady Sophy, /o?Zot^^ hy Nekaya and Kalyba. 

Chobus. 

Quaff the nectar — cull the roses- 
Bashful girls will soon be plenty I 

Maid who thus at fifteen poses 
Ought to be divine at twenty I 

\JEixii Chorus. Manet King. 

King. I requested Scaphio and Phantis to be so good as to 
favoiXT me with an audience this morning. 
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EnUr SoAPHio and Phantis. 

Ob, here they are! 

hca. Your Majesty wished to speak with us, I believe. You 
— you needn't keep your crown on, on our account, you know. 

King, I beg your pardon. {Eemoves it,) I always forget 
that ! Odd, the notion of a King not being allowed to wear 
one of his own crowns in the presence of two of his own 
subjects. 

Fhan, Yes — bizarre, is it not ? 

Kinf/, Jloat quaint. But then it*H a quaint world. 

Phan. Teema with quiet fun. I often tkink what a luclcy thing 
it is that jou are blessed with such a koen eense of humour ! 

King. Do you know, 1 find it invaluable. Do what I will j I 
cannot help looting at the liuniorous side of thiugs — for, proyjcrly 
coufciidered, e^^erything has its humorous aide — ^cven tho Falaca 
Teeper, {Prodacinrf it) Sea here—" Auother Royal Scandal," 
by Junius Juuior. *'How long is this to last?" by Sen ox 
Senior. " Ribald Royalty," by Mercury Major, " Where Is the 
Public Exploder?*' by MepMstopheles Mmor, When I Ti^Hnci 
that all the&Q outrageous attacks on my morality are written by 
rae, at your command— well, it's oao of the fannies t things that 
have come within the scope of my experience- 

Sca, Resides, apart from that, they have a quiet humouv of 
their own which ia simply iiTesistible. 

King, (gratijitd). Not bad, I think. Biting, trenchant sar- 
cai^m— the ra filer, not the btudgeou— that's my 11 tie. But then 
U'b so easy — l*m such a good subjecfc^^^ bad Kiag but n, ^ood 
Subject—ha! ha I — a capital heading for next week*a Iciding 
a tie le 1 (Afahs a note,) And thea the s t i n s;! □ g 1 i fc 1 1 e parag rapha 
about our Royal goinga-onwith our Royal Second Ilousiemaid^ 
delicately sub -acid, are they not ? 

jftVti. My dear K'ing, ia that kind of thing no one can hold a 
caudle to you. 

Fhan, But the crowning joke is the Comic Opera you've 
written for us — " King Tuppence ; or, A Good Deal Less than 
Half a Sovereign " — in which the celebrated English tenor, Mr. 
Wilkinson, burlesques your personal appearance and gives gro- 
tesque imitations of your Royal pecularities. It's immense 1 

King. Ye— es. That's what I wanted to speak to you about. 
Now, I've not the least doubt but that even that has its humorous 
side, too — ^if one could only see it. As a rule, I'm pretty quick 
at detecting latent humour — ^but I confess I do not quite see 
where it comes in, in this particular instance. It's so horribly 
personal I 

IIL ^ ^ 
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Sea. Personal ? Tes, of course it's personal— but consider the 
antithetical humour of the situation. 

King. Yes. I — I don^t think IVe qnite graaped that, 

Soa, No? You flurpriBe me. Why, consider. Baring the <1ay 
thousands trenihlo at your frown, during the night (from 8 to 
11) thousands roar at lU During the day your most arbitrary 
pronouncements are received by yonr subjects with abject sub- 
mission— iiaring the night, they shout with Joy at your most 
terrible decrees. It's not every monarch that op joys the privi- 
lege of undoing by night all tho despotic absurditres he's com- 
mitted durmg the day. 

King. Of course ! Now I see it I Thank you very much. I 
was sure it had its humorous side, and it was very dull of me 
not to have seen it before. Btit, as 1 said ju^ now, it's a quaint 
world. 

Phan. Teems with quiet fun. 

King. Yes, Properly considered, what a farce life is, to be sure I 

SoMO, — King. 
First yon^re bcrni^and 1*11 be bonnd yon 
Find a dozan etniDgen roniid yon, 
" Hullo," criei tlie new-born baby, 
"Where's my paces ta? which mfty they bo?* 

Awkward Hilenee — no reply — 

PuKzIcd baby wondem why J 
Father riuoB^ bowa politel j — 
Jlother smiles, but not too brightly)^ 
Doctor mumbles like m dumb thing — 
Nur^ IB baay mixing somethin;?^^ 

Every symptom t^mda to flhow 

You're decidedly de tr^p— 

AU. Hc» ! ho t ho I ho t ho ! ho t ha I hoi 

Time's teetotutn, 

If you epin it^ 
Gives it's quotaia 

Once a minute. 
rU go bail 
You hit the nail, 
And if you fail 

The deace is hi it I 
Ton grow np, aad you diseover 
What it is to be a lover. 
Some young lady is selected — 
Poor, prhaps, but weU-<H>nDected 

Whom you hail (for Love is blind) 
As the Queen of fairy kind. 
Though she*8 plain— perha[)s unsightlyi 
Makes her face up— laces tightly. 
In her form your fancy traces 
All the gifts of all the graces. 
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Rivals none the maiden woo, 

So you take her and she takes you 1 

Alt. Hoi hoi hoi hoi hoi holholliol 

Joke beginning, 

Never ceases, 
Till your inning \ 

Time releases, 
Oo your way 
You blindly stray, 
And day by day 

The joke lacrcasi^ I 

Ten yews lator— Timeprogresacs— 
SouTB your iemper — thiii3 your tresj^Qa 
Fancyf then,, her chain relaxes ; 
Bati^B are i$A\M and so ar^ taxes. 

Fairy Queen's no longer youngs 

Fairy QneGii has got a tongue. 
Twina have probably intrudod— 
Quite unbidden — just as you did — 
They're a boutco of care and trouble^- 
Just as you were— only double. 

Comes at last the fitjal i^troko — 

Time has had his little joke t 

AU, Ho! ho 1 bo I ho 1 ho I ho 1 ho ! boB 

Daily driven 

(Wife iia drover) 
111 you've thriVEQ — 

Ne'er in dovec t 
Laatly, when 
Three-ficore and ten 
(And not till then), 

The |i*ko IS over I 
Ho 1 ho 1 ho t ho I ho 1 ho I ho I ho I 
Then — and then 

The joke ia over 1 

[Ezmni SoAPHio and Phantiiu Manet Knro 
King, (putting an his crown affain). It'a all very well. I 
always like to look on tho humorous nide of things; but I do 
not think I ought to ba retiuired to writo libels on my own 
moral character. Naturally, I see the joke of it— anybody 
would — but Zara's coming home to-dj\y ; she*3 no longer a 
child, and I confeaa I ahoMld not like her to aoe my Opera — 
though it's uncommonly well written ; and X should be sorry if 
the Palace Feeper got into her hands — though it's certainly 
smart — very smart indeed. It 13 almost a pity that I have to 
"buy up tlie whole edition » becauae it*s really too good to be lost. 
And Lady Sophy— that blame] esa type of perfect womanhood I 
Great heavens, what would she eay if the Second Housemaid 
business happened to meet her pure blue eye ) 
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Enter Lady Sophy. 

Lady 8, My monarcli is Boliloquizing. I will withdraw. 
(Going.) 

King, No — ^pray don't go. Now I'Jl give you fifty chances, 
and you won't guess whom I was thinking of. 

Lady S. Alas, sir, I know too well. Ah ! King, it's an old, 
old story, and I'm well nigh weary of it ! Be warned in time — 
from my heart I pity you, but I am not for you I (Going,) 

King* But hear what I have to say. 

Lady S, It ia useless, ListeD, In the course of a long and 
advcnturoua career in the principal jKump&iu Courts, it has 
l>ecn revealed to me that I unconsciously exercise a weird and 
supernatural fascinatioa over all Crowned Heads* So irresistible 
is tbia singular proporty, that there ia not a European Monarch 
who has not implored me, with tears in his eyes, to quit his 
kingdom, and take my fatal charms elt^e where. As time was 
getting on it occurred to me that by descentiing several pegs 
in the scale of Respectability I might qualify your Majesty for 
my hand. Actuated by this bumane motive and happening 
to possess Beapectability enough for Six, 1 consented to confer 
EeBpectability enough for Four upon your two younger daughters 
— but although 1 have, alas, only Kefipectability enough for 
Two left, there is still, as I gather from the public press of 
thia country (producing the Palace Peeper), a considerable 
balance in my favour. 

King (aside). Da ! (Alovd,) May I ask how you came 

by this? 

Lady S, It was handed to me by the ofiScer who holds the 
position of Public Exploder to your Imperial Majesty. 

King, And surely, Lady Sophy, surely you are not so unjust 
as to place any faith in the irresponsible gabble of the Society 
press f 

Lady 8. (re/erring to paper), 1 read on the authority of 
Senox Senior that your Majesty was seen dancing with your 
Second Housemaid on the Oriental Platform of the Tivoli 
Gardens. That is untrue? 

King, Absolutely. Our Second Housemaid has only one leg. 

Jjady 8, (srispidoudy). How do you know that ? 

King, Common report, I give you my honour. 

Lady 8, It may be so. 1 further read — ^and the statement is 

vouched for by no less an authority than Mephistopheles Minor 

— that your Majesty indulges in a bath of hot rum-punch every 

momiDg. I trust I do not lay myself open to the charge of 

displaying an indelicate cunosvt^ «a ^ tba mysteries of the 
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royal dressmg-room when I ask if there is any foundation for 
this statement ? 

King. None whatever. When our medical adviser exhibits 
rum-punch it is as a draught, not as a fomentation. As to our 
bath, our valet plays the garden hose upon us every morning. 

Lady 8, (shocked). Oh, pray — pray spare me these unseemly 
details. Well, you are a Despot — ^have you taken steps to slay 
this scribbler ? 

King. Well, no — ^I have not gone so far as that. After all, 
it's the poor devils living, you know. 

Lady 8. It is the poor devil's living that surprises me. If 
this man lies, t)iere is no recognized punishment that is suf- 
ficiently terrible for him. 

King. That's precisely it. I — ^I am waiting until a punish- 
ment is discovered that will exactly meet the enormity of the 
case. I am in constant communication with the Mikado of 
Japan, who is a leading authority on such points ; and more- 
over, I have the ground plans and s^tional elevations of several 
capital punishments in my desk at this moment. Oh, Lady 
Sophy, as you are powerful, be merciful I 

Duet.— Kiira Aim Ladt Sopht* 
King. Subjected to your heavenly gazo 

(Foetical pkraBc) 
My brain ia taraed ciomplotely, 
Obflcrre me now, 
No Monarch, I vow, 

Wft3 ever so far afflicted? 
Lady 8, Tm pkased with that political phrase, 
** A heavenly gasce," 
But though 70a pat it neatly^i 
Say what yoti will, 
Thejfl pjLragfftphs Btill 

Refiiam tincontmdlcted- 
Ctttne, cnieJi ma thia contfimptible woim 
(A forcible term)^ 
H he's assaikd you wrongly. 
The rage display. 
Which, as yoa flay, 

Has moved j-oar Bfajeety lately. 
King, ThoTigh I admit that forcible term, 

^ "Contemptible worm," 

Appeals to me mOBt atrongly. 
To treat thia peat 
Ab you fiug:g«at 

Wotjld piuii my Majesty greatly. 
Lady S. Tbii writfei lies I 

JCing. Tea, bother hU eyta I 

Lady 8, He lives^ you say? 

King. In a sort of way. 
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xj'idy 8. Then have him shot. 

King, Decidedly not. 

Zady 3» Or crash him flat. 

King, I cannot do that. 

Both^ O royal Rex, 

Hct I ^^™®^®^ ^^« 

Abhors such conduct shadj. 
j'* > plead in vain, 

j'* [ never will gain 

Bespectable English lady I 
[Dance of repudiation hy Ladt Sophy, Exit^ followed 
by King. 

March, Enter nil the Court^ heralding the mrrival of the 
Fbinoiss Eaba, who enters, es&jried hy C API' A in Fitz- 
BATiTLBAXE and four Troopera, all in iht ftdl uniform cf 
the First Life Ouardi. 

Ohj maiden, lich 

In Girton lore, ^ • 
That wisdom wbich 

We prised before, 
We do cooiesa 
la DOthiDgn^dS, 
And ratbei less, 

PtirhapB) than morew 
On each of ua 

Thy karaiDg ehcd. 
On cakoloa 

May wo be fed. 
And teach na^ pi ease , 
To epcftk with ease 
All langiiagea, 

AlivG and dead I 

Solo.— Princess and Chorus. 

Zara, Five years have flown since I took wing- 
Time flies, and his footstep ne'er retards-* 
I'm the ddest daughter of your kin^. 
Troopers* And we are her escort— First Life Guards t 

On the royal yacht, 

When uie waves were whitey 
In a helmet hot 

And a tunic tight, 
And our great big bootSi 
We defied the storm : 
For we're not recruits, 
And bifi xauion^ 
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A well-diilled trooper De*er discards — 
And we are her escort — First Life Guards I 

Zara, These gentlemen I present to yon. 

The pride and Ixmst of their barrack-yards ; 
They're taken, oh, sadi care of me ! 
Troopen, For we are her escort— First life Guards I 

When the tempest rose, 

And the ship went io^^ 
Do you suppose 

WewereiU? Ko,no! 
Though a qualmish lot 

In a tunic tight, 
And a helmet hot. 
And a breastplate bright 
(Which a w^-drilled trooper ne*er discards). 
We stood as her escort— First life Guards I 

Fin*L Chobus. 

Knightabiidge niiraeniaidfl — serving faiiiea^ 

Stars of proud Bcl^mviaii airier ; 

At Htem duty 'a call yoti leave them, 

Thou{j:h YOU know how that mnst grieye them I 
Zara, TafitiLtita,raT]i-mrji-roja I 

€upi. Fitz, Tmwi petKiftll ot Prmcesa Zftra I 
Chorus^ That's tnimp-caU, and tbey're dl tramp cards— 

They are her escort— First Life Guards I 

CiTORus. Pbhtuebs Zara and FiT^BATTi,a» 

Ladies, Knightsbridge nursemaids, axb (euide), 

etc. Oh ! the hours are gold, 

iftffi. When soldier seeks, etc. And the joys untold, 

When my eyes behold 

My beloved Princess ; 
And the years will seem 
But a brief day-dream. 
In the joy extreme 
Of our happiness I 
Full Chorut, Knightsbridge nursemaids — serving fairies, etc. 

Enter KtMO, Frikoesses NeKaya cmd Kalyba, and Lady 
SowiY. As the King enters the escort present arms. 

King. Zara! my beloved daughter! Why, how well you 
look, and how lovely you have grown I (^Embraces her.) 

Zara. My dear father I (Embracing him.) And my two 
beautiful little Glisters ! {^miracing tliem.) 

Nek. Not beautiful. 

Kal. Nice looking. 

Zara, But first let me present to you the English warrior 
wlio oommands my escort, and who has taken, oh 1 such care of 
me duriDg<the T(>yage--Captain Fitzbattleaxe I 
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Troopen^ The First Life Guards. 

When the tempest rose, 
And the ship went so — 

[Capt. Fitzbattleaxb motions them to he silent The 
Troopers place themselves in the four corners of the 
stage, standing at ease, tmmovahly^ as if on sentry. 
Each is surrounded by an admiring group of young 
Ladies, of whom they take no notice. 

King (to Gapt. Fitz.). Sir, you come from a country where 
every virtue flourishes. We trust that you will not criticize 
too severely such shortcomings as you may detect in our semi- 
barbarous society. 

Fitz, (looking at Zaba). Sir, I have eyes for nothing but the 
blameless and the beautiful. 

King, We thank you — ^he is really very polite I (Lady 
SoPHT, who has been greatly scandalized by the attentions paid 
to the Lifeguardsmen by the young Ladies, mart^es the Princesses 
Nekata and Ealyba towards an exit.) Lady Sophy, do not 
leave us. 

Lady 8. Sir, your children are young, and, so far, innocent. 
If they are to remain so, it is necessary that they be at once 
removed from the contamination of their present disgraceful 
surroundings. (She marches them off.) 

King {whose attention ha% thus been called to the proceedings 
of the young Ladies — aside). Dear, dear ! They really shouldn't. 
(Aloud.) Captain Fitzbattleaxe. 

Fitz. Sir. 

King. Your troopers appear to be receiving a tronblesomo 
amount of attention from those young ladies. I know how 
strict you English soldiers are, and I should be extremely 
distressed if anything occurred to shock their puritanical British 
sensitiveness. 

Fitz. Oh, I don't think there's any chance of that. 

King. You think not 1 They won't be offended 1 

Fitz. Oh no ! They are quite hardened to it. They get a 
good deal of that sort of thing, standing sentry at the Horse 
Guards. 

King. It's English, is it? 

Fitz. It's particularly English. 

King. Then, of course, it's all right. Pray proceed, ladies, 
it's particularly English. Come, my djiughter, for we have 
much to say to each other. 

Zara, Farewell, Captain Fitzbattleaxe I I cannot thank you 
too emphatically for the devoted care with which you have 
WAtchea over me during o\m \oxi?> %sid. ^^^utful voyage. 
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Duet.— Zara and Captain Fitzbattleaxb, 
Zara^ Ah ! gallant soldier, brave and true 

In tented field and tourney, 
I grieve to have occasioned you 
So very long a journey. 
A British soldier gives up all — 

His home and island beauty — 
When summoned by the trumpet- call 
Of Regimental duty I 
Ml, Tantantarara-rara-rara I 

Trumpet-call of Princess Zara I 

Ensejiblk. 
Men. Fitzbattleaxb and Zara (asitfe) . 

A British warrior gives up all, etc. Oh, my joy, my pride, 
- My delight to hide, 

^^^T^^* Let us smg, aside, 

Knightsbridge nursemaids, etc. What in truth we feel. 

Let us whisper low 
Of our love's glad glow. 
Lest the truth we show 
We woi;ld fain conceal. 
Fxin% Such escort duty, ixb his due^ 

To young Lifegtiardsmim falling 
Completdy recotii^iles him to 
p Hifl im&YCDtful tailing. 

When soldier HCekit Utopinn zlades 
Tn charge of Yotith atid Befluty, 
\ Then pi en sure merely mj^sqiieradca 
Aa Kegimeatal Duty I 
JdU TutiUDtamrs-Tarn-mra I 

Trunnpet'CAll of rrinceas Zaift I 

ENStCMnLU, 

Chorus. Fitzbattleaxb and Zara (aside). 

Men. Oh, the hours are gold, 

A British warrior, etc. And the joys untold, 

When my eyes behold 
Women. My beloved Princess ; 

Knightsbridge nursemaids, eto. And the year will seem 

But a brief day-dream, 
In the joy extreme 
Of our happiness I 

[Exeunt KiNa and Princess in one direction^ Life- 
guardsmen and Crowd in opposite direction. 
Enter, at hack, Soaphio and Phantis, who watch the 
Princess aa she goes off. Scaphio is seated, shaking 
violently, and obviously under the influence of some strong 
emotion. 
Than. There — tell .me, Scaphio, is she not beautiful ? Can 
you wonder that I love her so passionately } 
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Sea, No. She is extraordinarily — miraculously lovely ! 
Good heavens, what a singularly beautiful girl ! 

FJian, I knew you would say so ! 

Sea. What exquisite charm of manner! What surprising 
delicacy of gesture ! Why, she's a goddess ! a very goddess I 

FJian, (rather taken aback). Yes — she's — she's an attractive 
girl. 

Sea, Attractive % Why, you must be blind \ She's entrancmg 
— enthralling I— intoxicatlQf^ I {Anid^.) God bleas^my hearty 
what's the matter with mo 1 

Phan, (alarmed). Yes. Yoti— you promised to help me to 
get her father's consent , you know. 

Sea, Promised I Yes, but the convulsion has come, my good 
boy ! It is she— my ideal I Why, what*a this 1 {Stagg&rUtfj.) 
Phantis I Stop me — I'm going mad — mad with the love of ber 1 

Phan. Scaphio, compose yonrBelf, I beg. The girl is perfectly 
opaque! Besides, remember — each of us is belpleas without 
the other. You can*t aocceed withoot my conaent, you know. 

Sea, And you dare to threaten f Obj ungjatefnl \ When you 
came to me, palsied with love for ibis girl, and implored my 
assistance, did 1 not uubesitatlngly promise it ? And this is 
the return you make? Out of my sight, iagratel (Aside,) 
Dear I dear 1 what is the matter with me ? 

Enter Cavt, FirzBATTtBAXB and Zara. 

Zara, Dear me. I'm afraid we are interrupting a tete-a-tete. 

Sea, (breathlessly), No, no. You come very appropriately. 
To be brief, we — we love you — this man and I — madly — 
passionately ! 

Zara, Sir! 

Sea, And we don't know how we are to settle which of us is 
to marry you. 

Fitz. Zara, this is very awkward. 

Sea, (very mueh overeome), I — I am paralyzed by the singular 
radiance of your extraordinary loveliness. I know I am in- 
coherent. I never was like this before — it shall not occur 
again. I — shall be fluent presently. 

Zara (aside). Oh, dear Captain Fitzbattleaxe, what w to be 
done ? 

Fitz. (aside). Leave'it to me — I'll mnnage it. (Alovd.) It's a 
common situation. Why not settle it in the English fashion ? 

Both. The English fashion? What is that ? 

Fitz, It's very simple. In England, when two gentlemen 

are in love with the same lady, and until it is settled which 

gentleman is to blow out l\i© "btsin^ ol N^V^ citlasr^ It is provided, 
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by the Eival Admirers' Clauses Consolidation Act, that the lady 
shall be entrusted to an officer of Household Cavalry as stake- 
bolder, who is bound to hand her over to the survivor (on the 
Tontine principle) in a good condition of substantial and 
decorative repair. 

Eca, Eeasonable wear and tear and damages by fire excepted? 

Fitz. Exactly. 

Fhan, Well, that seems very reasonable. {To Scaphio.) 
What do you say — Shall we entrust her to this officer of House- 
hold Cavalry ? It will give us time. 

Sea, (trembling violently), I — ^I am not at present in a 
condition to think it out coolly — ^but if he is an officer of 
Household Cavalry, and if th& Princess consents 

Zara, Alas, dear sirs, I have no alternative — ^under the Rival 
Admirers* Clauses Consolidation Act ! 

Fitz. Good — then that*& settled. 

FjTZaAtTLKAJE]^, ZaRA, tScAPHIO, A17D PnAITTIi. 

tUtt It's undenstood, I Uiinki all roucid 

That, hj tlae J^glish custom boujid, 
I hold me bd^ ^f£ and sound 

In trust for either rival, 
Until you clearly testify 
By Bword or pitsttil, by-and-by, 
Which ^entlemAQ prefers to die, 

Add which prefers survival. 

ScA. AND PiiAifi Zara ako Fitz {aside). 

It*B clftflily undetat<>oa, all round, We sUnd, I think, on safish 
Ihatj by your liUigUah cubtom ground | 

bounds Our senses weak it will astound 

He bolds the lady eafe and sound li citJier gentlenian isi found 

In trust for iitbcr riviil. Prepared to meet his rival. 

Until we clejuly tfisitiliy Their machinations wts defy ; 

By sword and pistol^ by-and-by, We won't be parted^ yuu and I — 

Which gentleman preforfl to die. Of bloodfihed each ia rather shy — 

And whicb prefers purviYal. They both prefer survival ! 

FMn, If I Bboutd die and ho sliould livei 

{aiiik m Fitz.). To you, without reservft^ 1 give 

Mcr heart so yonng and sensitive, 

And aLfher predilections. 
Bea, If he fihould Uve and 1 should die, 

iat^ to FjmO* 1 ^^^ ^0 ^^^^ ^^ reason why 

TTou should not, if yon wiali it, tr^ 

To gain her youujf affeetions. 
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Ensemble. 
ScA. AND PiiAN. {angrily to each Fitz. and Zaha {cuide), 

other). As both of us are positive 

If I should die and yoa should That both of them intend to live, 

live, There^s nothing in the case to 
To this young officer I give give, 

Her heart so soft and sensitive. Us cause for grave reflections. 

And all her predilections. As both will live and neither die 

If you should live and I should I see no kind of reason why 

die, I should not, if I wish it, try 
I see no kind of reason why To gain your young affec- 

He should not, if he chooses try, tions ! 

To win her young affections. 

[Exeunt Scaphio and Phaktis together. 

Duet.— Zara and Fitzbattlbaxb. 
Ensemble, 

Ob, admirable ait ! 

Oh, neatly-plonnctt intention ! 
Oh, happy mtm-ventioa^ 

Ob, welJ-constructed plot I 
Wlien sages try to pArt 

Two loving hearts in faslon, 
Iheir wiedom's a delEislon, 

And learning serves tbetn noil 
FitM* Until quite plain 

Ifl their inteati 
These sages twain 

I represent. 
Now please infer 

That, nothing loth, 
You*re henceforth, as it were. 
Engaged to marry both — 
Then take it that I represent the two^> 
On that hypothesis, what would you do? 
Zara {aside). What would I do ? what would I do ? 
Zara. In such a case, 

Upon your breast, 
My blushing face 

I think I'd rest — {Doing so.) 
Then perhaps I might 

Demurely say — 
" I find this breastplate bright 
Is sorely in the way I " 
That is, supposing it were true 
That I'm engaged to both— and bot3& were yon I 

Ensemble. 
Our mortal racH 

Is never blest— 
Tliere's no such caff 

Ab periec^ t«!^ \ 
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Some petty blight 

Asserts its sway ! 
Some crumpled roseleaf light 

Is always in the way ! 

{Eocit PiTZBATTLEAXE. Mani]i Zara. 
Zara (loohing off, in the direction in which Scaphio and 
pHANTis have gone). Poor, trusting, simple-minded, and affec- 
tionate old gentlemen I Fm really sorry for them I How strange 
it is that when the flower of a man's youth has faded, he seems 
to lose all charm in a woman's eyes; and how true are the 
words of my expurgated Juvenal— 

*^Festiifiat decurrere velox 
Flosctdtu, angwtcB, misercMue brevmima vitm 
Poriior^ 

Enter King. 

King, My daughter I At last we are alone together. 

Zara. Yes, and I'm glad we are, for I want to speak to you 
very seriously. Do you know this paper ? 

King (aside). Da 1 (Aloud.) Oh yes— Fve— I've seen 

it. Where in the world did you get this from ? 

Zara. It was given to me by Lady Sophy — my sisters' 
governess. 

King (aside). Lady Sophy's an angel, bat I do sometimes 
wish she'd mind her own business 1 (Alotid.) It's— ha I ha ! 
— it's rather humorous. 

Zara, I see nothing humorous in it. I only see that you, 
the despotic King of this country, are made the subject of the 
most scandalous insinaations. Why do you permit these 
things? 

King. Well, they appeal to my sense of humour. It's the 
only really comic paper in Utopia, and I wouldn't be without it 
for the world. 

Zara, If it had any literary merit I could understand it. 

King, Oh, it has literary merit. Oh, distinctly, it has 
literary merit. 

Zara. My dear father, it's mere ungrammatical twaddle. 

King. Oh, it's not ungrammatical. I can't allow that. Un- 
pleasantly personal, perhaps, but written with an epigrammatical 
point that is very rare nowadays — very rare indeed. 

Zara (looking at cartoon). Why do they represent you with 
such a big nose ? 

King (looking at cartoon). Eh ? Yes, it is a big one I Why, 
the fact is that, in the cartoons of a comic paper, the size of 
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your nose always varies inversely as the square of your popu- 
larity. It's the rule. 

Zara, Then you must be at a tremendons discount, just now ! 
I ioo a notice of a new piece called ^* Kin^r Tnp|)eDCc/* in which 
an English tenor has the avulacity to personate you on a public 
stngc* I can only say that I am siirprifltd that any English 
lcaf>r sbould lend liimself to Buch degraaiDj; person Eili ties. 

King. Oh, he's not really English, As it happens he's a 
Utopian, but he calls himself EugUeh, 

inaro. Calls hinjfielf Eoglish ? 

Kvng. Yes, Blesa you, they wouldn't listen to ai?y tenor who 
didn't call himself English* 

Zara. And you permit this insolent buffoon to caricature you 
in a pointicsa burlesque I My dear father — if you. were a free 
agent, you would never permit these outrages. 

Ki'ng (almost in tears). Zara, I^I admit I am not altogether 
a free a^:;cnt- 1— T am controlled. I try to make the l^t of 
it, but sometimes I find it very diflScull — very dLRiciilt indeed. 
Nominally a Despot, I am, between oaraeWeH, the helpless tool 
of two unscrnpulotis Wise Men, who ipsist on nay falling in with 
all their wishes and thraaten to denounce me for immediate 
explosion if I remonstrate I {Breaks down completely/.} 

Zara. My poor father 1 Now listen to me. With a view to 
remodelling the political and social Institutions of Utopia, I 
have brought with me six representatives of the principal 
causes that have tended to make England the powerful, happy, 
and blameless country which the consensus of European civiliza- 
tion has declared it to be. Place yourself unreservedly in the 
hands of these gentlemen, and they will reorganize your country 
on a footing that will enable you to defy your persecutors. 
They are all now washing their hands after their journey. 
Shall I introduce them? 

King* My dear Zara, how can I thank you? I will consent 
to anything that will release me from the abominable tyranny 
of these two men. ^Calling,) What hoi Without there I 

Enter Galynx. 
Summon my court without an instant's delay I 

lExit Galynx. 
Finale. 

Enter Every one, except the Flowers of Progress. 
Chobus. 
Altboagh your Koyal summons to appear 
From courtesy waa «v,u^\a.i\Y ix"i%^ 
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Obedient to that gtunmons we are here— 
What would your Majesty ? 

Recitative.— ELuro. 

My worthy people, my beloved daughter 

Most thoughtfully has brought with her from England 

The types of all the causes that have made 

That great and glorious country what it is. 
CAoi-Mi. Oh, joy unbounded ! 

Sca,i Tar,^ and PhatK (atide), Why^ what does this mean ? 

Recitative.— Zara. 
Attend to me, Utopian populace, 

Te South Pacific Island vivipsrians ; 
All, in the abstract, types of courtly grace, 
Tet, when compared with Britain*s glorious race. 

But little better than half-c^Ubed barbarians I 

Chokub. 
That*s true— we South Pacific vivipariani, 

Contrasted when 

With Englishmen, 
Are little better than half-clothed barbarians t 

Enter all the Flowers of Progress, led hy Fitzbattlbaxb. 
Solo. — ^Zara. {Presenting Captaut Fitzbattleaxb.) 

When Britain sounds the tjump of war 

(And Eumpe treaablea). 
The army of that conqueror 

In Berried rank a oaflctnhlca ; 
'Tis tbG:a UHb wariior's eyee and aabm gleam 

For oiiT [arotectioji— 
He represents a, miUtan^ Acheme 

In all its proud perf cctdon I 

Fitz. Yea— yea— 

I represent a militiury scheme 

In all its proud perfection ! 

Chorus. Ulahlicat Ulahlical Ulahlical 

Solo.— Zaba. (Presenting Sib Bailbt Barrb, Q.C., M.F.) 
A complicated gentleman allow me to present. 
Of all the arts and faculties the terse embodiment, 
He's a great Arithmetician who can demonstrate with ease 
That two and two are three, or five, or anything you please ; 
An eminent Logician who can make it clear to you 
That black is white— when looked at from the proper point of view ; 
A marvellous Philologist who'll undertake to show 
That ** ji^cs " is bat another and a neater form of " no.** 

J 
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Sir Bailey, Yes— yes— yes— 

Oh " yes " is but another and a neater form of " no." 
All preconceived ideas on any subject I can scout, 
And demonstrate beyond all possibility of doubt, 
That whether you're an honest man or whether you*re a thief 
Depends on whose solicitor has given me my brief. 

Chorus, Yes— yes — ^yes 

That whether you're an honest man, etc. 
UlahUca! UlahUca! Uiahlica! 

Solo.— Zara. (Presenting Lord Dbamaleigh and County 
Councillor.) 

What theBG may bfc, Utopian h all 

Petliaps you'll hftrdl}'' gtiess — 
They're ty[je3 of England's physical 

Aud moiul cleiiQliD{35s, 
Thifl ia a Lord Higli Chiimbcrlnin 

Of [lurity the fiauge — 
He'll cleanfle our Court from moral Btain 

And purify our Stage* 

Lord Dram, Yes— yes— yes— 

tN>urt. rfiputntiDus I revise. 
And prc3entatio]ia pcrutiuis^e, 
Kcw pbyB I read with Jealous cyei, 
Arid pmify the Stage. 

Chorus, Yes— yes— yes- 

New plays, etc. 

lara. This County Councillor acclaimi 

Great Britain's latest toy — 
On anything you like to name 

His talents he'll emplo}*^ — 
All streets and squares he'll purify 

Within your city walls, 
And keep meanwhile a modest eye 

On wicked music halls. 

C.C Yes— yes— yes- 

Ill towns I make improvements great, 
AVhich go to swell the County Rate— 
I dwelling-houses sanitate, 
And purify the Halls ! 

Chorus* Yes— yes- yes— 

He'll dwelling-houses, etc. 
Uiahlica! UlahUca! Uiahlica! 



Solo. — ^Zara. {Presenting Mr. Goldburt.) 
A Company Promoter this, with special education, 
V^'hich teaches what Contango means and also Backwar.tation— 
To speculators he supplies a grand financial leaven. 
Time wtiB when two were compttoy— XjuIuq^ It must be seven. 
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Ur. Gdd. T o T » y o ■ 

StapfTidnw loMM to fofdgii thropcg 

Ttc kigel J adroeated ; 
In giagcr-fiops and pt^fpamisA-dropB 

Pre fredr gperaUtod ; 
Thai Kmes of ^(^ of vealtii untold, 

Sooecaifiillj Tre floated, 
Aad sadden falls in apfde-stalls 

OeeaaaonaDj qooied : 
And soon or late I ahrajs call 

For StodL KTfhmgt quotation— 
Ho aehcmc^f too ^reat and none too MmO 

For Gompamiication ! 

CAoritf , Then soon or lat& ete. 

Ulahlka! UlaUiea! UlaUiea! 



Zara, {Pretetdimg Caftaih Sib Edwabd Corcoban, R.N.) 

And lastly I present 

Gieai Britain's pnmdest boast, 

Who from the blows 

Of foreign foes 

Protects her sesrg^ coast — 

And if yon ask him in respectful tone, 
. Hell Bhow yon how yon may protect year own I 



Solo.— Captain Gobcoban. 

Fm Captain Corcoran, K.C.B., 
I'll teach yon how we rale the sea. 

And terrify the simple Gaul. 
And how the Saxon and the Celt 
Their Europe-shaking^ blows have dealt 
With Maxim gun and Nordenfelt 

(Or will, when the occasion calls), 
If sailoT-like you'd play your cards 
Unbend your sails, and lower your yards, 

Unstep your masts — you'll never want 'em more. 
Though we're no longer hearts of oak. 
Yet we can steer and we can stoke, 
And, thanks to coal, and thanks to coke, 
W"e never run a ship ashore ! 
AlU What never? 

Capt, No, never I 

All, What,fiet;«rf 

CapU Hardly ever I 

All, Hardly ever run a ship ashore I 

Then give three cneers, and three cheers more, 
For the tar who never nms his ship ashore ; 
Then give three cheers, and three cheers more, 
For he never runs ais ship ashore I 
III- 'i^ 
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CnoRDS. 
AH hftil, ye types of Enifland's nower^ 

Ye beaven-enUghteacii band 1 
Wc Me9H tfac (3fi7j and blesfl the hoar 

That bronght you to our Und. 

Ye wandorera from » mighty Stale 
Oh, teach ua how to IfecifllAto— 
Your lightcit word will cany weight 

In our attentive ears. 
D^T teach the iiative^ ^t thi» land 
(\Vlio are not quick to und«rstsnd) 
Udw to work off their sooial find 
FoUtieAl iitrearB \ 
Capt, Fitz, Tncreaae your army I 
Lord Dram, l*tirify your Conrt \ 

Capt, Cor, Get up youj stejim aud cat yooi c«nvAS shorl ! 
Sir B. Bar, To epea'k on both eidea teacli yottr eltiggitih trains I 
Mr, B^ C,C, IVidftn your thoroughfares, and fltiih ybur draiiiBl 
Mr, Gold, tJtopia.*e much too big for one small hoad^' 

riL float it ae a Company Limited I 
Kinff, A CompHnv Limited ? What may that bo? 

The iorutj 1 mtber tlitokj is new to me. 
Chorut, A Com jMUiy Limited? etc* 

Sca*i Phan,y and Tarara (asids), 

Wh a t d oes he m oan ? Wh atdocshemtMin? 

Give UB a kind of cine 1 
What does he mean ? What does he mean ? 
What is he going to do? 

S 0^0. —Mb. Godpb¥ev* 
Some Pftven men form an Asso elation 

(If poBslhle, all Pesra and BaToneb), 
They uta^rt off with a public decIamtioD 

To what extent they m&fin to i>ay their debts. 
That'll calltid their Capital : li they are wstv 

They will not qaote it at a aum immeoi^ei 
The fisTiro'a immaterial— it may vary 

From eighteen million down to eightccapence. 
IflliouJd put it ratlier low ; 
The good eense of doing ao 
Will bo evident at once to any debtor. 
When it's left to you to say 
What amount you mean to pay, 
Why, the lower you can put it at, the better, 
Chortts, When it's left to you to say, ete. 

They then proceed to trade with all who'll trust *em, 

Quite irrespective of their capital 
(It's shady, but it's sanctified by custom) ; 
Bank, Railway, Loan, or Panama Canal. 
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Ton can*t embark on ixading too tremendous- 
It's strictly fair, and based on common sense— 
If you succeed, your profits are stupendous — 
And if you fail, pop goes your eighteenpence. 
MaJce the money-spinner spin 1 
For you only stand to win, 
And you 11 never with dishonesty be twitted. 
For nobody can know, 
To a million or so. 
To what extent your capital's committed ! 
Chorus, No, nobody can know, etc. 

If you come to grief, and creditors are craving, 

(For nothing that is planned by mortal head 
Is certain in this Vale of Sorrow — saving 

That one's Liability is Limited), — 
Do you suppose that signifies perdition ? 

If so you're but a monentary dunce — 
Tou merely file a Winding-up Petition, 
And start another Company at once ! 
Though a Rothschild you may be 
In your own capacity, 
As a Compan}[ youVe come tp utter sorrow- 
But the Li^uidaton say, 
" Never mmd— you needn't pay," 
So you start another company to-morrow ! 
Chorus. But the liquidators say, etc. 

Regitatiye. 

King, Well, at first sight it strikes us as dishonest. 

But if it's good enough for virtuous England-* 
The first commercial country in the world — 
It's good enough for us. 

Sea, Phan., and Tarara, You'd best take care— 
(aside to King), Please recollect we have not been consulted. 

J^ing And do I understand you that Great Britain 

(not heeding them). Upon this Joint Stock principle is governed ? 

Mr, Gold, We haven't come to that, exactly— but 

We're tending rapidly in that direction. 
The date's not distant. 

King (enthtuiastically). We will be before you I 

We'U go down to Posterity renowned 
As the First Soyereign in Christendom 
Who registered his Crown and Country under 
The Joint Stock Company's Act of Sixty-Two. 

Alh UlahUca I UUhUca I Ulahlica I 

SOLO.-^ElNO. 

Henceforward, of a verity. 

With Fame ourselves we link-« 

We'll go down to Posterity 
Of sovereigns all the pink 1 
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Sea., Phan,, and Tar, {aside to King). If you've the 
mad temerity 
Our wishes thns to blink, 
You'll go down to Posterity 

Much earlier than you think 1 

Tarara (correcting them). He'll go tip to Posterity, 
If I inflict the blow 1 

Sea. and Fhan. {angrily), He*ll go down to Posterity, 
We think we ought to know 1 

Tarara (explaining). He*ll go tip to Posterity, 
Blown up with dynamite 1 

Sea, and Phan, (apologeticaiUy), Hell go up to Posterity ; 
Of course he will, you're right I 



Kino, Lady Sophy, 
Nek., Kal., Cal., 
AND Chorus. 
Henceforward of a 
verity 
With fame ourselves 
we link. 
And go down to Pos- 
terity 
Of sovereigns all the 
pinkl 



Ensemble. 

ScA., Phan.. Ain> 

Taraea (ande). 

If he has the temerity 

Our wishes thus to 

blink. 

He'll go up to Posteriiy 

Much earlier than 

they think 1 



FrrZBATTLEAXB AND 

ZkKA (aside). 

Who love with all sin- 
cerity. 
Their lives may 
safely link ; 
And as for our Pos- 
terity — 
We don't care what 
they think 1 



Chorus. 
Let's seal this mercantile pact — 

The step we ne'er shall rue — 
It gives whatever we lacked — 

The statement's strictly true. 
All hail, astonishing Fact ! 

All hail. Invention new — 
The Joint Stock Company's Aci^ 

The Act of Sixty-Two I 

CUBTAIN. 



ACT II. 

Scene. — Throne Boom in the Palace, Night, Fitzbattleaxb 
discovered, singing to Zaba. 

Recitative. — Fitz. 
Oh, Zara, my beloved one, bear with me 1 
Ah, do not laugh at my attempted ! 
Repent not, mocking maid, thy girlhood's choice— 
The f frrour of ir^y love afEwta my voice 1 
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Song,— FiTz, 

A teior, all singers above, 

(This doesn't admit of a question), 
Should keep himself quiet. 
Attend to his diet 
And carefully nurse his digestion : 
But when he is madly in love 

It*s certain to tell on his singing— 
Tou can^t do chromatics 
With proper emphatics 
When anguish your bosom is wringing I 
When distracted with worries in plenty, 
And his pulse is a hundred and twenty, 
And his fluttering bosom the slave of mistrust is, 
A tenor can't do himself justice. 

Now observe — («»n^« a high note). 
You see, I can't do myself justice 1 

I could sing, if my fervour were mock, 
It's easy enough if you're acting— 
But when one's emotion 
Is bom of devotion 
Tou mustn't be over-exacting. 
One ought to be firm as a rock 

To venture a shake in vibrato, 
When fervour's expected 
Keep cool and collected 
Or never attempt agitato. 
But, of course, when his tongue is of leatheri 
And his lips appear pasted together. 
And his sensitive palate as dry as a crust iB, 
A tenor can't do himself justice. 

Now observe — {sings a cadence) ^ 
It's no use — I can't do myself justice I 

Zara, Why, Arthur, what does it matter ? When the higher 
qualities of the heart are all that can be desired, the higher notes 
of the voice are matters of comparative insignificance. Who 
thinks slightingly of the cocoanut because it is husky? Besides 
(demurely) you are not singing for an engagement. (Putting 
her hand in his,) You have that already! 

Fitz, How good and wise you are ! How unerringly your 
practised braiu winnows the wheat from the chaff — the material 
from the merely LncidenJal I 

Zara, My Girtou train lag, Arthur. At Girton all is wheat, 
and idle chafif is never Leard within its walls ! But tell me, is 
not all working marvellously well ? Have not our Flowers of 
Progress more than justified their name ? 

Fitz, We have indeed done our best. Captain Corcoran and 
I have, in concert, thoroughly remodelled the sister-servicea — 
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and upon so sound a basis that the South Pacific trembles at the 
name of Utopia ! 

Zara. How clever of you I 

Fitz, Clever? Kot a bit. It*s as ei^y as poeaible when the 
Admiralty aad Horse G-uards are not tbera to interfere. And 
so with the others. Freed from the trammels Imposed upon 
them by idle Acta of Parliament, all have given their iiatuml 
talents full play and introduced reforms whichj even in England, 
were never drtauit of 1 

Zara, But ^i^i^hapd the most beneficent change of all has be«n 
effected by Mr. Groldbury who, discarding the ex[>Ioded theory 
that some strange magic Ilea hidden in the nomber Seveo, \\^ 
applied the Limited Liability principle to individuals, and every 
man, woman, and child is now a Company Limitc'd with liabiliiy 
restricted to the amount of his declared Capital 1 There ia not 
a christened baby in Utopia who has not already issued his little 
Prospectus ! 

Fitz, Marvellous k ^% power of a Civili^aiion which can 
transmute, by a word, a Limited Income into an Incomo 
{Jjimittd^, 

Zara. Reform has not stopped here — it has been applied even 
to the costume of our people. Dkcarditig their own barbaric 
dress, the natives of our land have unanimously adopted the 
tasteful fashions of England ia all their rich entirety. Scaphio 
and Phantia have undertaken a contract to supply the whole of 
Utopia with clothing designed upon the most approved English 
models — and the first Drawing-Room imder the new state of 
things is to be held here this evening. 

Fitz. But DrawiDg'Rooms are always held in the afternoon. 

Zara. Ah, we've improved upon that. We all look so much 
better by candle-light f And when I tell you, dearest, that my 
court train has just arrived, you will understand that I am long- 
ing to go and try it on. 

Fitz. Then we must part ? i 

Zara. Necessarily, for a time. 

Fitz. Just as I wanted to tell you, with all the passionate 
enthusiasm of my nature, how deeply, how devotedly I love you ! 

Zara. Hush I Are these the accents of a heart that really 
feels ? True love does not indulge in declamation — its voice is 
sweet, and soft, and low. The west wind whispers when he 
woos the poplars ! 

DuBT.— Zara and Fitzbattlvazx. 

Zan», Words pf love too loudly spoken 

King iheit own -<aax\.vm5^y Vsv<^\ 
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Koisy vows are rudely broken, 
Soft the song of Philomel. 

Whisper sweetly, whisper slowly. 

Hour by hour and day by day ; 
Sweet and low as accents holy 

Are the notes of lover's lay I 

BoiK Sweet and low, etc. 

F'ltz, Let the conqueror, flushed with gloryi 

Bid his noisy clarions bray ; 
Lovers tell their artless story 

In a whispered viielay. 
False is he whose vows alluring 

Make the listening echoes ring; 
Sweet and low when all-^eiduring, 
Are the songs that lovers sing I 
BolK Sweet and low, etc. \Ex\t Zara. 

Enter ErsG, drtt^ed as F'kld Marshal. 

King. To a Moiiarcli who tas been accustomed to the uncon- 
trolled use of hia Ikobs, the coatume of a Britisk li'ield Marshal 
is, perhaps, at first, a little cramping. Are you siiro that this 
is all right 'i It's not a practical joke, is it ? Ko one has a 
keener sense of humonr than I have, but the First Statutory 
Cabinet Comicil of Utopia {Limited) must be conducted with 
dignity and impressive ess. Kow, where are the other five who 
signed the Articles of Association 2 

Fitz. Sir, they aro here. 

Enter Loed Bkamaleigh, Caftain Coecoban^ Sia Bailey 
BabbEj Mr. Blushington, and Mb, Gold bust from 
different ^rttrances. 

Kinff^ Oh! {Addressing ^lem,) gentlemen, our daughter 
holds her first Drawing-Koom in half an hour, and we shall 
have time to make our half-yearlyreport in the interval. I am 
necessarily unfamiliar with the forms of an English Cabinet 
Council — perhaps the Lord Chamberlain will kindly put us in 
the way of doing the thing properly, and with due regard to 
the solemnity of the occasion. 

Lord Dram, Certainly — ^nothing simpler. Kindly bring your 
chairs forward — his Majesty will, of course, preside. 

[Tkey range their chairs across stage like Christy Min- 
strels. King sits centre, Lobd Dbamleiqh on his 
left, Mr, Goldbuey on his right. Captain Cobooran 
left of Lobd Dbamaleigh, Captain Fitzbattleaxs 
right of Msii Goldbury, Mr. Blushinqton extrMig 
right, Sis Bailsy Barbs extreme Ufi^ 
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King, Like this ? 

Lord Dram, Like this. 

King, We take your word for it that this is all right. Tou 
are not making fun of us ? This is in accordance with the 
practice at the Court of St. James's ? 

Lord Dram, Well, it is in accordance with the practice at the 
Court of St. James's Hall. 

King. Oh I it seems odd, but never mind. 

Song.— Kino. 

Society taiiB quite forefticca all ber -wkked GouracSt 
Which cniptiea our police cottfts^ aDd abolrsties divorces. 
Chorus, Divorce ia nearly obsolete in England, 

King, No toletunce we show to iindc^emng rank and epkndonr ; 

For the hifrher his posit ion is tine greater the offender. 
Chorus, That's a mnxim dint is prevnlent m England, 

King, No peerces ftt out DraiviDg-Koom before the PrCBence passed 
Who wouldn't be accepted by the lower-middle clafisoa. 
EacI) shady dame,, whatever be her raok, is bowed out neatly. 
Chorus, Id short, this happy conntrr haa becQ Anglicized compietelj 1 
It really is stirprising 
^V^hat a thorough Anglicizing 
We have brouf^bt about — Utopians qi]ite wiotber land ; 
In ber cntcrpming Ttiovementa, 
She is Enf land—with improvemejita, 
Wblcb wc dutifully offer to our motiier-land ! 
King, Our city we have beautified— we Ve done it wiJly-nilly-^ 

And all that isn't Belgrave Square is Stfund and Ficeadilly. 
Chorus, We haven't any si am merles in Knn;land ! 

King, We have solved the labour question with discriminatioD 
polished, 
So poverty is obsolete and hunger is abolished — 
Chorus, We are going to abolish it in England. 

King, The Chamberlain our native stage has purged, beyond a 
question. 
Of *^ risky '* situation and indelicate suggestion ; 
No piece is tolerated if it's costumed indiscreetly — 
Chorus, In short, this happy country has been Anglicized com- 
pletely I 

It really is surprising, etc. 
King, Our Peerage we've remodelled on an intellectual basis. 

Which certainly is rough on our hereditary races — 
Chorus, We are going to remodel it in England. 

King, The Brewers and the Cotton Lords no longer seek admission. 

And Literary Merit meets with proper recognition — 
Chorus, As Literary Merit does in England ! 

King, Who knows but we may count among our intellectual 
chickens 
Like you, an Earl of Thackeray and p'r'aps a Duke of 
Dickens— 



THE FLOWERS OF PROGRESS, 441 

Lord Fildes and Viscount Millais (when they come) we'll 
welcome sweetly — 
Chortis* In short, this happy country has been Anglicized com- 
pletely ! 

It reaUy is surprising, etc. 

lAt tJie end all rise and replace their chairs. 
King, Now then, for our First Drawing-Room. Where are 
llie Princssses? What an extraordinary thing it is that since 
European looking-glasses have been supplied to the Royal bed- 
rooms my daughters are invariably late I 

Lord Dram. Sir, their Royal Highnesses await your pleasure 
in the Ante-Room. 

King, Oh. Then request them to do us the favour to enter 
at once. 

March. Enter all the Royal Household, including (besides the 
Lord Chamberlain) the Vice-Chamberlain, the Master of the 
Horse, the Master of the Buckhounds, the Lord High 
Treasurer, tJie Lord Steward, the Comptroller of the House- 
hold, the Lord-in-Waiting, the Groom-in- Waiting, the Field 
Officer in Brigade Waiting, tJie Gold and Silver Stick, and 
the Gentlemen Ushers. ITien enter the three Princesses 
(their trains carried hy Pages of Honour), Lady Sophy, 
and the Ladies-in-waiting. 

King, My daughters, we are about to attempt a very solemn 
ceremonial, so no giggling, if you please. Now, my Lord 
Chamberlain, we are ready. 

Lord Dram, Then, ladies and gentlemen, places if you please. 
His Majesty will take his place in front of the throne, and 
will be BO obliging as to embrace all the debutantes, (Lady 
Sophy, much shocked.) 

King, What^must I really ? 

Lord Dram, Absolutely indiapen sable. 

King, More jam for the Falace F^epm" I 

[The KiKQ takes his place in fiont of the throne^ the 
Pbikcbss 2ara on his h/L The two younger 
Prince Bstia O'n ihe. lefi of Zaka. 

King, Now, is every one Id his [lace ? 

Lord Dram, Every one is in bis place. 

King, Then let the revels commence. 

Enter the Ladies attending the Drawing-Room, They give theff 
cards to the Groom-in- Waiting, who passes them to tht 
Lord-in-Waiting, tvho passes them to the Vice-Chamberlain, 
who passes (hem to the Lord Chamberlain, who readA iSsA 
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names to the King as each lady approaches. The Ladies 
curtsy in succession to the ExNO) and the three Princesses, 
and pass out. When aU the presentations have heen accom 
plished, the EiKO, Princesses, and Lady Sopht cojm 
forward^ and aU the Ladies re-enter, 

BbOITATIVB.— KiKO. 

This ceremonial our wish displays 
To copy all Great Britain's ooortly ways, 
Thoagh lofty aims catastrophe cntaU, 
We'll gloriously succeed or noldy fail 1 

Eagle hif^li in clotid]iuid soaring — 

SjwiTrow twittering on a reed — 

Tiger in, the j unfile roaring- 
Frightened fflnrn in graasy, maadu-^ 

Let the v^^le, not the spartow, 

Be the object of your &ttow — 

Fix the tiger with your eye— « 

Pass till f^iwn in pity by. 

Gl %ry Cfcen wilJ crown the day — 

tilorp, glory, anyway I {^Then^xevmt dU 

Enter Soaphio and Phahtis, «ih9 dressed as Judges in red and 
ermine roles and undress wigs. They come down stage 
melodramatkaXly — working together, 

DUKT,— SCAPHIO Ain> Phahtis, 

Sea, With fury deep we burn— 

Fhan. We do— 

We fume with smothered rage. 
These Englishmen who rule supreme 
Their undertaking they redeem 
By stifling every harmless scheme 
In which we both engage — 
Sea, They do— 

In which we both engage* 
Both {with great energy). For this mustn't be, and this won't do, 
If you'll back me, then Fll back you, 
Let's both agree, and we'll pull things through, 
For this mustn't be, and this won't do. 
No, this won't do, 
No, this won't do. 
No, this mustn't be. 
And this won't do. 

Enter the King. 
King. Gentlemen, gentlemen — really! This unseemly dis- 
phy of energy within the Koyal Precincts is altogether 
unpardonable. Pray what do you com^-aXxi qH 
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Bca, (furiously). What do we complain of? Why, through 
the innovations introduced by the Flowers of Progress all our 
harmless schemes for making a provision for our old age are 
ruined. Our Matrimonial Agency is at a standstill, our Cheap 
Sherry business is in bankruptcy, our Army Clothing contracts 
are paralyzed, and even our Society paper, the Falace Peeper, 
is practically defunct I 

King. Defunct ? Is that so ? Dear, dear, I am truly sorry. 

Sea. Are you aware that Sir Bailey Barre has introduced a 
law of libel by which all editors of scurrilous newspapers are 
publicly flogged — as in England ? And six of our editors have 
resigned in succession I Now, the editor of a scurrilous paper 
can stand a good deal — he takes a private thrashing as a matter 
of course — it's considered in his salary^ — but no gentleman likes 
to be publicly flogged. 

King. Naturally. I shouldn't like it myself. 

Phan. Then our burlesque Theatre is absolutely ruined I 

King, Dear me. Well, theatrical property is not what it 
was. 

Phan. Are you aware that the Lord Chamberlain, who has 
his own views as to the beat means of elevating the national 
drama^ has deciined to license any play that is not in blank 
verse and three hundred ytars old — as in Enjihind ? 

Sea- And as if that wasn't enough, the County Councillor 
has ordered a four-foot wall to be built up right across the 
proscenium, in case of fire— as in England. 

Phan. It*a so hard on the company— who are liable to be 
roasted aliv^— ^nd this has to be met by enormoiialy increased 
salaries — as in England. 

Sea. You probably know that we've contracted to supply the 
entire nation with a complete English outfit. But perhaps you 
do not know that, when we send in our bills, our customers 
plead liability limited to a declared capital of eighteenpence, 
and apply to be dealt with under the Winding-up Act — ^as in 
England? 

King. Really, gentlemen, this is very irregular. If you will 
be so good as to formulate a detailed list of your grievances in 
writing, addressed to the Secretary of Utopia (Limited), they 
will be laid before the Board, in due Course, at their next 
monthly meeting. 

Sea, Are we to understand that we are defied ? 

King. That is the idea I intended to convey. 

Phan. Defied I We are defied I 

8ca. (furiously). Take care — ^you know our powerg. Trifle 
with us, and you die! 
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Trio. — Scaphio, Phahtis, ahd Ki^ro, 

Sea* If yott tttink that when bnnd&i in unity. 

We may both \m delied widi tinpiiiiltjf 

Yoa are »adl j misled »f a verity I 
PAaii« If yott Y^ue repo^ aiii tisuf^tiillityj 
You*ll reir^rt to * aUte of doctMty, 

Of prepare to regret your temerity ) 

King. If my speech ifl unduly refractory 

You wiU fitid II a course entiifaetGry 

At an early Board meeting to show it up. 
ThoDgh if proper excuse to a caa trump any, 
You inay wind up a Limited Compatiy, 

Yoti cannot convemently Woec it up 1 
[Scaphio aiid Phahtis thoroughly baffled, 

^ng, {dancing qtiieily}* Whene'er I eliaiiee to baffle you 
1, a laOp dance a step or two — 
Of lbS3 now gueiBs iha hidden sense : 
[Scaphio and Piiantib congidtr ihe question as KiSQ 
continues dancing quit^tJy — then gii^ it up. 
It means — complete indiiference 
All three {dandng qnittly), ^ndiffefen^5e— indiifGrence^ 
Of course it doea — lEtdi^ecence I 

^^ I might have guessed its hidden sense. 
It means complete indifference 1 

[Scaphio and Phantis dancing furiously. 

King, {dancing quietly). As weVe a dance for every mood 

With pas de trois we will conclude. 
What this may mean you all may guess — 

Sea. and, Phan, \ It typifies remorselessness f 

King, ) It means unruffled cheerfulness 1 

[KiNa dances off placidly as Soaphio and Phantis dance 
furiously, 

Phan, (breathless). He's right — we are helpless I He's no 
longer a human being — he's a Corporation, and so long as he 
confines himself to his Articles of Association we can't touch 
him I What are we to do ? 

Sea, Do ? Kaise a Revolution, repeal the Act of Sixty-Two, 
reconvert him into an individual, and insist on his immediate 
explosion ! (Tarara enters.) Tarara, come here ; you're the 
very man we want. 

Tar, Certainly, allow me. {Offers a cracker to each, tliey 
snatch them away impatiently,) That's rude. 

Sea, We have no time for idle forms. You wish to succeed 
to the throne ? 

Tar. Naturally, 
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Bca, Then you won't unless you join us. The King has 
defied us, and, as matters stand, we are helpless. So are you. 
We must devise some plot at once to bring the people about his 
ears. 

Tar, A plot? 

Than, Yes, a plot of superhuman subtlety. Have you such 
a thing about you ? 

Tar, {feeling). No, I think not. No. There's one on roy 
dressing-table. 

Sea, We can't wait — ^we must concoct one at once, an I put 
it into execution without delay. There is not a moment to 
spare I 

TbIO.— SCAPHIO, PhANTIS, AlTD TABABA« 

Ensbmblb. 

With wil^ brain upon the spot 

A pnvate plot we'll plan, 
The most ing^enious private plot 

Since private plots began. 
That's understood. So far we've got 
And, striking while the iron's hot, 
We'll now determine like a shot 
The details of this private plot. 

Sea, I think we ought — [Whispers. 

J'han, and Tar, Such bosh I never heard I 

Than, Ah 1 happy thought 1 — [Whispers, 

Sea, and Tar, How utterly dashed absurd ! 

2'ar, Til tell you how— [ Whispers, 

Sea, and Phan, Why, what put that in your head ? 

Sea, I've got it now— [ Whispers. 

Oh 1 take him away to bed ! 
Phan, Oh, put him to bed 1 

Tar, Oh, put him to bed I 

Saa, What I put me to bed? 

Phan, and Tar, Yes, put him to bed ! 

Sea, But, bless me, don't you see — 
Phan, Do listen to me, I pray— 

Tar, It certainly seems to me — 
Sea, Bah — ^this is the only way I 

Phan, It's rubbish absurd you growl 1 
Tar, You talk ridiculous stuff ! 

Sea, You're a drivelling barndoor owl ! 
Phan, you're a vapid and vain old muff t 

[All coming down ^ audience, 
So far we haven't quite solved the plot— 
They're not a very ingenious lot — 

But don't be unhai>py, 

It's still on the iapis^ 
We'll presently hit on a capital plot. 
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Sea. Sappose we all— IWhUpera. 

rhan. Now ikcre I think you'ie right. 

Then we might all— [ Whitpers, 

Tar, That's true— we ceitainlj might. 

m tcU you what— [Whitpen 

Sea, Wc will if wo powibly cmi. 

Thon on the awit-^ [ Whispers. 

Than, and Tm-. Bravo 1 a capital plan I 

Sea. TliikVa exccediujqly neat and new 1 

Phan. Kxceedini^ly qqw nnd neaX I 

Tar, I fimey that that will do. 

Sea. It's ceiUinlyvciy complete! 

Phan, Well done, you sly old sap I 

Tar. Bravo, you cuunmg old mole I 

Sea. You very ingeuioua ehttp ♦ 

TAan. Tou ititelloctiml aoul I 

[AUf coming down, and addressing audience. 

At lost n capitftl plan weVe got ; 
^ever mind why and never mind wfaats 

lt*fl safe in my noddle — 

Now off ^we will toddle, 
And Blyly dc\*cIop this capiUl plot I 

{^Business. Exeunt BGArmo awi PHAi^Tifl in one direc- 
tion ^ and T A KARA in the other. 

Enter Loni) Bbamalmge and Me, Goldbuby. 

Lord Dram. Well, what do you think of our first South 
Pacific Drawmg-Room 'i Allowing for a alight difficulty with 
the trains, and a littlo want of familiarity with the use of the 
rouge-pot, it wa^, on the whole, a meritorioua affair? 

Gold. My dear Dramaleigh, it.redound^ infinitely to your 
credit. , ; 

Lord Dram. One or two judidous innovations, I think ? 

Gold. Admirable. The cup of tea and the plate of mixed 
biscuits were a cheap and efifective inspiration. 

Lord Dram. Yes — my idea, entirely. Never been done 
before. 

Gold. Pretty little maids, the King's youngest daughters, 
but timid. 

Lord Dram. That'll wear oflF. Toung. 

Gold. Thafll wear ofi'. Ha! here they come, by George! 
And without the Dragon ! What can they have done with her ? 

Enter Neeata cmd Kaltba, timidly. 

Nek. Oh, if you please Lady Sophy has sent us in here, 
hecarise Zara and Captain Fitzbattleaxe are going on^ in the 
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garden, in a manner which no well conducted young ladies 
ought to witness. 

Lord Dram, Indeed, we are very much obliged to her Lady- 
ship. 

Kdl, Are you ? I wonder why. 

l^eh. Don't tell us if it's rude. 

Lord Dram, Rude ? Not at all. We are obliged to Lady 
Sophy because she has afforded us the pleasure of seeing 
you. 

Neh, I don't think you ought to talk to us like that. 

Kal, It's calculated to turn our heads. 

Neh. Attractive girla cannot be too particular. 

Kah Oh, pray, pray do not take advantage of our unpro- 
tected innocence. 

Gold, Pray be reassured — you are in no danger whatever. 

Lord Dram, But may I ask — is this extreme delicacy — this 
shrinking sensitiveness — a general characteristic of Utopian 
young ladies ? 

Nek, Oh no ; we are crack spoeimc^ns. 

Kal. We are the pick of thtj basket. Would you mind not 
coming quite bo near ? Thank you. 

Nek. And please don't look at us like that ; it unsettles us. 

Kal. And wo don'^t like it^ At least, we do like it; but it's 
wrong. 

Nek. We have enjoyod the Inestimable privilege of being 
educated by a most refined and easily -shocked Englitih lady, on 
the very strictest English principles, 

Oold. But, my dear young ladies 

Kal. Oh, don't. You mustn't. U*a too affectionate. 

Nek. It really does uDijottle us. 

Gold. Are you really under the impression that English girls 
are so ridiculously demure?/ Why, an English girl of the 
highest type is the best, the most beautiful, the bravest, and 
the brightest creature that Heaven has conferred upon this 
world of ours. She is frank^ open«hearted^ and fearless, and 
never shows in so favourable a light as wheii she gives her own 
blameless impulses full play I 

Nek. and Kal. Oh, you shocking story ! 

Gold. Not at alL I'm speaking the strict truth. Ill tell 
you all about her. 

SoNO.—Mb. CfOLDBUBT. 

A wonderful joy our eyes to bless. 
In her magnificent comeliness, 
Is an English girl of eleven stone two. 
And five foot ten in her dancing shoe I 
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She follows the hounds, and on she pounds-^ 

The ** field *' tails off and the muffs diminish"** 
Over the hedges and brooks she bounds 

Straight as a crow, from find to finish. 
At cricket, her kin will lose or win — 

^h« and her maidg, au gr^i and cloTeTi 
Elevea maids out— eleven majde in — 

And perhaps an occaiional "maiden orerl" 
Go search Uie world and search the sea, 
Then come you hotnc and eid^ with mo 
Thora'a no Buch gold and no audi pearl 
Ah a brigbt and beautiful Etiglish girl ! 
With a l^en mile epin abe atretohf^s her limbSi 
She goira, abfi punte, fihc rows^ she swima — 
She pLaja, ahe EingB^ sbe dances, too, 
From ten or eleven tiU all i» blue I 

At ball or drumj till amall hours come, 

(Chatyemu's fan eonceala hor yawning) 
Shell waltz away like a teetotum, 

And never go liome till daylight's dawning. 
Lawn-tenniB may ahare her favours fair- 
He r eyes aHdauee and h<!t choekE a-g lowing— 
Pown comes her hair^ but what docB she cate ? 
Il'a all her own and It's worth the shewing 1 
Go search the world, etc. 
Her so til is sweet aa the ocean air. 
For prudery knowa do haven there ; 
To fiud mock-modeaty, please apply 
To the coDBcioufl blush and the downcast eye, 
Eich in the iMngB contentment bringa^ 
In every pure enjojment wealthy, 
Blithe as a beautiful b;rd shtj aiuf^B, 

For bi)dy and mind are bale and hcAUby. 
Her eyes they thrill with right goodwill — 

Her heart is light as a floating feather-* 
As pure and bright as the mountam rill 

That leaps and laughs in the Highland heather) 
Go search the world, etc. 

QUABTBTTB. 

Ntk» Then I may sing and play ? 

Lord Zh-am, You may 1 

Kcd. And I may laugh and shout ? 

Gold, No doubt 1 

Nek, These maxims you endorse ? 

Lord Dram, Of course 1 

Kal, You won't exclaim " Oh fie 1 '* 

Gold. Not 1 1 

Gold, Whatever yon are— be that : 

Whatever you say — ^be true ! 
Straightforwardly act- 
Be honest — in fact. 

Be nobody else but you. 
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Lord Dram, Give every answer pat — 

Your character true unfurl ; 
And when it is ripe, 
You'll then be a type 
Of a capital English girl 1 

All. Oh, sweet surprise — oh, dear delight, 

To find it undisputed quite, 
All musty, fusty rules despite, 
That Art is wrong and Nature right I 

Nek, When happy I, 

With laughter glad 

I'll wake the echoes fairly, 
And only sigh 

When lam sad — 

And that will be but rarely I 

KaU I'll row and fish. 

And gallop, soon — 

No longer be a prim one — 
And when I wish 
To hum a tune, 

It needn't be a hymn one ? 

Gold, and Lord Dram, No, no I 

It needn't be a hymn one ! 

All {dandng). Oh, sweet surprise and dear delight 
To find it undisputed quite — 
, All musty, fusty rules despite — 
That Art is wrong and Nature right ! 

[Dance, and off. 

Enter Lady Sophy. 

RaoiTATiVB.— -Lady Sophy. 
Oh, would some demon power the gift impart 
To quell my over-conscientious heart — 
Unspeak the oaths that never had been spoken. 
And break the vows that never shall be broken ! 

Song.— Lady Sophy. 

When but a maid of fifteen year, 

Unsought — ^nnplighted — 
Short petticoated— and, I fear, 

Still shorter-sighted — 
I made a vow, one early spring, 
That only to some spotiess king 
Who proof of blameless life could bring 

I^ be united. 

For I had read, not long before, 
Of blameless kings in fairy lore, 
And thought the race still flourished here- 
Well, well— 
I was a maid of fifteen year I 
III. *i^^ 
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The EiNQ enters and overhears this verse. 

Each morning I pnnued my game 

(An early riser) ; 
For spotless monarchs I became 

An advert ieer : 
But all in Tain I scarcbed CAdi land. 
So, kinglei&, to my native strand 
BBtanied,. a little older, and 

A good deal wiser ! 
I learnt thot BpoUesa King' aod Princa 
Have di&a|<pearpd some ages aincfr — 
Even Paramo uni^s angelic groe^ 

Ab, me I 
la but 0. m&ek on Nature's face I 

[K1110 comes forward, 

Recitativ*. 

Kinj, Ah, Lady Sophy — ^thea yon love me I 

For BO yon sing— 
Lady 8, Ho, by the stara that ahine abave me 

(indignant and mrprised). Degraded King I 
{Producing Palace Peeper.) 

For while these ramours, through the city bmited 
Remain uncontradicted, mirefated, 
The object thou of my aversion rooted, 
Repulsive thing ! 
King, Be jnst— the time is now at hand 

When truth may published be, 
These paragraphs were written and 
Contributed by me 1 
Ladg 8, By you ? No, no 1 

King, Yes, yes, I swear, by me I 

I, caught in Scaphio^s ruthless toil, 
Contributed the lot 1 
Lady 8. And that is why you did not boil 

The author on the spot ! 
King. And that is why I did not boil 

The author on the spot 1 
Lady 8, I couldn't think why you did not boil. 

King, But /know why I did not boil 

The author on the spot ! 

Duet.— Lady Sophy and Kino. 

Lady 8, Oh, the rapture unrestrained 

Of a candid retractation ; 
For my sovereign has deigned 

A convincing explanation— 
And the clouds that gathered o'er. 

All have vanished in the distance 
And of Elings of fairy lore 

One, at leaat) u in. ^x\a\«&jQA I 
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King, Oh, the skies are blue above, 

And the earth is red and rosal, 
Now the lady of my love 

Has accepted my proposal 1 
For that asinorum pons 

I have crossed without assistance. 
And of prudish paragons 

One. at least, is in existence 1 

[KiNQ and-L ADY Sophy (iancc 5rrac6/«%. WTiHe this is 
going on Lobd Dbamaleigh enters unobserved with 
Nekaya and Mb. Goldbuby with Kalyba. Then 
enter Zaba and Capt. Fitzbattleaxe. The tuo 
Girls direct Zaba's attention to the King and Lady 
Sophy, who are stUl dancing affectionately together. 
At this point the King hisses Lady Sophy, which 
oatAscB the Princesses to make a/n exclamation. The 
King and Lady Sophy are at first much confused 
at being detected^ but eventually throw off ail reserve, 
and the four couples break into a wild Tarantella, 
and at the end exeunt severally. 

Snter all the male Chorus, in great excitement, from various 
entrances, led by Soaphio, Fhaktis, and Tababa, and 
followed by the female Chorus. 

Chorus. 
Upon our sea-girt land 
At our enforced command 
Reform has laid her hand 

Like some remorseless ogreoB — 
And make us darkly rue 
The deeds she dared to do— 
And all is owing to 

Those hated Flowers of Progress I 

All, So down with them I 

So down with them ! 

Reform's a hated ogress. 

So down with them I 

So down with them I 

Down with the Flowers of Progress ! 

Flourish. Enter King, his three Daughters, Lady Soru v, 
and the Flowebs of Pbogbess. 

King, What means this most unmannerly irruption? 

Is this your gratitude for boons conferred? 
Soa, Boons ? Bah I A fico for such boons, say we 1 

These boons have brought Utopia to a standstill ! 

Our pride and boast — the Army and the Navy — 

Have both been re-constructed and re-modelled 
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Upon 80 irresistible a basis 

That all the neighbouring nations have disarmed — 

And War's impossible ! Your County Councillor 

Has passed such drastic Sanitary laws 

That all the doctors dwindle, starve, and die 1 

The laws, remodelled by Sir Bailey Barre, 

Have quite extinguished crime and litigation : 

The lawyers starve, and all the jails are let 

As model lodgings for the working-classes ! 

In short — 

Utopia, swamped by dull^rosperity, 

Demands that these detested Flowers of Progress 

Be sent about their business, and affairs 

Bestored to their original complexion I 

King (fo Zaba). My daughter^ this is a very unpleasant state 
of things. What is to be done ? 

Zokta, I don't know — ^I don't understand it We must have 
omitted something, 

King. Omitted something? Yes, that's all very well, 
but [Sm Bailet Barbb whispeTi to Zaba. 

Zara (suddenly). Of course I Now I remember I Why, I 
had forgotten the most essential element of all ! 

King, And that is 

Zara. Government by Party! Introduce that great and 
glorious element — at once the bulwark and foundation of 
England's greatness — ^and all will be well! No political 
measures wUl endure, because one Party will assuredly undo all 
that the other party has done ; and while grouse is to be shot, 
and foxes worried to death, the legislative action of the country 
will be at a standstill. Then there will be sickness in plenty, 
endless lawsuits, crowded jails, interminable confusion in the 
Army and Navy, and, in short, general and unexampled 
prosperity ! 

All. Ulahlica! Ulahlica! 

Phan. (aside). Baffled! 

Sea, But an hour mill come ! 

King, Your hour has come already — away with them, and 
let them wait my will I (Soaphio and Phantis are led off in 
custody,) From this moment Government by Party is adopted, 
with all its attendant blessings ; and henceforward Utopia will 
no longer be a Monarchy (Limited), but, what is a great deal 
better, a Limited Monarchy ! 

FiNikLE. 

Zara. There's a little group of isles beyond the wave — 
So tiny, you might almost wonder where it is— 
That nation is the bravest of the brave, 
And cowards are the laieat ol «\V TQt.t\t.\&«. 
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The proudest nations kneel at her command ; 
She terrifies all foreign-bom rapscallions ; 
And holds the peace of Europe in her hand 
With half a score invincible battalions 1 
Such, at least, is the tale 
Which is borne on the gale, 

From the island which dwells in the sea. 
Let us hope, for her sake. 
That she makes no mistake — 
That she's all she professes to be 1 

King, Oh, may we copy all her maxims wise, 

And imitate her virtues and her charities ; 
And may we, by degrees, acclimatize 

Her Parliamentary peculiarities ! 
By doing so, we shall, in coarse of time, 

Regenerate completely our entire land^> 
Great Britain is that monarchy sublime, 
To which some add (but others do not) Ireland* 
Such, at least, is the tale, etc. 
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tion by Dr. Guido Biagi, and 2 
Coloured Plates and 24 Half-tones. Large 
crown 8 go. buckram. 7^. 6d net. 



WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 

by. Post Svo. illustrated boards 2s. each. 
Passenger ftom Sootland Yard. 
The Bngllshman of the Rue Cain. 



WOOLLEY(CELIA PARKER).— 
Rachel Armstrong. Post Svo, 2s. 6d. 



WRAGOB (CLEMENT L.).— 
The Romance of the South Seas. 

With 84 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 
75. 6d. net. 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 

Legends, Charms, and Superstitions 
of Ireland . Crown Svo, cloth, i,s. 6d. 



WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU), by. 
Bolence In Snort Chapters. Crown 

■ Svo, cloth, 7 J. td. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
Svo. cloth, 6s. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 



WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 

Child Widow. Post Svo. illust. bds.. 2s. 



WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
An Easy-tfolntf Fellow. C^own Svo, 

cloth. 3j. td. 
His Dead Past. Crown Svo. Hnfti, f,x^ 



WRIGHT (THOMAS), by. 
Caricature History of the Oeortf es; 

or, Annals of the House of Hanover. 
With Frontispiece and over 300 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque in Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Illus- 
trated by F. W. Fairholt. Crown Svo, 
cloth, ^s. 6d. 



ZANQWILL (LOUIS).— A Nine- 
teenth Century Miracle. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3i. 6d. : picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 

Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited, 
with Introductions, by Ernest A. Vize- 
TELLY. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. each. 

His Masterpiece. | The Joy of Life. 

Germinal. 

The Honour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 

The Conquest of Plassans. 

The Dram-Shop. 

The Fat and the Thln^ I Money. 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 

Chapters on Evolution, with 359 

Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 7*. 6rf. 
Lelsure-Tlme Studies. With lUustra- 

tions. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. 
Studies in Life and Sense. With 36 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 
Common Accidents, and ho« w 
Treat TJhem. Or. Svo, is. ; cloth, i«.6d. 
07/mpses or Nature. WithsslllusUa 
tioas, Crowa Svo, clotli, 3*. 6d, 



His Bzcellency. 
The Downfall. 
Iiourdes. 
Rome. 
Paris. 



The Dream. 
Doctor Pascal. 
Fruitfulness. 
Worlc. 
Truth. 



Popular Editions, medium Svo. 6d. each 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
The Dram-Shop. I Paris. I Money, 
liourdes. | Rome. | The Downfall, 

WUk ^o\8w Vn.^XL^iftXk!aL» By Ernest 
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